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As eo much of my writing ha^ dealt with tlie AigonautB 
of '49, I propose, by way of introductian, to disoourse briefly 
ou au epieode of Ameiican life es quaint and typical ae 
Uiat of tbe Oreek adventurete wbose Barne I bave hot- 
[oved. It is a Crusade witbout a crose, an exodus w^b- i 
«ut a piopbet. It is not a pretty etory ; I do not Itnov 
tbat it is even instiuctive. It is of a life of wblcb, pei- 
baps, tbe best tbat cau be aaid is tbat it exiats no longei. 

Let me fiist give an idea of tbe couatry wbicb tbeee 
people le-created, a^d tbe civilizatjon tbey displaced. 
For more tban three hundred years California was of all 
dirietiän countn^s the leset Jcnown. The glow and gla- 
mour of Spajiisb tradition and discovery bung about it. 
Ttmie was an English map in wbicb it was aet down as au 
jglaad. Tbere was tbe Kio de Lob Eeyes-,— a kind of 
gorgeous Missiaaippi — leailing directly to tbe heatt of tbe 
Coatinent, wbicb De Fönte claimed to faave diecovered. 
Tbere was tbe Anian paesage — a propbetic forecast of tbe 
Paoific Kailioad — tbrongb whicb Maldonado declared tbat 
be aailed to tbe Nortb Atlantic. Anotber Spanisb discov- 
erer brougbt bis mendaciouB persuuality diieetly fiom tbe 
Pacific, by way of Columbia Eiver, to Lake Ontario; on 
wbicb, I am rejoiced to eay, be found a Yankee vessel from 
Boston, wbose captain iaformed bim tbat ke bad come up 
from the Atlantic only a few days before bimi Along tbe 
loug liae of iron-bound coast tbe old freebooters cbased tbe 
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INTHODÜCTION XI 

rbial wisdom and practica! equity to the bucolic litigants. 
In looking ovet aome Spaniah law papera, one day, I csme 
ipoa a temarkable instance of the sagacity of Älcalda 
Telipe Goiuez of Santa Barbara. An injured wife accuaed 
ler hushand of serenading tbe wife of anothor. The fuith- 
husband and bis too aeductive guitar were both producad 

court. "Play," said tbe alcalde to tbe gay Lotbario. 

le unfortunate man was obliged to repeat hia amorous per- 
lonnance of the pieceding night. "I find notbing here," 
Boid the excellent alcalde aftet a moment's pause, "hut 
an infamous yoice and an execrable style. I diamiss the 
oomptaint of the Senora, but I sball hold tbe Seßor on tbe 
Charge of vilely disturbing tbe peace of Santa Barbara." 

They were bappy, tranquil days. Tbe proprietore of 
the cid ranchoB mied in a patriarctal style, and lived to 
• pattiatchal age. On a soil half ttopical in its character, 
in a climate wholly original in its practica! conditions, a 
Boft-banded Latin race elept and smoked the half yeai'a 
Bonshine away, and believed that they had diacovered a 
new Spain 1 They awoke froni tbeir dream only to find 
themselTes strangera on thoir own soil, foreignera in their 
own country, Ignorant even of tbe treaaure they had been 
sent to gnard. A political and social earthquake, mote 
powerful than any pbysical convulsions they had ever 
bnown, ahook the foundation of tbe land, and in tbe diS- 
Tupted atrata and tant fisaurea the treaaure auddenly glit- 

red before their eyes. 

Thongh the change came upon them suddenly, it had 
been prefigured by a chain of circumstancea whoae logical 
future bistoriana will not overlook. It waa not the 
finding of a few graina of gold by a day laborer at Sutter'a 
Mill, but that for yeara before the way had been alowly 
»pened and the doora unbcked to the people who were to 
frofit by thia diacovery. The real pioneers of tbe lawleas, ' 
'irreügiona band whose atory I am repeating were tbe oldeat ' 
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^d youogeet religioQ^ known. Do Americaiu eset 

that they owe their riglit to California to the Cutholic 
Chuich and the Mormon brotherliood 1 Yet Fatber Juai- 
peio Serra ringing hia bell in tbe beathen wildemeee of 
Upper California, and Biigbam Young leading his half 
famifihed legiona from Nauvoo to Sult Lake, were the two 
great com m andere of the Äigonaute of '49. All that 
weatem emigration wbich, prior to tbe gold diacovery, 
penetrated the Oregon and California Valleys and half 
Americanized the Coaat, would have periahed by tbe way, 
but for tbe providentially created oasis of Salt Lake City. 
The balting trains of alkali-poisoned oxen, the footEo:;e 
and despairing teamsters, gatbered reet and succor from t|b^ 
Mormon settlement. Tbe British frigate that sailed into 
tbe port of Monterey a day or two late, saw tbe America^ 
Bog that bad, under tbis providence, crossed tbe continent, 
flying from the Croas of tbe Catbedral! A day eooneif 
and thia story might have been an Engliab record. 

Were our friende, tbe ArgoDaute, at all affected by theea 
coincidencee T I think not, Tbey bad that lordly coi^- 
tempt for a southem, soft-tongued race wbich belonged to 
tbeir Anglo-Saxon lineage. Tbey were given to no euper- 
atitious Tomance, exalted by no special mission, etimulated 
by no high ambition ; tbey were akeptical of even the eii^ 
ence of tbe golden fleece until tbey saw it. Equal to thoi 
fate, tbey accepted with a kind of beathen philoeophy 
whatever it migbt bring. "If there ian't any gold, wbat 
are you going to do with these sluice-boxeal " said a 
newly airiced eraigrant to bis friend. " Tbey will make 
first-clasa coffina," anawered the friend, with the simple 
directness of a man wbo bas calculated all bis cbances. If 
tbey did not bum tbeir vesaela behind them, like Pizarro, 
tbey at least left the good ebip Aigo diamantled and rot- 
ting at tbeir Colcbian wbarf. Sailora were ehipped only 
for the outward voyage ; üobody eipected to retum, even 
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thoa» who uiticipatod failure. Fertile in expedienta, they 
twisted tbeir failores iuto a certain eort of succees. Untit 
lecently, thero stood in San Francisco 8 bouae of tbe early 
days whoee fonndationa wero built entirely of plug tobacco 
in boxes. The con^iguee htul füund a glut in Uie tobacco 
maiket, but lumbei for foimdatioiiB was at a tremendoua 
premium! An Argonaut just arriving was amazed at rec- 
ogniüing in tbe boatmau wbo pulled biiii ashore, and wbo 
ohaiged him tbe modest aum of Üfty dollars for tbe Per- 
formance, a hrotber classmate of Cambridge. "Were you 
not," be uked eagerly, " aenior wrougler in '43 ) " " Yes," 
Said tbe other signiticautly, " but I also puUed stioke oar 
BgaiuBt Oxford." If tbe special traioing of years aometimes 
failed to procure pecuniary recognition, an idle accomplish- 
ment, aometimes evea a pbyeical peculiarity, aucceeded. 
At my firat breakfaet in a restaurant on Long Wbarf, I 
waa haunted during the meal by a shadowy resemblanoe 
vhicb tbe waiter wbo tuok my oider bore to a geiitleman 
to wbora in my boyhood I bad looked up aa a mirror of 
elegance, urbanity, and social aocumpÜBbrnent. Fearful 
lest I abould inault the waiter — wbo carried a revolver — 
by tbis reminiBcenoe, I said nothiag to bim; bat a later 
inquiry of tbe pToprietor proved tbat my euspicions were 
correct. "He 's migbty handy," said the man, "and kin 
talk elegant to a cuatomer as ia "waiting for bis cakes, and 
make him kinder fotget be ain't sarved." Witb an eamest 
deeire to testore my old friend to hie former poaition, I 
aaked if it would not be poeaible to tili bis place. "I 'm 
afiaid not," aaid the proprietor with a audden suspicion, 
and he added eignificantly, "I doa't think you'd auit." 
It was tbia woaderfui adaptability, perbapa influenced by a 
cUmate tbat prodnced fruit out of aeaaon, tbat helped tbe 
Argonauts to succesa, or mitigated tbeir defeata. A now 
distinguisbed lawyer, remarkable for bis Herculean build, 
lound bimaelf un landing without a cent — ratber let me 
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saj vithout twenty dollais — to ftj Um j 

trunk to che huCel. äliould«iiiif it, he v 

thi laading, wtwii a atranger sUpp«d towaida h 

log he had not "half a lood," qnieClj adtLed hia own Tiltiwl 

to the Uwvec's bürden, and handing him ten dollan »in| I 

hk addcess, deported before the legal gfutlegum i^olil i 

eovei £rom his oätaalähmeat. The valiäe, hovever, v 

punctimU; delivered, imd the lawyer oftea conj^iaEalatatl 

htaiself OB the uümpaiatiTe easu wich whicL he voa bis 

tirst Eee. 

Uach of the easj sdaptabiliCy was doe to Che charactor 
of the people. What that chaiaetet was, perhApg it woald 
not be well to say. At leaft I sbould prefei to defer cciti- 
CKm until I could add to tbe calmsees the safs distance of 
ttc hüttomii. You will Und soine of their pecuüantieB 
deecribed in the frank uatobiognphieti of thoee two gentle- 
mea who executed a little äuttimisatun for Mai^beth in. 
which Barninü wais concetaed. In. distaul; parta üi tb« 
contineat thuy bad left famüies, creditors, and in somie 
instaaces evea otücecs uf justice, perplexed and lütin^lrtng. 
There wer« hn^banda who bad deserted thcii aws wlvea, 
— and in aome extreme «tsaa even the wivea of otbers, — 
fot this havan of refuge. Soc waa it posaibla to teil from 
their aupetücial estenor, or aran theic diuly walk and 
action, whnther tbay were or were not mtmed in the counto 
gf thi« general indictment. Some of the best men bad the 
WQraC luitecedents, aome of tbe worst lejoiced in a spotlesa 
pnntaji pedib^e. "Tbe boys seem to bave taken a &esh. 
deol all m'in'i, '* aaid Xi. John Oakhmst one day to me , 
witb the eaay conädence of a man who woa uooscious of 
hia abüity to win my money, "and there ia no knowing 
whatböc ä man will tum np knava or king."" It ia rele- 
vant to this aaecdote Chat Mr. John Oakbuist himaeif 
Game of a family whoee anceators regarded gamea of diance 
as sutfiil, because thev were txiöiug »nd amneing, but who 




INTKODOCTION xr 

1 aavfet cooceived they migbt be made the instiumenta 
f successful apeculation and even tragic eamestness. "To 
Bitiimic," eaid Mr. Oakliurst, as he rose from a ten minutes' 
pitting with a gain of five thoueand doUars, — "to think 
s folks aa believes that keerda is a waste of time," 
Sucli Tvere the character and the antecedenta of the men 
vhc gave the dominant and picturesque co]oring to the 
life of that period. Doubtleaa the papers of the oncient 
Argo ebowed a cleaner bill of moral bealtb, but doubtlcss 
'HO type of adventure more distinct or original. I would . 
ot have it inferred that there was not a class, reapectable 
t numbers as in norals, among and yet distinct from 
lese. But tbey have no place here eave as a backgroiind 
) the salient outlines and deeply etcbed figures of the 
Argooauta. Character ruied, aod the etrongest was not 
|lvays the beat. Let me bring them a little nearer, Let 
Ine eketch two pictures of them: one in their gathered con- [ 
bbuiae in theii city by the sea, one in their lonely scattered ' 
tabins in the camps of the Sierrae. 

It ia tbe laemorable wiuter of '52, a typical Califomian 
Winter — unlike anythiag kiiown to most of my readera; 
K Winter from whoae snowy nest in the SienuB the flutter- 
new-fiedged Spring freed iteelf without a etruggle, 
Jt is a seaaoD of falling rains and springing grasses, of long 
Bights of ahower, and days of cloud and Bunshine. There 
! honrs when the quickening earth seems to throb be- 
beatb one's feet, and the blue eyes of heaven to twinkle 
through ita misty Inshea. High up in the Sierras, unsunned 
Sepths of snow form the vaat reservoirs that later will flood 
ihe plaina, cauaing the homeaick wanderera on the low- 
s to look with awe upon a broad expanse of overflow, 
l lake that migbt have buried the State of Massachusetts 
n its yellow deptbs. The hillaidea are gay with flowers, 
ind, a.s in the old lairy story, every utterance of the kindly 
Spring falls from her Ups to the ground in ntbtes and 
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emeralds. And jet it is caUed " a tiard seaeon, " and fiflur iB 

ilfty dollare a baiTBl. In San Froncifico It haa been rainiog 
Bteadily for two weeke. The etreets are almost impaa- 
eable with mud, and over some of the more daogeruus 
deptha plauka are thiown. There are few etreet lamps, 
but the shops are etiU tighted, and the etreete are füll of 
long-bearded, long-booted men, e^er for some new ex- 
citement, tbeir only ide» of recreation from the feveriah 
atruggle of the day. Perhaps it ia a pasBing carriage — 
a pheaomenal carriage, one of the half dozen known in 
the city — that becoming helplesaly mired ia ioEtanUy hui- 
TOunded by a score of wijJiog hands whose owaera are only 
too happy to be rewarded by a glimpse of a female face 
throngh the window, even though that iace be haggard, 
painted, or gratuitously plain. Perhaps it is in the little 
theatre, where the cry of a baby in the audience brings 
down a tumultuoufi encore fiom the whole house. Fer- 
baps it is in the gilded drinking aaloon, into wbicb aome 
one ruahes with arnis eztended at right angles, and oon- 
veys in that one pantomimic action the Bignal of the aema- 
phore telegrapb an Telegraph Hill that a sidewbeel ateamer 
has arrived, and that tbete are "letters from home," 
Perhaps it is the long queue that afterwards winds and 
Stretches from the Post Ofßce half a mile away. Perhaps 
it is the eager men who, following it rapidly down, bid 
fifty, a bundred, two hundred, tbree hundred, and five 
bundred dollars for favored places in the line. Per- 
haps it is the haggard man who nervously tears open bia 
letter and after a moment's breatbless pause fainta and falls 
senBeless beaide bis comrades. Or perbaps it ia a row 
and a ehot in tbe atreets, bat in '52 this was hardly an 
excitement. 

The gambling-saloon is always the central point of inter- 
est. There are four of them, — the largest public buildings 
in the city, — tbronged and crowded all nigbt. They are 
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=*pproached by no mysterioua passage or guarded eattance, 
9 fratikly opea to the aireet, with the further invita- 
tion of gilding, llghta, wariutb, and music. Strange to 
eay, there is a quaiat decoium about tbem. They are 
tbe quietest lialls in San Francisco. There is no drimken-i 
ness, DO quarreling, scaicely any exultatioQ or disappomt-' 
ment. Men who have already ataked their heaith and 
fortune in thie emigration are but little affccted by tbe 
lesser atake on red or black, or tbe turn of a card. Busi- 
nesB men wbo bave gambled all day in tbeir legitimate 
enterpriae find nothing to excite tbem unduly here. In 
the intervale of music, a thoughtful calm pervades the vaat 
aaseiably ; people raove around noiselesaly from table to 
I table, as if Fortune wero nervoua as well aa fickk; a oauc 
I falling upon tbe floor causes every one to look up, a loud 
laugh or esctamation excitea a stare of virtuoua indigna- 
tion. The moat reapectable citiiena, though they migbt 
not play, are to be seen bere of an evening. Old frienda, 
wbo perhaps parted at the church door in the States, meet 
here witbout fear and witbout reproaeh. Even among 
the playere are represented all classea and conditione of 
men. One night at a faro table a player auddenly slipped 
from bia aeat to the Soor, a dead man. Three doctora, 
also players, after a brief examination, proDounced it dis- 
ease of the heart, The coroner, aitting at the right of the 
dealer, inatantly impaneled the reat of the playera, who, 
Uyiog down their cards, briefly gave a verdict in accordance 
with tbe facta, and went on with their game I 

I do not mean to aay tbat, under tbis aurface calm, 
f there waa not often tbe intenaeat feeling. Tbeie was a 
1 'Weetern man, who, having made a few tbousands in tbe 
I uinea, came to San Franciaco to take the Eaatem steamer 
■ bome, The night before he was to sail, he entered the 
liArcade saloon, and seating himself at a table in sheer list- 
Ileaaness, ataked a twenty-dollar gold piece on the game. 
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He won. He won agsin without lemoving his staie. It 
wus, tu short, that oltl story told so often — how i. 
houra he woa a fortime, hüw au hour later he rose from 
the table a mined nian. Well — the steamer Baüed with- 
out bim. He was a simple mau, kiiowing little of the 
World, and bis sudden fortune and equally eudden reverea 
almost crazed him. He dared not write to the wife who 
awaited him; he had not pliick enough to retnm to the 
mines and build hia fortune up anew. A fatal fascinatioa 
hetd him to the epot. He took some humble occupation 
in the city, and regularly lost bis scant earnings wbere bis 
weaJtb had gono before. His ragged ßgure and haggard 
face appeaied aa regularly as the dealer at the table. 
a year passed. But if be had forgotten the waiting wife, 
Bbe had not forgoUen him. With infinite toil ehe at last 
procured a paasage to San Francisco, and was landed with 
her child peuniless upoa its wbarf. In her sore extremity 
ehe told her stoiy to a pasBing etraiiger — tbe last man, 
perhaps, to have niet — Mr. Jolm Oakhurst, a gambletl 
He took her to a hotel, and qnietly provided foi her i 
mediate wants. Two or three eveninge after tbis, the 
Western man, still playing at the eame table, won si 
trifling Btaka three timea in succession, as if Fortune v 
about to reviait him. At tbis moment, Mr. Oakhurst 
clapped him on the Shoulder. "I will give you," he Said, 
quietly, "three thouaand doUara for your naxt play." The 
man besitated. "Your wife is at the door," contitiued 
Mr. Oakhurst aotto voce. "Will you take it) Quick!" 
The man accepted, But tbe spirit of tbe gambler 
strong within bim, and as Mr. Oakhurst perhaps fully 
expected, he waited to see tbe result of tbe play, 
Oakhurst loat! With a look of gmtitude tbe man turned 
to Oakhurst and aeizing tbe tbree thousaiid doUars burried 
away, as if fearful he migbt change hia mind. "Tbat v 
B had spurt of youra, Jack," said a friend innocently, not 
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obaeirmg the smile tltat had paased between the dealer and 
Jack. "Yeg," eaid Jack cooUy, "but I got tired of seem' 
that chap aroimd." "But," said his friend in alarm, 
f'joM don't mean to say that you" — and he hesitated. 
t"! mean to say, my dear boy," aaid Jack, "that thia yer 
little deal was a put-up Job betwixt the dealer and me. 
It *B the flrat time," he added seriously, with an oath which 
I think the recording angel instaatty passed to Jack'a 
credit, "it'a the first time as I ever played a game that 
waan't on the Square." 

The social life of that day waa peculiar. Gentlemen 
made Kew Year's caJls in long boota and red flannel shirts. 
In later daya the wife of an old pioneer used to show a 
chair with a hole through it« cushion made by a gentleman 
callei who, aitting down suddenly in bashful confiiBion, had 
exploded his revolver, The best-dresaed men were gam- 
blecs; the beat^dressed ladies had no right to that title. 
Ät balls and partiea dancing waa tabooed, owing to the 
nnhappy complicationa which aroae from the diaproportion- 
ate number ol pattnera to tha few ladiea that were present. 
The mgenioua device of going through a quadrille with 
ft different partner for each figure sprang from the fertile 
;ain of a aorely beaet San Francisco belle. The wife of 

army officer told me that she never thought of retum- 
fng Lome with the eame eacort, and not unfrequently was 
aocompanied with what she called a "füll platoon." "I 
never knew before," ahe eaid, "what they meant hy 'the 
pleasnre of your coinpany. ' " In the multiplicity of such 
attentions aurely there waa snfety. 

Such waa the urban life of the Argonauta — ita aalient 
peculiaiitiea softened and subdued hy the constant acceesion 
of strangers from the East and the departure of ita own 
Citizens for the intetior. Ab each succeeding ocean ateamer 
Iffought freah facea from the Eaat, a correaponding change 

ik place in the type and in the manners and moials. 
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When fine clothea appeared upon the streeta and men 
swore less frequently, people began to put locks on theii 
doors and portable property was no ]onger out at night. 
Ab fine houses were buUt, real estate rase, and the dwellers 
in the old tents were puabed from the contiguity of their 
richer btothers. San Francisco saw horaelf naked, 
was aahamed. The old Argonautic brotherhood, with 
fierce aincerity, its terribJe directnese, its pathetio eimpli- 
oity, was broken up. Some of the members were content to 
remain ia a Circean palace of material and EenauDus deligbt, 
but the type was transferred to the mountaina, and thither 
I propoae to lead you. 

It is a country unlike any other, Nature here ia aa 
rüde, BS inchoate, as unfinished, as the life. The people 
seem to have come here a thouaand yeara too soon, aad 
before the great hosteas was ready to receive them. The 
foreats, vast, eilent, damp with their undergrowth of gigan- 
tic ferna, recall a remote carboniferoua epoch, The treea 
are nionatroiiB, aombre, aod monotonoualy alilte. Every- 
thing is new, crude, and stränge. The graas bladea e 
enormous and far apart, there is no carpet to the soll; ev 
the few Alpine flowera are odoriess and bizarre. There 
nothing soft, tender, or paatoral in the landscape. Natura 
affecta the heroica rather than the bucolica. TheocrituB 
himself could ecarcely have given melody to the utterance 
of theae jEtnean herdsmen, with their brierwood pipes, and 
their revoivera alung at their backe. There are vast 
spacea of rock and cliff, long intervals of ravine and caüon, 
and audden and awful lapaea of precipice. The lights and 
shadows are Betnbiandtish, and agalnst thia background 
the fainteat outline of a human figure Stands out atatkly. 

They lived at firat in tents, and then in cabina. The 
climate was gracioiia, and except for the rudest purposea of 
shelter from the winter rains, they could have alept out of 
doors the year round, as many preferred to do. As they 
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grew mow ambitioua, perhapa s small plot of ground was 
inclosed and cultivuted ; but for the first few years tliey 
looked upon themselvea aa tenanta at will, and were afraid 
of putting down anything they could not take away. 
Chimneya to their cabina were for a long tinie avoided aa 
having this objectionable feature, Even at thia day, de- 
serted mining-campa are marked by the eolitary adobe 
chimneys still left standing wheie the frame of the original 
cabin was moved to sonie newer location, Their house- 
keepißg was of the nidest kind. For many moathe the 
•frying-pan forraed tlieir only available cooking- Utensil. It 
was lashed to tbe wanilering miner's back, like the trouba- 
dour'e guitar. He fried hia bread, hia beans, his bacon, 
and occaaionally stewed hia coffee, in thia Single vessel. 
But tbat Nature worked for hint with a balaamio air and 
breezy tonics, he would have succurabed. Happily hia 
meals were few aud infrequent; happily the inventiona of 
hia mothet E^at were equal to bis needa, His pTogressive 
track through theae mountain solitudea was marked with 
tin cana bearing the inscriptions: "Cove Oystera," "Shaker 
Sweet Com," "Yeaat Powder," "Boston Crackers," and 
the like. But in the hour of adveraity and the raoment of 
perplexity, hia main reliance waa beans! It was the sole 
legacy of the Spanish California. The connueror and tha 
nqnered fratemized over th^n frijoles. 
The A^onaut'a dresa was peculiar. He was ready jl 
lot skiUful with hia needle, and was fond of patching his 
clothes iintil the original material dlaappeared beneath a 
cloud of ameadments. The flour-sack was his main depen- 
dence. When ita contents had auatained and comforted 
the inner man, the huak clotbed the outer one. Two 
mtlemen of reapectability in earlier daya lost their iilen- 
ty in the labola eomewhat conapicuously borne on the 
its of their trousers, and were known to the camp in all 
'HnousneBB as "Genesee Mills" and "Eagle Brand." In 
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the Southern mines a quaotity of seamen's dothing, ooo- 

demned by the Navy Department and sold at auction, was 
bought up, and for a year afterwards the aombre woodlond 
shadea of Stanislaus and Merced vere lighteued by tha 
white ducks aiid blue and white shirts of sailor lands- 
men. It was odd that the only pictureEque bit of color 
in their dresfl was accidental, and owing to a coreless, lazy 
cuBtom, Their handkerchiefe of coatae hlue, green, or yel- 
low bandanna were for greater coavenience in bot weather 
knotted at the ends and thrown ehawlwise around the 
ehoitldera. Against a background of olive foliage, the effect 
was always striking and koleidoscopic. Tbe eoft feit, 
broad-brimmed hat, since known aa the California hat, was 
•theii only head-covering. A tall bat OE anyhody but B 
dergyman or a gambler would have juatified a hiow. 

They were singularly handsonie, to a man. Not solely 
in the musculat development and antique grace acquired 
through open-air exercise and unrestrained freedom of 
limb, but often in color, expression, and even aoftnesa of 
outline. They were mainly young men, wboae bearda were 
virgin, soft, silken, and cuiling, They had not alwaye 
time to cut their hair, and thia often awept tbeir ehouldere 
with the lovelocka of Charlea II. There were facea that 
made one think of Delaroche's Saviour. There were daah- 
ing figurea, bold-eyed, jauntily inaolent, and cavalierly 
reckleas, that would have deligbted Meiasoniet. Add to 
thia the foreign element of Chilian and Mexican, and you 
have a combination of form and light and color unknown 
to any other modern Engliah-speaking Community. At 
Bimset on the red mountain road, a Mexican pack-train 
perhapB alowly winda ita way toward the piain. Each 
animal weara a gayly colored blanket beneath ita pack 
snddle; the leading mule ia musical with bells, and hrightly 
capariaoned; the muleteera wear the national dreaa, with 
Btriped serape of red and black, deetakin trousers open 
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from the knee, and fringes with bullion buttons, oud hare 
on eacli heel a silver epur with roweiß three inches in 
diameter. If they were thua pieturesque in external 
mpgniticence, no leas romantic were they in expreaeion 
and character. Their hoapitality was bnrbaric, theif gen- 
eroBity spontaneouB. Their appreciation of merit always 
took the form of pecnniary teatimonialB, whether it was 
a church and parsonage given to a favorite pTeacher, or 
the Danae-like showet of gold they rained upon the pretty 
persoQ of a populai actress. Ko mendicant had to beg; a 
syinpathizing bystander took up a subscription in his hat, 
Their generosity waa emulative and CTimulative. During 
the great War of the Kehellion, the mtllionG gatherod in 
the Treaaury of the Sanitary Commiasion had their aource 1 
in a San Franciaco bar-room, " It 'e mighty rough on 
thoae chapa who are wounded," eaid a caaual drinker, 
" and I 'm sorry for them. " " How mach are you aorry ) " 
asked a gambler. "Five hundred dollars," eaid the fiist 
Speaker aggressively. "I'U aee that five hundred dollars, 
and go 8 thouaand better!" aaid the gambler, putting 
down the money. In half an hour fifteen thouaand dol- 
lars waa telegraphed to Washington from Sau Francisco, I 
and thia great national charity — open to North and South I 
alike, afterwards reinforced by three millions of Califor- \ 
nia gold — sprang into life. ' 

In their apparently thonghtlesB fiee-handedness there 
was often a vein of practica! eagacity. It is a well-known 
fact that after the great fire in Sacramento, the Srst sub- 
scription to the rebuilding of the Methodist Church came 
from the handa of a noted gambler. The good pastor, 
while accepting the gift, could not help asking the giver 
wby he did not keep the money to build another gambling- 
bonee. "It would be making things a little monotonous 
oiit yer, ole man," responded the gambler gravely, "and 
variety that 'a wanted for a big town." 
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They were epIeDdidly loyal in tbetr friendehips. Per- 

hapB the absence of female eociety and domeGtic ties tnrned 
tbe current of their tendemess and sentiment towarde ea.cb 
other. To be a man's " partner " eignitied sometbicg more 
than a common pecuoiary oi businesB interest; it was to 
be bis friend througb good or ill report, in adveraity ot 
fortune, to cleave to bim and none other — to be ever jeal- 
oua of bim! Tbere were Ärgonauta who were more faith- 
ful to tbeir partoera tban, I fear, they had ever becn to 
their wives; tbere wete partnera whom even the grava 
could not divido — who temained solitary and loyal to a 
dead man's memory, To insult a man'a partner was to 
insnlt bim; to step between two partners in a quairel was 
attended witb the aame danger and nncertainty that in- 
volves tbe peacemaker in a conjngal dispute. The beroio 
posaibilitiea of a Dämon and a Pythiaa were always present; 
tbere were men wbo )iad fnlfilled all those conditions, and 
better still witbout a knowledge or belief that tbey were 
claasical, with ntt mythology to lean their backs against, 
and hardly a conscions appreciation of a later faith that ia 
eymboliüed by sacrifice. Tn these unions tbere were tbe 
same odd combinatiooa often seen in the marital relationa: 
a lall and a sbort man, a delicate sickly youtb and a middle- 
aged man of powerful frame, a grave reticent natura and 
a spontaneous exuberant one. Yet in epite of these in- 
congmities there waa alwaya the same blind unreaaoning 
fidelity to each otber. It is true tbat their zeal sometimes 
outran their diacretion. Tbere ia a story estant tbat a 
San Franciaco atranger, indulging in some free ciiticiam of 
religioua denomintitions, suddenly found bimaelf aprawling 
upon tbe floor with an irate Kentuckian, levolver in band, 
Standing over him. Wben an explanation waa demanded 
by tbe crowd, the Kentuckian penaively returned hie re- 
volver to hia belt. "Well, / ain't got anythin' agin thfl' 
«tranger, but he said somethin' a minit ago agin Quaken^ 
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■nd I vant him to imderstand that my pardner is a Quak* 

«r, and — a peace/ul man ! " 

I should like to give some pictures of their domestic 
life, but the women were few aud the family heartlistones , 
and domestic altars still fewer. Of housewüely virtues the I 
ntmost was made; tbe model spouse invariably kept a 
boftrding-house, and seived her husband'e guesta. In rare 
cases, the woman who waa a crown to her huaband took 
in washing also. 

There was a woman of this class who lived in a little 
mining-camp in tbe Sierras. Her husband was a Texan 
• — a good-bumored giant, who had won the lespect of tbe 
piobably quite as mucb by bis amiuble weaknesa as 
by hia great pbysical power, Sbe was an Eaateru woman; 
had been, I think, a sthoolmistreas, and had lived in cities 
up to the time of her marriage and emigTation. She was 
not, perbaps, personally attractive ; ehe waa piain and 
■wom beyond her years, and her few personal accomplish- 
ments — a elight knowledge of French and Italian, music, 
tbe Latin Classification of planta, natural pbilosophy and 
Blair's Hhetoric — did not teil upon the masculine inhabi- 
tants of Bingtail Canon. Yet she was universally loved, 
and Äunt Butb, as abe was called, ur " Old Ma'am Kicb- 
ards," waa lifted into an idealization of the aunt, mother, 
or sbter of every miner in the camp. Sbe reciprocated in 
a thousand kindly ways, mending tbe clotbes, ministering 
to tbe sick, and even answering the long faome letters of 
the men. 

Presently she feil ill. Nobody knew exactly what was 
matter with her, but ahe pined alowly away. When 
burtben of her houaebold tasks was lifted from ber 
ehoildera, she took to long walks, wandering over the bills, 
and was often 3eon upon tbe bighest ridge at aunset, look- 
ing toward the eost. Here at last she was found sense- 
jesB, — tbe result, it was said, of over exertion, and sbe 
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wa§ wamed to keep her houee. So ehe kept her honai^ 
und even went so far as to keep her bed. One day, to 
everybody's astonishraent, she died. "Do you know 
they Bsy Ma'am Kicharda died of t " eaid Yuba Bill to hi« 
Partner, "The doctor saye she died of iwutalgia," aaid' 
BilL " What tlank thing ie noatalgia J " aaked the other. 
"Well, it '8 a kind o' longin' to go to heaven ! " Ferhapc 
he was right. 

Aa a general thing the Ai^nauts weie not buithened 
with sentiraent, and were utterly free from its more dan- 
geroua ally, sentimentalism, They took a sardonic delight 
in Stripping all meretricioua finery from their speech; they 
had a sarcastic fashion of eliminating everything but the 
facte fiom poetic or imaginative narrative. With all that 
terrible diiectnesa of statement which was habitual to 
them, when they indulged in innuendo it was eignificantly 
cruel and striking. In the early daye, Lynch law ptin- 
iehed horae-stealing with death. Ä man one day was 
arreated and tried for thia offense. After hearing the evi- 
dence, the jury duly retired to conanlt upon their verdict. 
For aome reaaon — perhapa from an inBufficiency of proo^ 
perhaps from motives of hunianity, perbapa becauee the 
census was already ahowing an alarming decrease in the 
male population — the jury ahowed signa of heeitation. 
The crowd outaide became impatient. After waiting an 
hour, tbe ringleader put hia head into the room and asked 
if the jury had settled upon a verdict. "No," aaid the 
foreman, "Well," answered tbo leader, "take your own 
time, gentlemen; only rememher tbat we 're waitin' for 
thia yer room to lay out the corpse in!" 

Their hnmor waa frequent, although never exuberant op 
spontnneous, and always contained a certain percentage of 
nide justice or morality under its sardonic exterior. The 
only ethical teaehing of thoae daya was through a joke or 
a earcasm. Whil« camps were moved hy an epigiam, tho 
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rnde equity of Judge Lyoch was swayed by a witticiem. 
Even their pathos, wliich was more orleaa dramatic, partook 
of this quality. The odU espresaion, the quaint fancy, or 
even the grotesque gesture that rippled the surface con- 
sciousnesa with a smile, a motnent later touched the deptlis 
of the heart with a aense of infinite Badneae. They indulged 
spariugly in poetry and illnstration, naing only ite ruUe, 
inchoate form of alaug. Unlike the meaningleas cuea and 
catch-words of an older civilization, their alang wae the 
condenaed epigrammatic Ulustration of aome fact, fancy, or 
perception. Geaerally it had some Bignificant local deriva- 
tion. The half-yearly drought brouglit forward the popu- 
lär adjuration "dry up" to espresa the natural climax of 
evaporated fluency. "Played out" was a reininiscence of 
the gambling-table, and expressed that hopelesa condition. 
of affairs when even the Operations of chance are suspcnded. 
To "take stock" in any atatement, theory, or Suggestion 
indicates a peeuniary degree of trustfui crednUty, One 
can hardly call that alang, even though it came from a 
gambler's lips, which givea auch a vivid condenaation of 
death and the reokoning hereafter as was eonveyed in the 
expression, "handing in your checks." In those daja the 
elang was universal; there was no occasion to which it 
seemed inconsistent, Thomas Starr King once told me 
that, after delivering a certain contioveraial sennon, he 
Dverheard the following dialogue between a pariahioneT and 
hia friend. "Well," said the enthusiaatic pariahioner, 
leferring to the serraon, "what do you think of King 

■w1" "Think of himi" responded the friend, "why, 
took every trick ! " 

Sometimee, through the national habit of amuaing exag- 
geration or equally grotesque Understatement, certain worda 
acquired a new signifieance. I remember the first night 
I apent in Virginia City was at a new hotel which had 
but recently opened. After I had got comfortably 
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Uy bed, I was aroiiBed by the noise ot scnffling and sl 
iug below, punctuated by occasiona] piatol shots. In the 
nioming I made tny way to the bar-room, and found the 
IniiUlocd behiiid bis couiiter with a bruised eye, a piece of 
coTirt plaster extending from hia cheek to his forehead, yet 
withal a pleasaiit smile upon his face. Taking my cua 
from this I said to bim: "Well, landlord, ycu had lather 
tt lively time here last night." "Yes," he replied, pleas- 
antly, "It wis rather a lively time!" "Do you often 
have auch lively times in Virginia City 1 " I added, embold- 
ened by his cheerfulness. "Well, no," he said, reflec- 
tively; "the fact ia we 've only just opened yer, and last 
night was about tbe (ast time tbat the boys aeemed to be 
gettin' really acquaiiited ! " 

Tlie maD who ubjected to join in a bear hunt becausa 
"he badn't lost any bears lately," and the man who 
replied to the tourist's question "if they grew any com in 
that locality " by aaying "not a d — d bit, in fact acarcely 
any," offered easy examples of this characteristic aati- 
climax and exaggeration. Often a Havor of gentle philoso- 
phy mingled with it. "In course I'd rathsr not drive a 
mule team," aaid a teamster to me. "In course T 'd rather 
tun a bank or be President: but when you 've lived as long 
as I have, stranger, you '11 find that in this yer wotld a 
man don't always get hia 'drathets.'" Often a man' a 
trade or occupation lent a graphic power to.his speech. 
On ons occaeion an engineer was relating to me the pai- 
ticulars of a fellow workman'e death by coneumption. 
"Poor Jim," he said, "he got to rtmning slower and 
slower, until one day — he stopped on hia centre!" What 
a picture of the helplesa hitch in thia weary human 
machine I Sometimea the expreseion was borrowed from 
another'a profession. At one time there waa a difficulty 
in a surveyor's camp between the surveyor and a China- 
man. "If I was you," said a sympathizing teamater to tha 



I 



I 



I 



^^'" 

i^ 

^&m 



INTRODUCTION Kxix 

guiveyor, " I 'd jest take that chap and theodolite him out 
o' camp." Sometimes tlie alang was a ■mßre echo of the 
formulas of sorae populär escitenient or movemect. Dur- 
ing a camp-meeting in the mountainB, a teanister who had 
been swearing at his cattle was rebuked for hia impiety hy 

yoiing woman who had juat retumed from the meeting. 

Why, Miss," said the aatonished teamater, "you don't 
that Bwearing, do you 1 Why, you ought to hear 

liU Jones exhort the impenitetit mule ! " 
But can we entirely forgive the Argonaut for making hia 
elaug gratuitously permanent, for foisting upOD poaterity, 
who may forgct theee extenuating cireumstances, such titlea 
as "One Horse Gulch," "Poker Fiat," "Greaaer CaSon," 
"Fiddletown," "Murderer'a Bar," "and "DeadBroke"? 
The map of California ie still ghaatly with this uahallowed 
chriatening. A tourist may well heaitate to write "Dead 
Broke," at the top of hia letter, and any atranger would be 
juBtitied in declmiog an invitation to "Murderer'a Bar." 
It aeemed aa if the eaily Californian took a sardonic delight 
in the contrast whioh these iiamea ofl'ercd to the euphony of 
the old Spaniah titles. It ia fortunate that with faw excep- 
tions the counties of the State still bear the soft CaatUian 
labials and gentle vowela. Tuolumne, Tulare, Yolo, Cala- 
veras, Sonoma, Tehema, Siskyou, and Mendocino, to aay 
nothing of the glorioua Company of the Apostles who per- 
petuaUy praise California through the Spaoish Catholic 
calendar. Yet wherever a aaint dropped a bleasing, some 
ainnei afterwarda aquatted with an epithet. Extremes 
often nieet. The omnibuaes in San Francisco uaed to ruo 
from Happy Valley to the Mission Dolores. You had to 
go to Blaiaes firat before you could get to Purisaima. 
Yet I think the ferocioua directness of these titlea was 
preferable to the pinchbeck elegance of " Copperopolia, " 

Argentinia," the polyglot monstroaities of "Oroville," of 
fPlacerville, " or the reraarkable aentiment of "Romeoe- 
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biirgh" and " Julietatown." Soiaetimes the national tend- 
oncy to abbreviation was singularly shown. " Jamestown,'* 
near Sonora, was always known as " Jimtown," and 
" Moquelumne Hill," after tiret suffering phonetic tortura 
bj being speit with a "k," waa finally drawn and quartered 
and now appeara on the stage-coach as "Mok Hill." TbeiB 
were some names that defied all conjecture. The Fioni 
coQcheB changed boreea at a place called "Famdox. 
Paradox I No one could teU. 

I iviah I could say that the Spaniard fared any better 
than hie language at the bands of the Argonaut«, He 'waa 
oalled a "Greaaer," an unctuoua reminiscence of the Mexi- 
can war, and applied enoneously to tbe Spanish Califor- 
nian, who was not a Mexican. The pure blood of Gaatila 
ran in bis veins. He held hia lande sometimea by royal 
patent of Charles V. He waa grave, eimple, and confiding. 
He accepted the Argonaut'a irony as aincere, he perraitted 
him to equat on his landa, hs HÜowed him to marry hia 
daugbter. He foiind himaelf, in a few years, laughed at, 
landlesa, and alone. In his sote extremity he cntered into 
a defensive alliance with eome of hia peraecutors, and 
avenged himaelf after an extraordinary faehion. In all 
mattera relaticg to early land granta he was the evergieen 
witiieBs; hia waa the only available memory, bis the only 
on the Coaat. Perhaps atrengthened by 
a memory beoame one of the most 
1 teatimony the moet complete and corro- 
borative, known to human experience. He recalled conver- 
satioDB, official ordera, and precedenta of iifty years ago aa 
if they were matters of yeeterday. He produced giants, 
fhseüog, sign atu res, and letters with promptitude and 
despatch. He evolved evidence from his inner conscioua- 
neaa, and in lese tban three years Spanish land titlea were 
loat in hopeleas confusion and a cloud of witnesaes. Th«, 
wily Argonauts cureed the aptnees of tbeir pupil. 
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Socially he clung to his old customB. He had his regu- 
lär fandango, strummed his guitar, and danced the sei«/- 
niiacn. He had Ma regulär Suiidaj buU-fighta aftet Maas. 
But the wüy Argonaut introduced " breakdowna " in the 
fnndangn, aubstituted the banjo for the guitar, and Bour- 
bon Whiskey for agiiardiente. He eveQ went so far as 
to inteifere with the bull - fights, not so much from a 
sense of moral ethics as with a view to giring the bulls a 
show. On one or two occaaions he subatituted a grizzly 
bear, who not only inatantly cleared the arena, but play- 
fuUy wiped out the iirst two rows of benchea heyond. He 
leerned horBemanahip from the Spaniard and — ran off hia 
Lttle. 
Tet, before taking leave of the Spanish American, it is 
'eil to recall a single figure. It is tbat of the earliest 
pioneer known to Califomian history. He comes to üb 
toiling over a southern piain — an old man, weak, ema- 
ciated, frieudlesH, and alone. He haa left hia weary mule- 
and acolytes a league bebind bim, and has wandered 
ithout scrip or wallet, bearing only a crucifix and a 
It is a characteristic piain, one tbat touriats do not 
lally penetrate : scorched yet bleak, windawept, blasted 
and baked to its very foundationa, and cracked into gaping 
chasms. As the pitiless sun goes down, the old man stag- 
gera forward and falls utterly exhausted. He lies there 
all night. Towards moming he is found by some Indiana, 
a feeble, aimple race, who in uncouth kindneas off er 
liim food and drink. But before he accepta either, he 
riaes to his kneea, and there aaya matina and baptizes 
thera in the Catholic faith. And then it occura to him 
to ask them where he ia, and he finda that he has pene- 
trated into the «tdtnown land, Thia was Padre Junipero 
Serra, and the aun aroae that moming on Christian Califor- 
by the usual eatimatea of success, his rais- 
in was a failure. The heathen atole his proviaions and 
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masBacred bis acolytes. It ia eaid that the good fatheis 
theinselvea Bometimes confounded baptism and bondage, 
and laid the foundation o£ peonage ; tut in the hloodstained 
and tear-blotted chronicle of early California, there ia no 
more heroic figure than the thin, traveUwom, self-eentred, 
fielf-denying Franciacan friar. 

li I have thus far refrained from eulogizing the virtuea 
of unother charaeteriatic figure, it ia becauae he came later. 
The Heathen Chinee was not an Argonaut. But he 
brougbt into the Argonaut'e new life an odd conservatism, 
Quiet, calm, alniost philosophic, but never ohtrusive or 
aggressive, he never flaunted hie three thousand years 
ia the face of the men of to-day; he uever obtnided hia 
extensive mythology before men who were akeptical of 
even one God, He aceepted at once a menial position 
with dignity and aelf-reepect. He washed for the whole 
Community, and made cleanliness an acceBsible virtue. 
He brought patience and novelty into the kitcbeni he 
brought silence, obedience, and a certain degree of intelli- 
gence into the whole sphere of domestic setvice. He stood 
behind your cbair, quiet, attentive, but uncommunicative. 
He waited upon you at table with the air of the man who, 
knowing himaelf auperior, conld not jeopardize hia Posi- 
tion. He worshipped the devil in your household with 
a frank sincerity and openness that ahamed your own 
covert and feeble attempta in that direction. Althoiigh he 
wore your olothea, epoke your language, and imitated your 
vices, he was always involved in bis own Celestia! atiuoa- 
phere. He consorted only with hie fellowB, conBumed 
hia own peculiar proviaiona, bougbt his goods of the 
Cbineae companies, and when he died, bis bones were eent 
to China ! He left no track, trace, or imprint on the civi- 
lization. He claimed no civil right; be wanted no fran- 
chise. He took bis regulär beatinga calmly ; he aubmitted 
to Hoandalous extortion from atate and individual with 
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inquillity ; he bore robbery and even murder with stoical 
tortitude. Perhaps it was well that he did. Christian 
' civiljzation, which declared by atatute that his testimony 
■was valueless; which intimated by ita practice that the 
eame vicea in a pagan were worse than in a Chriatian; 
which regarded the frailty of bis women as being eapecially 
abomioable and hia own gambling propetisities as some- 
thing originally bad, taught him at least the Christian 
virtueB of patience and resignation. 
L Did he ever get even with the Chriatian Argonautel 
K am iaclined to think that he did. Indeed, in aome 
FinatanceB I may say that I know that be did. He had a 
universal, simple way of defrauding the customs. He 
fiUed the hoUows of bamboo chairs with opium, and, sit- 
ting calnily on them, conversed with dignity with custom- 
bouse officiala. He made the atnplitude of bis aleeve and 
trouser nsetnl as well aa omamental on sirailar oecasions. 
He evaded the state poll tax by taking the name and 
assuining the exact facial espresaion of aome hrother Celea- 
tial wfao bad already paid. He turned hia akül aa a horti- 
culturial tc sinfut account by inveeting roae bushea with 
imitations of that flower made out of carrots and turnipa. 
He acquired Latin and Greek with pecalative ratber than 
Bcholaatic intent, and borrowed fifty dollars frora a Cali- 
fomian clergyman whiie be aoothed his ear with the 
Homeric aceents. But perhapa his moat auccessful attempt 
at balancing his acconnt with a Christian civUizatian waa 
hia career as a physician. 

One day be opened a doctor's ofRoe in San Francisco. 
By the aid of clever confederatea, miraculoua eures were 
trampeted through the land, until people began to flock 
to hia healing ministration. Hia doorwaya were beaet 
by an army of invalids. Two interpretere, like the angels 
e old legend, listened night and day to tbe üls told 
I people that crowded thia Hygeian temple. They 
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tranelated tnto the common tongue the words of wisdom 
that feil fröm the oracular lipa of this slant-eyed Apoiio. 
Doctor Lipotöi was emineiitly sucoeSBful, Pteseiitly, how- 
ever, there were Chinese doctors on every Corner. A sign 
with the proper monosyllablea, a pigtail and an Interpreter, 
were the only stock in trade required. The pagan knew 
that no one would stop to reason. The ignorant heatheD 
viae aware that no one would stop to consider wbat superioi 
opportunitieB the Chinese had for medtcal knowledge ov«, 
the practitioners of hia own land. This debased old idolater 
knew that theee intelligent Christians would think that it 
might be maglc, and so would come. And they did come. 
And he gave them green tea for tuberciüar coQsumption, 
ginger for aneurism, and mada them smell punk for dropay, 
The treatmeDt was harmless, but wearisorae. Suddenly, 
a well knowQ Oriental scholar publiahed a list of the reme- 
diea ordinarily used in the Chinese medical practica. I 
regret to say that for obvioua reaaons I cannot repeat the 
unsavory Ust here. It was enough, however, to produce 
the onlinary Symptoms of sea-sickuess among the doctor's 
patients. The celestial star at ooce began to wane. Tha 
Oracle ceased to be questiooed. The sibyls got off tbeir 
tripods. And Doctor Lipotai, with a half million in bis 
pocket, retumed to bis native rice and the naive simplicity 
of Chinese Camp. 

And with this receding figure bringing up the rear of 
the proceaaion, I close my teview of the Argonauts of '49. 
In their rank and file there may be many wbo are person- 
ally known to some of my hearers. There may be gapa 
which the memory of othera can aupply. There are 
honica all over the world whose vacant places never can be 
fiUed; there are graves all over California on whoae name- 
less mounds no one shall weep. I have said tbat it is not 
B. pretty atory. I should like to end it with a flonriah oL 
tnimpets, but the band has gone on before, and the dw 
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of the highway is beginning to hide them from my view. 
They are marching on to their city by the sea — to that 
great lodestone hill that Sindbad saw, which they call 
''Lone Mountain." There, waiting at its base, one may 
fancy the Argo is still lying, and that when the last Argo- 
naut shall have passed in, she too will spread her white 
wings and slip unnoticed through the Golden Gate that 
opens in the distance. 
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Beforb nine o'elock it was pretty well known all along 
the river that the two parties ef the " Amity Claim " had 
quarreied and separated at daybraak. At that time the 
attention of their nearest neiglibor had been sttracted by 
the Sounds of altercations and two consecutive pietol-shots. 
Kuntiing out, he had seen dimly in the gray mist that rose 
from the river the tall form of Scott, one of the partners, 
descending the hill toward the cafloa; a moment later, 
York, the other partner, had appeared from the cabin, and 
walked in an opposite direction toward the river, passing 
within a few fest of the curious watcher. X.ater it was dis- 
covered that a eerioua Chinaman, outting wood before the 
cabin, had witneased part of the quarrel, But John was 
stolid, indifferent, and reticent. " Me choppea wood, me 
no fightee," was bis serene response to all anxious queries, 
" But what did they sai/, John ? " John did not sabe, 
Colonel Starhottle deftly ran over the various populär 
epitbets which a genetous public sentiment might accept aa 
reaaoiiable provooation for an aasault. But Joha did not 
recognize tiiem. " And this yer '9 tbe cattle," eaid the 
Colonel, with some severity, " that some thinks oughtei 
he allowed to testify agin a White Man [ Git — you hea- 
then ! " 

;ül the quarrel remained inexplicable. That two men. 
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whose aniiability and grave tact had eariied for them the 
title of " The Peacemakers," in a commiinity not greatly 
given to the passive virtuea, — that theae men, Bingiilarly 
devoted to each other, should suddenly aod violently quar- 
re\, might well excite the curiosity of the camp. A few of 
the more inquisitive visited the late scene of conflict, now 
deserted by its former occupants. There was no trace of 
disorilsr or coufusion in the neat cabin. The rüde table 
was arranged aa if for hreakfast ; the pan of yellow biscuit 
still sat upon. that hearth whose dead enibers might havs 
typißed the evil passions that had raged there but an hour 
before. But Colouel Starbottle's eye, albeit Boraewhat 
bloodshot and rheumy, was more intent on practical detaik. 
On esamination, a bullet-hole was found in the doorpoat, 
and another nearly opposite in the casing of the window, 
The Colonel calied attention to the fact that the ons 
" agteed with " the bore of Scott'a revolver, and the other 
with that of York's derriiiger. " They muBt her atood 
about yer," eaid the Colonel, taking position ; " not more'n 
three feet apart, and — missed ! " There waa a fine tonch 
of pathoa in the falling inflection of the Colonel's toico, 
which was not without effect. A deücate perception of 
waateill opportunitj tbrilled his auditors. 

But the Bar was destined to experience a greater dia- 
appointment. The two antagonists had not met eiace the 
quarrel, and it was vaguely rumored that, on the occasion 
of a Becond meeting, each bad determined to kill the other 
" on sight." There was, conaequently, some excitement — 
and, it ia to be feared, no little gratilication — when, at ten 
o'clook, York stepped from the Magnolia Saloon into the 
one long straggling street of the camp, at the same moment 
that Scott left the blacksmith'a shop at the forks of the 
read. It was evident, at a glance, that a meeting could 
only be avoided by the actual retreat of one or the other. 

In an instant the doors and Windows of the adjacent 
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saloons were litled with faces. Heads unaccountalily ap- 
peared above the river banks and from behind bouldera. 
An empty wagoa at the croaa-road was auddenly crowded 

L'With people, who seemed to have eprung from the earth. 

■There was rauch ninning and confuaion on the hillside. 

I On the mountaio-road, Mr. Jack Hanilin had reined up hia 
hoTse and was standing upright on the seat of bis buggy. 
And the two objects of this absorbing attention approacbed 
each other. 

" York 'a got the sun," " Scott '11 line him on that tree," 
" He 'b waiting to draw his fice," came from the cart ; and 
then it was aileut. But above this human breathlesaneae 
the river ruahed and sang, and the wind nistled the tree- 
tops with an indifference that seemed obtrusive. Coloael 
Starbottle feit it, and in a moment of sublime preoccupa- 
tioD, without looking around, waved his cane behind him 
wamingly to all Nature, and aaid, " Shu ! " 

The mea were now within s, few feet of eacb other. A 
hen ran acrosa the road before one of them. A feathery 
seed vesael, wafted from a wayside tree, feil at the feet of 
the other. And, unheediiig this irony of Natura, the two 
opponents came nearer, erect and rigid, looked in eacb 
other's eyea, and — passed I 

Colonel Starbottle had to be lifted from the cart, " Thia 
yer camp is played out,'' he said glooniily, as he affected to 
be Bupported into the Magnolia. With what further exprea- 
sioD he might have inUicated his feelings it was impossible 
to say, for at that moment Scott joined the group. " Did 
you speak to me ? '' he aaked of the Colonel, dropping his 
band, as if with accidental familiarity, on that gentleman's 
Shoulder. The Colonel, recognizing soroe oocult quality in 
the touch, and some unknown quantity in the glance of hia 
queationer, contented himaelf by replying, " No, sir," with 
j". A few rods away, York'a conduct was as charao- 
teriatic and peculiar. "You had h mighty üne chance; 
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why did n't you plump him ? " eaid Jack Hamlin, as York 
drew near the buggy. " Becauae I hate bim,'' was Ihe 
reply, heard only by Jaok. Contrary to papillär belief, 
thia reply was not hissed between the Ups of the eppaker^. 
but was Said in an ordinary toue. But Jack Haml 
was an observei of mankind, noticed that the speaker'gj 
hands were cold and bis Ups dry, as he helped him into ths 'I 
buggy, and accepted the Beeming paradox with a smile. 

Wlien Sandy Bar became convinced that the quarrel j 
between York and Scott could not be settled after the 
local methods, it gave no further concem thereto. 
presently it was rumored that the " Aniity Claim " was in 1 
litigation, and that its possessiou wonld be expensively dis- 
put«d by each o£ the partners. Ab it was well known that 
Che claim in question was " worked out " and worthless, and 
that the partners whom it had already enriched had talked 
of abandoning it but a day or two before the quarrel, thia 
proceediög could only be accounted fot as gratuitg«? epite. 
Latar, two San Francisco lawyers mada their appearance in 
thia guileless Ärcadia, and were eventually taken into the 
aaloons, and — what was pretty much the same thing — the 
confidencea of the inhabitanta. The reaults of thia unhal- 
lowed intimacy were many aubpcenaa ; and, indeed, when 
tha " Atnity Claim " came to trial, all of Sandy Bat that 
waa not in compulsory attendance at the county aeat came 
there from curiosity. The gulches and ditchea for milea 
around were deserted. I do not propose to describe that 
already famous trial. Enough that, in the language of tbo 
plaintifPa counsel, " it was one of no ordinary significance, 
involving the inhärent rights of that untiring induatry 
■which had developed the Pactolian resources of this golden 
land ; " and, in the homelier phrase of Colonel Starbottle, 
" a fuGS that gentlemen might hev settled in ten minutea ' 
over a social glass, ef they meant businesa ; or 
seconda with a revolver, ef they meant fun," Scott got a 
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Terdict, from which York inslantly appealed, It ■was said 

tbat be had eworn to spend Ins last doUar in tbe stniggle. 

In this way Sandy Bar began to accept the ennnty of the 

^f6rmer partnera as a lifelong feiiJ, and tiie fact that they 
h&a ever been frieiida was foi^ottcn, The few who expected 
to leam from tbe trial tbe origin of tlie quarrel were dis- 
Bppointed. Among the varioua conjectures, that which 
Bscribed some occult feminine influence aa the cause was 
naturally populär io a camp given to ditbious coinpliment 
of the eex. " My word for it, gentlemen," said Colonel 
Statbottle, who had been known in Satramento ae a Gentle- 
man of the 0!d School, " there 'a sorae lovely creature at 
tbe bottom of this." The gallant Colone! then proceeded 
to illuHtiate bis theory by divers sprightly stories, such BS 
Gentlemen of tbe Old School are in the habit of repeating, 
but which, from deference to the prejiidices of gentlemen 
of a more recent school, I refrain from transcribing here. 
But it woiild appear that even the Colonel'a tbeory was 
failaetous. Tha only woman who personally might have 
exBTcised any influBnce over the partnera was the pretty 
daughter of " old man Folinsbee," of PoTerty Fiat, at 
wboae hoapitable house — wbich esbibited aome comfort« 
and letinements rare iu tbat crude civilization — hoth York 
and Scott were ftequent visitore. Yet into this charming 
retreat York strode one evening a mouth after the quarreJ, 
and, beholding Scott sitting there, turned to the fair hostesa 
with the abrupt query, " Do you love this man ? " The 
yoiing woman thua addressed returned that answer — at 
once spirited and evasive — which would occiir to most of 
my fair readera in such an emergency. Without another 
Word, York lett the houae. " Miss Jo " heaved the least 
ssible sigh aa tha door closed on York'a curla and sqnare 
lulders, and then, like a good girl, turned to her inaulted 
" But wotdd you helieva it, dear ? " ehe afterwarda 
elated to an intimate friend, " the othcr creature, aftei 
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glowering at me foi a moment, got upon its hind legB, 
took its hat, aud left too ; and tbat 's the last I ' 

The same hard disregard of all other interests or feelings 
in the gtatification of their blind rancor characterized all 
their actions. When York purchaaed the land below Scott'a 
new claim, and obliged the latter, at a great expense, to 
make a long detour to carry a " tail-race " around it, Scott 
retaliated by building a dam that overßowed York's claim 
on the river. It was Scott who, in conjunction with Colonel 
Starbottle, first otganized tbat active Opposition to the China- 
men which reaulted in the driving off of York's Mongolian 
laborers ; it was York who built the wagon-road and eatab- 
lished the expresa which rendered Scott'a niules and pack- 
traina obsolete ; it was Scott who called into life the Vigi- 
lance Committee which expatriated York'a friend, Jack 
Hamlin ; it was York who created the " Sandy Bar Her- 
ald," wbich cbaracterized tbe act as " a lawless outrage " 
and Scott as a " Border Ruffian ; " it was Scott, at tbe head 
of twenty masked men, who, one moonlight night, tbrew the 
offending " forma " into the yellow river, and scattered the 
types in the duaty road. These proceedinga wera received 
in tbe distant and more civilized outlying towns as vague 
indicationa of progresa and vitality. I baye before lue b 
copy of tbe " Poverty Fiat Pioneer " fot the week ending 
Angust 12, 1856, in which the editor, under the head of 
"County Improvementa," says r "The new Presbyterian 
Church on C Street, at Sandy Bar, is completed. It standa 
lipon the lot formerly occupied bj tbe Magnolia Saloon, 
wbich was so raysteriously bumt last month. The temple, 
which now rises like a Fhcenix from the ashea of the Mag- 
nolia, ia virtually the free gift of H. J. York, Esq., of 
Sandy Bar, who purchased the lot and donated the lumber, 
Other buildings are going np in the vicinity, but the moat 
noticeable is tbe ' Sunny South Saloon,' erected by Captaia 
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Mat. Scott, nearly oppoaite the chureh. Captain Scott bas 
spared do expcDse in the fiirnishing of tbis saloon, wbicb 
promisea to be oue of tbe most agreeable placea of resort 
in old Tuolunme. He bas recently imported two new firat- 
clftsa bil]iard-tables witb cotk cushions, Our old friend, 
' Mountain Jimmy,' will dispienae liquora at the bar. We 
Tcfer our reodera to tbe advertisement in another column. 
Viaitors to Sandy Bar cannot do better than give ' Jimmy ' 
a call." Aroong the local items occurred the following : 
" H. J. York, Esq., of Sandy Bar, has offered a reward of 
$100 for the detection of the parties who hauled away the 
&teps of the new Presbyterian Chureh, C Street, Sandy Bar, 
during diviue Service on Sabbath evening laat. Captain 
Scott adds anotber hundred for the capture of tbe mis- 
creants who broke tbe magrtificent plate-glasa Windows of 
the new saloon on the following evening. Tbere ia aome 
telk of reoiganiaing the old Vigüanoe Oommittee at Sandy 
Bar." 

When, for many montba of cloudlesa weather, tbe bard, 
tinwinking aun of Sandy Bar had regularly gone down on 
the unpaeiBed wrath of these luen, there was some talk of 
mediation. In particular, the pastor of the chureh to whieh 
I have juat referred — a aincere, fearleas, but perhape not 
fuHy enlightened man — aeized gladly upou the occasion of 
Tork'a liberality to attempt to reunite the former partners. 
He preached an earnest aermon on the ahstract sinfulneas of 
discord and rancor. But the excellent aermona of the Bev. 
Mr. Dawa were directed to an ideal congregation that did 
not exiat at Sandy Bar, — a congregation of beinga of un- 
mixed vices and virtuea, of ainglo impulaea, and perfectiy 
Ic^cal niotiveg, of preternatui-al eimplicity, of cbildlike 
fatth, and grown-up TesponsibilitieB. As unfortunately the 
people wbo actually att«nded Mr. Dawa'a chureh were mainly 
very human, soraewhat artful, more self-excusirig than 
wlf-accuaing, rather good-natured, and decidedly weak, they 
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qnietJy ahed tbat portion ot the serraon which referred to 
themselves, and accepting York and Scott — who were 
both in defiaot atteodance — as curious exainples of those 
ideal beings abova raferred to, feit a certain satisfaction — 
which, I fear, was not altogetber Christian-like — in their 
" raking-down." If Mr. Daws expected York and Scott to 
sbake hands after the aermon, he was disappolnted. But 
he did not relax bis purpose. With tbat qiiiet fearleBEneas 
and determination which hiid won for bim tbe respect of 
men wbo wera too apt to regard piety as synonymous with 
effeminacy, he attacked Scott in bis own house. What he 
Said haa not been recorded, but it is to be feared tbat it waB 
patt of bis aermon. Wben he had concluded, Scott looked 
at him, not unkindly, over the glassea of bis bar, and said, 
lesB irreverently than tbe words niight convey, " Young 
man, I rather like your style ; but when you know York ' 
and me os well as you do God Almigbty, it '11 be time to | 
talk," I 

And so the feud progressed ; and bo, as in more illna- 
triouH examplea, the private and personal enmity of two 
representative men led gradualiy to tbe evolution of Bome 
cnide, half-expressed principle or belief, It was not long 
before it was made evident that thoae beliefs were identical 
with certain broad principlea laid down by the foundera of 
tbe American Constitution, as expounded by tbe States maii like 
A., or were the fatal quicksands on which tbe ship of state 
niight be wrecked, warningly pointed out by tbe eloquent 
B. Tbe practical result of all which was the nomination a 
York and Scott to repreaent the opposite faetions of SandjTi 
Bat in legislative Councils. 

For aorae weeks past tbe votera of Sandy Bar and the \ 
adjacent canips hnd been calied upon, in Inrge type, to 
" Bally I " In vain the great pines at the cvoss-roi 
whose trunks were compelled to bear tbis and other li 
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— moaned and protested from their windy watch-towers. 
But one day, with fife and drum and flaming trän sparen cy, 
a procession filed into tho triangulär grove at the head of 
the gulch. The meeting was called to order by Colonel 
Starbottle, who, having onoe enjoyed legislative funetiona, 
uid being vaguely known aa " war-horee," waa conaidered to 
be a valuable partisaa of York. He concluded an appeal 
lot bis friend witb an enunciation of principles, intereperaed 
witb one or two anecdotes so gtatuitously coarao that the 
very pinea might have been moved to pelt bim with their 
castoff cones as he stood there. But he created a laugh, on 
which bis candidate rode into populär notice ; and when 
York rose to speak, he waa greeted with choere. But, to 
the general aatoniahment, the new epeaker at once launched 
into bitter denunciation of bis rival. He not only dwelt 
upon Soott'a deeda and example as known to Sandy Bar, 
but spoke of facte connected with bis previoua careet 
hitherto unknown to his auditoia. To great precision of 
epjtbet and directnesa of atatement, the Speaker added the 
fascination of revelation and expoaure. The crowd cheered, 
jelled, and neie delighted; but when tbia aatounding 
philippic was concluded, there waa a unanimous call for 
" Scott ! " Colone! Starbottle would have resiated this 
manifeat impropriety, but in vain. Partly from a orude 
■eoBe of justice, partly from a meaner craving for excitement, 
the aasemblage was inSexible ; and Scott was dragged, 
pnsbed, and pulled upon the platform. Äs his frowsy head 
and unkempt beard appeared ahove the railing, it was 
evident that he was drunk. But it was also evident, before 
he opened hie lipa, tbat the orator of Sandy Bar — the one 
man who could touch theii vagabond aympatbiea (perbapa 
becaiue be waa not above appeating to them) — stood before 
tiiem. A consciousness of thia power lent a certain dignity 
to bis figure, and I am not sure but that hia very phy- 
1 condition impresaed them as a kind of regal unbending 
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and large condeecension. Howbeit, when this unexpectod 
Hector atose from this ditch, York's myrmidoaa trembled. 
"There'a naught, gentlemen," aaid Scott, leaning forward 
on the railing, — " there 'a oaught as that mau hez said as 
ifi n't true. I was run outec Cairo ; I did belang to the 
Begulators ; I did deeert from the arm; ; I did leave a 
wife in Kansas. But thar 's one thing he did n't chai^a 
me with, and maybe he 's forgotten. For three jeare, 
gentlemen, I was that man's pardner I " Whether he 
intended to say more, I cannot teil ; a burat of applause 
aitiatically lounded and enfoTced the cHmax, and virtually 
elected the speakei. That fall he went to Sacramento, 
York went abroad, and fot the first time in many yeats 
distance and a new atmosphere isolated the old antagonist». 

With little of change in the green wood, gray rock, and 
yeliow river, but with much shifting of human landmarka 
and new faces in its habitations, three years passed over 
Sandy Bar. Tbe two men, once so identified with ita 
charactei, eeemed to have been quite forgotten. " Yoa 
will nevei retum to Sandy Bar," satd Miss Folinsbee, the 
" Lily of Poverty Fiat," on meeting York in Paris, " for 
Sandy Bat is no more. They call it Eiverside now ; and 
the new town is built higher up on the river bank. By the 
bye, ' Jo'saya that Scott has won his euit about the 'Amity 
Claim,' and that he lives in the old cabin, and is dnink half 
his time. Oh, I heg your pardon," added the lively lady, 
aa a flush crossed York's sallow cheek; "but, bless me, I 
really thought that old grudge was made up. I 'm eure it 
ought to be." 

It waa thiee months aft«i this conversation, and a pleasant 
aummer evening, that the Poverty Fiat coach drew up be- 
f ore the Veranda of the Union Hotel at Sandy Bar. Among 
its passengers was one, apparently a stranger, in the local 
dietinction of well-fitting clothes and closely sbaven face, 
who deraanded a private room and retired early to reat 
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But before aunrise next morning he aroae, and, drawing 
aome clothes frara his carpeUb^, proceeded to array himself 
in a pair of white duek trousecs, a white duck overshirt, 
and straw hat, When his toilet was completed, he tied a 
red bandana handkerchief in a loop and threw it looseJy 
over bis Shoulders. The transformation was complete. As 
be crept softl; down the stnira and stepped into the road, 
no one would bave detectcd in him. the elegant stranger of 
the previoufl night, and but few have recognized the iace 
and figure of Henry York, of Sandy Bar. 

In the uncertain light of that early hour, and in the 
change that had come over the settlenient, he had to pause 
for a moment to recall where he stood. The Sandy Bar of 
bis recollection lay below him, nearer the river ; the build- 
ings around him were of later data and newer fashion. Aa 
he strode toward the river, he noticed here a schoolhouae 
and there a church. A little (arthet on, tbe " Sunny 
South " carae in view, transformed into a reetaurant, ita 
gUding faded and ita paint rubbed off. He now knew 
where he waa; and running briakly down a declivity, 
orossed a ditch, and stood upon the lower bonndary of the 
"Amity Claim-" 

The gray miat waa rieing alowly from tbe river, clinging 
to tbe tree-topa and drifting up the moimtain-aide nntil it 
wftB caught among theae tocky altars, and held a eacrifice to 
the ascending snn. At hia feet the earth, cnielly gaahed 
and BCBired by bis forgotten enginea, had, eince the old 
daya, put on a show of greenneaa here and there, and now 
smiied foipvingly up at him, aa Ü things were not so bad 
after all. A few birda were bathing in the ditch witb a 
pleasant Suggestion of ita being a new and special provision 
of Nature, and a hare ran into an inverted aluice-box as he 
approached, aa if it were put there for that purpose. 

He had not yet dared to look in a certain direction, 
|at the Bun waa now high enough to paint the little emi- 
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nence on whicti the cabtn Btood. In spite of hie self-control, 
his heart beat faater aa he raised his eyea toward it. Ite 
Window and door were eloaed, no emoke came from ita adobo 
chiraney, but it was eise unchanged. When within a few 
yarda of it, he picked iip a broken ahovel, and shouldering 
it with a smile, he strodo toward the door and kuocked. 
Tbere was uo aound from within. The atnile died upon hia 
Ups as he nervoualy pushed the door open. 

A figure atarted up angrily and came toward him, — t, ' 
figure whoae bloodshot eyes auddenly flxed into a vaoant 
State, whose arma were at first outstretebed and then thrown 
xxp in warning gesticulation, — a figure that suddenly gaaped, 
choked, and then feil forward in a fit. 

Eut before he touched the ground, York had hin 
into the open air and aunahine. In the atmggle, both feU ' 
and rolled overonthe ground. But the nestmoraent York 
was aitting up, holding the convulaed frame of hia former 
partner on his knee, and wiping the foam from his inarticu- 
late lipB. Grradually the tremor became lesa frequent and 
then ceaaed, and the stiong man lay \ 



For some momenta York held him quictly thua, looking 
in hia face. Afar, the stroke of a woodman's axe — a mere 
phantom of sound — waa all that hroke the atillness. High 
up the mountain, a wheeling hawk hung hreathlesaly above 
them. And then came voicea, and two men joined them. 

" A flght ? " No, a fit ; and would they help him bring 
the sick man to the hotel ? 

And there for a week the atricken partner'hy, unoon- 
sciouB of aught but the visions wrought by diaeaae and fear. 
On the eighth day at sunriae he rallied, and opening hia 
eyes, looked upon York and preased hia band ; and then h 
spoke : — 

" And it 'a you. I thought it was only whiakey." 

York replied by only taking both of hia hands, boyishly ' 
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working them backward and forward, as bis albov rested on 
the bed, with a pleasant amile. 

" And you 've been abroad. How did you like Paris ? " 

"So, Bo I How did yoit like Sacramento ? " 

"BuUyl" 

And that was all tbey could tbink to aaj, Fieeently 
Scott opened hia eyea again. 

" I 'm mtgbty weak." 

" You '11 get better eoon." 
Not much.'' 

A long silence foUowed, in whicb tbey could hear tbe 
ids of wood-chopping, and tbat Sandy Bar was already 
utir for tbe Coming day. Then Scott slowly and witb 
difBculty turned bis face to York and Said, — 

" I might hev killed you onoe." 

"I wish you had." 

Tbey presscd each otber's hands again, but Scott's graap 
«BS evidently failing. He seemed to summon his energies 
ior a special effort. 

" Oid man I " 

" Old cbap." 

" Closer ! " 

York bent bis bead toward tbe slowly fading face. 

" Do ye mind tbat morning ? " 

" Yes." 

A gleam of fun slid into tbe oomer of Scott's blue eye as 
be whispered, — 

" Old man, tbar was too mucb aaleratus in tbat bread I " 

It ia Said tbat these were bis last words. For wben tbe 
aun, wbicb bad so often gone down upon tbe idle wratb 
of tbese foolisb laen, looked again upon tbem reunited, it 
Baw tbe band of Scott fall cold and irreEponaive from tbe 
yeaniing clasp of bis former partner, and it knew tbat the 
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MR. THOMPSON'S PRODIGAL 

We al! fcnew that Mr. Thompaon was looking for his 
ton, and s pretty bad one at that. That bs was Coming to 
California for thia aole object was no Beeret to bis fellow- 
passengera ; and the pbysical peculiarities aa well ae the 
moral weakneBses of the missing prodigal were made equally 
piain to US througli tha frank volubiiity of the parent. 
" You was apeaking of a young man which was hung at Eed 
Dog for siuice-robbing," said Mr. Thompson to a. steerage 
passenger one day ; " be you aware of the color of his eyes ? " 
" Black," responded the pasaenger, " Ah 1 " aaid Mr. 
Thompson, referring to some mental memoranda, " Ohar-les's 
eyes waa b)ue." He then walked away. Perhapa it was 
from this unsympathetic mode of inquiry, perhapa it was 
from that Weatern predilection to take a humorous view of 
any principle or eentiment persistently brouglit before them, 
that Mr. Thompson's qiieat was the Biibject of some aatire 
among the passengers. A gratuitous advertisement of the 
ntissing Charles, addressed to " Jailers and Guardians," 
oirculated privataly among them ; everybody remembered to 
have met Charles under distressing circumatances. Yet it 
is hut due to my countrymen to atate that when it was known 
that Thompaon had embarked some wealth in thia visionary 
project, hut little of thia aatire fouad ite way to hia eara, 
and nothing was nttered in hia hearing that might bring a 
pang to a father'a heart or iraperil a possible pecuniary ad- 
Tantage of the satirist. Indeed, Mr. Bracy Tibbeta' jocvdar 
proposition to form a joint-atock Company to " prospect " for 
the missing youth received at one time ijuite aerioua enter. 
tainment. 
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Perhaps to superficial criticism Mi. Thompson's nature 
was not picturesque noi lovable. His histoiy, as imparted 
at dinner one day by himself, was practica! even in ita 
singulsrity. After a hard aad willful youth and maturity, 
in which he bad buried a broken-epirited wife aad diiven 
h-is Bon to sea, he auddeoly expetieuced religioa. " I got 
it in New Orleans in '69," said Mr. Thompson, with the 
generol auggestion of refemng to an epidemic. " Enter ya 
gate. Faise me the beans." Perhaps this prac- 
tical quality upbeld him in bis apparently hopelees search. 
I clue to the whereabouta of his runaway aon ; 
ideed, Bcarcely a proof of hia present existence. From bis 
indifferent recollection of the boy of twelve he now expected 
to identify the man of twenty-five. 

It wotild seem that he was succeseful. How he succeeded 
was one of the few things be did not teil. There are, I 
believe, two versiona of the story. One, that Mr. Thompson, 
Tiaiting a hoapital, dificovered hia Bon by reaaon of a peculiar 
hytnn, chanted by the sufferer in a delirious dream of hia 
boyhood. This Version, giving as it did wide ränge to the 
finer feelings of the beart, was quite populär ; and as told 
by the Rev. Mr. Gushington on bis return from his Cali- 
fornia tour, never failed to aatisfy an audience. The other 
was less simple, and, aa 1 shall adopt it here, deserves more 
«laboration. 

It was fttter Mr. Thompson had given up searching for 
bis son among tbe living, and had taken to the examination 
«f cemeteries and a careful inspection of the " cold hie 
•jacets of the dead." At thia time he was a frequent visi- 
tor of " Lone Mountain," a dreary hill-top, bleak enough 
in its original ieolation, and bleaker for the wbite-faced 
marblea by whicb San Francisco anchored hei depatted 
oitizenB, and kept them down in a abifting sand that refuaed 
,to Cover them, and against a fierce and persistent wind that 
IVB to bJow them utterly away. Against this wind th« 
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o]d man opposed a will quite as persiEt«nt, a grhzled bard 
face, and a tall crape-bound hat drawn tightly over his eyee, 
— and Bo apent daya in reading the moi'tuary inacriptions 
andibiy to hiraself. The frequencj of Scriptural quotation 
pleased him, and he was fond of corroborating them fay a 
pocket Bible. " That 'a from Psalms," he said one day to 
an adjacent gravedigger. The man made no reply. Kot 
at all rebuSed, Mr. Thompson at once elid down into the 
open grave with a more practical inquiry, " Did you ever, 
in your profeasion, come acroas Char-lea Thompson ? " 
" Thompson be d — d ! " said the gtavedigger, with great 
directneaa, " Whicb, if he had n't religion, I think he ia," 
responded the old mac, aa he clambered out of the grave, 

It waa perhaps on this occaaion that Mr. Thompson 
stayed later than usual. Äs he turned bis face toward the 
city, lights were beginning to twinkle abead, and a fieree 
wind, made viaible by fog, drove him forwatd, or, lytng in 
wait, charged him angrily from the comere of deaerted eub- 
urban atieeta. It waa at one of thesa cornera that something 
eise, quito aa indistinct and malevolent, leaped upon him 
with an oath, a presented piatol, and a demand for money. 
Eut it waa met by a will of iron and a grip of ateel. The 
aaaailant and aasailed rolled togethei on the ground. But 
tho next moment the old man waa erect ; one band grasp- 
ing the captured piatol, the other clutching at arm'a length 
the throat of & figure, snrly, youthful, and aavage. 

" Young man," said Mr. Thompson, eetting bis thin lipa 
together, " what might be your name ? " 

" Thompson ! " 

The old man's band slid from the throat to tbe arm of 
bis prisoner without relaxing jta firmnesa. 

" Char-lea Thompson, come with tne," he said preaently, 
and marched hia captive to the hotel. What took place 
there haa not transpired, but it waa known the next mor» 
ing that Mr. Thompson had found bis son. 
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It is proper to add to the above improbable story, that 
there was nothing in the young inan's appearance or man- 
ners to justifj it. Grave, reticent, and handsome, devoted 
to Mb newlj found parent, lie asBumed the emoluments and 
responaibilities of his new condition ^th a certain serious 
ease that more nearly approaclied that which San Francisco 
Society lacked and — rejected. Some cbosa to despise this 
quality aa a tendency to " psalm einging ; " otheia saw in 
it the inherited qualitiea of tbe parent, and were ready to 
prophesy for the son the eame hard o]d age. But all agreed 
that it was not inconsistent with the habits of money- 
getting for which father and aon were reapected. 

And yet the old man did not seem to be happy. Per- 
baps it was tbat the consummation of his wishes left bim 
without a practicHl mission ; perhaps — and it ia the more 
probable — he had little love for the aon he bad regained. 
The obedience he exacted was freely given, the reform be 
had eet bis heart lipon was complete ; and jet somebow it 
did Dot aeem to please bim. In reclaiming his soa he had 
fulfilled all the reqnirements that his religious duty required 
sf bim, and yet the act seemed to lack sanctification. In 
this perplesity be read again the parable of tbe Prodigal 
Son, which he had long ago adopted for hia guidance, and 
found that he had omitted the final feast of reconciliation. 
This seemed to offer the proper quality of ceremoniouanesa 
in the aacrament between himself and his son and so, a year 
after tbe appearance of Charles, he set about giving bim a 
party. " Invite everybody, Char-les," be said dryly ; 
" everybody who Icnowa that I brought you oat of the swine- 
husks of iniquity and tbe Company of harlota, and bid thero 
eat, drink, and be merry." 

Perhapa the old man had another reason, not yet fllearly 
analyzed. The flne house he had built on the eandhilis 
ned lonely and bare. He often found him- 

f tiying to reconstruct, from the grave featurea of Charfe^ 
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the little boy whom tie biit dimly remembered in the paat, 
and at whom lately he had been thinking a great dea!. 
He believed thia to be a sign of impending oid age and 
childishness ; bat Coming one day, ia his formal drawing- 
room, upon a child of one ot the servants, who had strayed 
therein, be wotüd have taken him in his arms, but the child 
fled from before his grizzled face. So that it seemed emi- 
nently proper to invite a number of people to hia hotue, 
and fiom the arroy of San Francisco maidenhood to select 
a daughter-in-Iaw. And then thera would be a child — a 
boy, whom he could " rare np " from the beginning, and I 
love — as he did not love Charles. 

We were all at the party. The Smiths, Jonesea, Browns, 
and Robinsons also came, in that fine flow of animal spiiits, 
iinchecked by any respect for the entertainer, which most 
of ua are apt to find so faseioating. Tbe proceedings would 
have heen eomewhat riotoua but for the social poeition of 
the sctora. In fftct, Air. Bracy Tibbets, having naturally 
a fine apprecistion of a btimorous Situation, but furtber 
impelled by the bright eyea of tbe Jones girb, couducted 
himeelf ao remarkablyas to attract the serious r^ard of ii\i. 
Charles Thompson, who approached him, saying quietly, 
" You look ill. älr. Tibbets ; let me conduct yoa to your 
carri^e. K«sist, you hound, and I '11 throw you through 
the Window. This war, please ; the room is close and dis- 
treasing." It is hardly necessary to say that but a part of 
this Speech was audible to the Company, and that the rest 
was not divnlged by Mr. Tibbets, who afterwards regrettod 
the sudden illness which kept him from witnessing a certain 
amusing incident, which the fastest Miss Jones characteiized 
«a the " liehest part of the hlow-out," and which I hasten 
to record. 

It was at supper. It waa evident that iir. Thompson 
bad overlooked much lawlessness in the conduct of th« 
;foungei people in his abstiact contemplalion of some im- 
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pending event. When the clotli ■was removed, he roae to 
hifl feet and grinüy tapped upon the table. A titter, that 
broke out among the Jones gitk, became epidemjc on one 
aide of the boatd. Charles Thompson, from the foot of 
the table, looked up in teuder perplexity. " He 'a going 
to Bing a Doxology," " He 'a going to pray," " Silence for 
a Bpeech," ran round tbe room. 

" It 'a one year to-day, Christian brothers and Biaters,'' 
soid Mr. Thompson with grim deliberation, — " one year 
to-day since my son came home froiu eating of swiae-buskc 
and epending of his subfitance on harlota." (The tittering 
suddenly ceaaed.) " Look at him now. Charles Thomp- 
son, atand np." (Charles Thompson stood up.) " One year 
ago to-day, — and look at him now." 

He was certainly a bandsome prodigal, standing there in 
hia cbeerful eveoing-dresa, — a repentant prodigal, with sad 
obedient eyes turned upon the barsb and unsympathetic 
glance of hia father. The youngest Miss Smith, from tha 
pure deptba of her fooliah little heart, moved unconacioualy 
toward bim. 

" It 's fifteen yeara ago since he left my house," said Mr, 
Thompflon, " a rovier and a prodigal. I was myself a man 
of sin, Christian frienda, — a man of wrath and bitter- 
nees " — (" Amen," from the eldest Miss Smith) — " but 
be God, I've fled the wrath to come. It'a five 
,go since I got the peace that pasaeth understanding. 
yoa got it, frienda ? " (A general suh-chorus of 
No, no," from the girls, and, " Pasa the word for it," 
from Midahipman Coxe, of the U. S. aloop Wetheralield.) 
" Knock, and it ahall be opened to you. 

" And when I found the error of my waya, and the 
preciousness of graee," contümed Mr, Thompson, " I came 
to give it to my aon. By sea and land I souglit him far, 
jnd fainted not. I did not wait for him to come to me\ 
Thich tbe same I might have done, and justitied myaelf by 



20 UR. THOMPSON'S PBODIGAL ■ 

the Book of books, bat I soaght him oot among bis hnsks, 
and " (the rest of the sentence was lost, in the mstling 
withdiawal of tbe ladies), " Works, Christian friendi 
my motto. By their works sball ye know tbem, and thera 
is mine." 

The particular and accepted work to vbich Mr. Thomp- 
son was alluding had tumed quite pale, and was looking 
fixedly towani aa open door leadiog to the veranda, lately 
filled by gaping serranta, and now tbe acene o( aome vague 
tumult. As the noise continued, a man, ahabbily dressed 
and evidently in liquor, broke througb the oppoGÜig guai^ 
dians and staggered into the room. Tbe transition from 
the fog and darkness without to the glare and heat nithin 
ßvidently daziled and stupefied him. He removed bis bot^i 
tered hat, and passed it once or twice before bi 
fiteadied himself, but uneuccessfully, by the back of a chair. 
Suddeoly bis wandertng glance feil upon tbe pale face of 
CbarlsB Thompson ; and with a gleam of childUke recog- 
nition, and a weak falsetto laugh, he darted forward, caugbt 
et the table, upset the glasses, and literally feil upon 
prodigara breast. 

" Sha'ly ! yo' d — d ol' Bcoun'rel, hoo rar ye ! " 

" Huah ! — ait down ! — bush ! " said Charles Tbom] 
aon, hurriedly endeavoring to extricate himself from tlM< 
emhrace of bis unexpected guest. 

" Look at 'm ! " continued the atranger, unheeding the 
admonition, but suddenly bolding the nnfortunate Charlea 
at arm's length, in loving and undisgnised admiration of 
bis festive appearance, " Look at 'm ! Ain't he nasty ? 
Sha'ls I'ni prow of yer! " 

" Leave tbe houae ! " said Mr. Thompson, rising, with a 
dangerous look in bis cold gray eye. " Cbar-les, how 

" Simmer down, ole mau ! Sha'ls, wlio 'a th' ol' bloat 
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" Hush, man ; here, take thia ! " With nervoua hands, 
Charles ThompBon filled a glass with liquor. " Drink it 
and go — until to-motrow — any time, but — leave üb! — 
go now ! " But even then, ere the miserahle wretch could 
drink, the old man, pale with paasion, was upon liim. 
Half carrying him in hia powerfui arms, half dragging 
him through the circling crowd ol frightened guests, he 
had reached the door, swung open by the waiting aervants, 
when Charles Thompson etarted from a seeming stupui, 
orying — 

" Stop ! " 

The old man stopped. Through the open door tho fog 
and wind drove chilly. " What does this moan ? " be 
uked, turning a balefal face on Charles. 

Nothing — but stop — for God's sake. Wait tili to- 
morrow, but not to-night. Do uot, I imploie yau — do 
thia thing." 

There was eomething in tbe tone of the young maD'B 
▼oice, Bomething, perhaps, in the contact of the atruggling 
wretch he held in his powerfui arma ; but a dim, indefinite 
fear took posseasion of the old man'e heart, " Who," he 
whiapered hoaraely, " ia this man ? " 

Charles did not ans wer. 
Stand back, there, all of you," tbundered Mr. Thomp- 
«on, to the crowding guests around him. " Char-lee — conie 
lere 1 I comniand you — I — I — I — heg yon — teil nie 
>ho is thia man ? " 

Only two peraouB heard the anawer that came faintly 
frora the Ups of Charles Thompson — 

" YOUR SON." 

When day broke ovet the bleak sandhills, the guests had 
(leparted from Mr. Thompson's banquet-hall. The lights 
Btill burned dimly and coldiy in the deserted rooms, — de- 
»erted by all but three figures, that huddled together in the 
,lhiU di&wing-ioom, aa if fot warmth. One lay in drunken 
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Blumber on a couch ; at his feet sat he who had been known 
as Charles Thompaon; and beaide tbem, baggard and 
shriinken to half his size, bowed the flgure of Mr. Thomp- 
Bon, bis gmy eye ftxed, his elbows upon bis kneee, and bis 
hands c.lasped over his ears, as if to shut out the sad, eii- 
treating voice that eeemed to fill the room. 

" God knowa, I did not eet about to willfully deceive. 
The name I gave that night was the firat that came into my 
thought, — the name of oDe whom I thought dead, — the 
dissotute companion of my ahame. And when you ques- 
tioned further, I used the knowledge that I gained from. 
bim to toucb your beart to set me free ; ouly, I swear, for 
that 1 But wbeo you told me who you were, and I first 
aaw the opening of another lite before rae — then — then — 
SIT, if I was hnngry, homelesa, and reckless when I 
would bavri robbed you of your gold, I was beart-^ick, belp- 
less, and desperate when I would bave robbed you of your 
iove 1 " 

rbe old man stiired not. From bis luxurious couch the 
newly found prodigal snored peacefully. 

" I had HO father I eould claim, I never knew a boma 
but tbia. I was tempted, I bava been bappy, — very 
happy." 

He rose and stood before the old man. 

" Do not fear tbat I sball come between your son and bia 
inberitance. To-day I leave this place, never to retum, 
Tbe World is large, sir, and, tbanka to your kindness, I now 
6ee the way by wbich an honest livelihood ia gained. Good- 
by. You will not take my band ? Well, well ! Good- 
by." 

He tumed to go. But wben he bad reached the door he 
Buddenly came hack, and, raising witb both hands the griz 
tled head, he kiesed it once and twice. 

" Cbar-les ! " 

Thete was no reply. 
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The old man loae wUh a fr^htengd axr. aod totered 
f eebly to the dooc ü was opoi. There eame u? him üi« 
«wBkened tmniilt of a graal dtj, in wbkh the pcodigil's 
f ootstepa weie lost foKero^ 




The latch od the garden gate of the Folinsbee Kanch 
clicked twice. The gate iteelf was so much in ehadow that 
lovely night, that " old mau Folinabee," sitting on his porch, 
could distinguish nothing but a tall white hat and beside it 
a few fluttering ribbone, under the pinea that marked the en- 
trance. Whcther because of thiä fact, or that he considered. 
a suHicieot tinie had elapsed Bmce the clicking of the latch 
foi more positive discioaure, I do not know ; but after « 
few mgments' hesitation he quietly laid aside his pipe and 
walked slowly down the winding path toward the gato. 
At the CeaiLothuE hedge ho etopped and listened. 

Thera was not much to hear. The liat was sajing to the 
ribbons that it was a fine night, and remarking generally 
upon the clear outline of the Sierraa agninst the blne-black 
eky. The ribbons, it so appeared, had adraired this all the 
way home, and asked the hat if it had evei; seen anything 
half so lovely aa the mooulight on the Bummit. The hat 
never bad ; it recalled sorae lovely nights in the South in 
Alabama (" in the South in Ahlabahm" was the way tha 
old man heard it), but then there were other thinga that 
made thia night seem so pleasant, The ribbons could not 
poBsibly conceive what the hat could be thinking ahout. 
At thia point there was a pause, of which Mr. Folinsbee 
availed himself to walk very grimly and craunchingly down 
the gravel-walk toward the gate. Then the hat was lifted, 
and disappeared in the shadow, and Mr. Folinsbee con- 
fronted only the half-foolish, half-mischievoua, but whoUy 
pretty face of his daughter. 
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It was afterwards known to Madrono Hollow that sharp 
worda passed between " Miss Jo " and tlie old man, and 
that the latter coupled the names ot one Culpepper Star- 
bottle and his uncle, Colonel Starbottle, with certaia uu- 
complimentary epithets, and that Mias Jo retaliated aharply. 
" Her father'a biood before her father'a face boiled up and 
proved her tmly of hia race," quoted the blackamith, who 
lo^nod toward the noble verse ol Byron. " 8he saw ths 
nlii man's bluff and raiaed him," was the ditect comnient of 
the college-bred Maaters. 

Meanwhile the eubject of theae animadTersiona proceeded 
alowly along the road to a point where the Folinsbee raan- 

^Bio^ came in view, — a long, narrow, white building, unpre- 
tontioiia, yet superior to ita neighbors, and bearing eome 
Bvidencea of taste and tefinement in the vines that clambered 
over its poroh, in its French windowa, and the white mus- 
lin curtains that kept out the tierce California siin by day, 
snd were now touched with silver in the gracioua ißoon- 
light. Culpepper leaned againat the low fence, and gazed 
long and eamestly at the building. Then the moonlight 
vaniahed ghoBtlik,e from one of the windowa, a material glow 
took ita place, and a girlisb figure, holdiug a candle, drew 
the white curtains together. To Culpappet it was a vestal 
TÜ^n atanding before a hallowed shrine ; to the ptosaie ob- 
server I fear it was only a dark-haired young woman, whose 
wicked hlack eyea atill shone with unfilial warrath. How- 
bett, when the figure had disappeared, he etepped out 
briakly into the moonlight of the highroad. Here he took 
oS hia diatinguishing hat to wipe his forehead, and the moon 
shone füll upon bis face. 

It waa not an unpreposaeseing one, albeit a trifle too thin 
and lank and bilioua to be altogether pleaaant. The cheek- 
bones wers prominent, and the black eyea sunken in thcir 
Straight black hair feil slantwiso off a high but 
V forehead, and awept part of a hollow oheek, A long 
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block muBtache foUowed the perpendicular curves of his 
mouth. It was on. the wbole a serious, even Quixotic face, 
but at times it was lelieved bj a rare Gmile of such teader 
and even pathetic sweetness, that Miss Jo is reported to 
baye said that, Ü it would only last through tbe ceremony, 
she would have married ita posaeasor on the apot. " I once 
told bim so," added that ahamelesa young woman ; " but the 
man instantly feil into a aettled melancholy, and hasn't 
smiled eince." 

A half mile below tbe T"olinBbee Kancb tbe white read 
dipped and waa croased by a trail tbat ran tbrovgh MadroÜo 
Hollow. Perhapa becauae it waa a near cul-off tö tbe set- 
tlement, perhaps from some leaa practical reaaon, Culpepper 
took tbia trail, and in a few moroents atood among the rately 
beautiful trees tbat gave their name to tbe Valley. Even 
in that uncertain light, the weird beauty of these barlequin 
luaaqueradera waa apparent; their led trunks — a blusb in 
tbe mponlight, a deep blood-atatn in the ahadow — stood 
ont againat the silvery green foliage. It wae aa if Nature 
in some gracioua moment had bere caugbt and cryetallized 
tbe gypsy memoriea of the tranaplanted Spaniard, to cheei 
bim in bis lonely exile. 

Äs Culi)epper entered the grove, ha heard loud voicee. 
Aa he turned toward a clump of trees, a figure ao bizarre 
and cbaract«ristic tbat it migbt have been a reaident 
Dapbne — a figure over-dreased in crimson silk and lace, 
witb bare brown arms and Shoulders, and a wteatb of 
honeyauckle — stepped out of tbe ahadow. It was fol- 
lowed by a man. Culpepper atarted. To come to the 
point briefly, he recognized in the man the features of bis 
respected uncle, Colonol Starbottle ; in the female, a lady 
who may be briefly described aa one poasesBing abaolutely 
no claim to an introduction to tbe polite reader. To htirry 
over equally unpleasant details, botb were eTidently undet 
the influence of Hquor. 
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From the eiciting convereation that ensued, Culpepper 
gnthered that some issult bad been put upun th<i lady at a 
public ball whicli she bad attended that evening ; tbat the 
Colonel, bei escort, bad failed to teaeot it witb tbe sangui- 
naiy compIeteneBS tbat she deaired. I rcgret tbat, even in 
a liberal age, I laay not lecord the exact and even pictur- 
eeque laDgiiage ji.whicb this was conveyed to hei heaieie. 
Enougb tbat at tbe cloae of a fieiy perotation, with femi- 
nine inconBLstencf ehe fiew at the galknt Colooel, and 
would have visited bei delayed vengeance upon his tuck- 
less head, hut for the piompt interfeience of Culpeppei. 
Tbwarted in this, she thieir heieelf upon tbe gioand, and 
tben into unpioturesque hysterics, There was a fine moral 
lesson, not only in tbis groteeque Performance of a sex 
wfaich caunot afford to be grotesque, but in tbe ludicrous 
concern witb whicb it inepiced tbe two men. Culpeppei, 
to whom woman was moie or less angelic, was palned and 
aympatliBtic j tbe Colonel, to wbom she was mote oi less 
improper, was exceedingly teirilied and embairaBsed. How- 
beit tbe storm was soon ovei, and aftei Mietress Dolores 
had retumed a little daggei to its ebeath (hei garter), she 
quietly took heraelf out of Madroiio Hollow, and happily 
out of tbese pages foieTer. The two men, left to them- 
■elves, conveised in low tones. Dawn stole upon thera 
before they separated ; the Colonel quite sobered and in 
füll posseRsion of hia uaual jaunty self-asaeition ; Culpepper 
vith a baleful glow in his boUow cbeek, and in bis daik 
eyea a rising fire. 

The next moming tbe general ear of Madiono Hollow 
waa filled witb lumors of tbe Colonel's mishap. It was 
asserted that he had been invited to witbdiaw his female 
corapanion fiom the £oor of the Ässembly Ball at the 
Independence Hotel, and that, failing to do tbis, both weie 
fixpelled. It is to be regretted that in 1854 public opiiiion 
K.lras divided in regard to tbe propriety of this Gtep, and 
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that there was soine discuBsion as to the comparetive virtuo 
of the ladiea who were not espelled ; but it was geaerally 
cüDc^ded that the real casujt bel/i was political. " Is thia a 
dashed Puritan meeting ? " had aaked the Colonel savagely. 
" It 'b ho Pike County shindig," had responded the iloor- 
manager cheerfully. " You 're a Yank I " had acresmod 
the Colonel, profanely qualifying the noun. " Get ! you 
border rufBan," was the repiy. Such at least was the 
aubstance of the reports. Äs, at that eincere epocb, ex- 
preBsionB like the above were uaually followed by prompt 
actton, a fracas was confidently looked for. 

Nothing, however, ocourred, Coloael Starbottle made 
Ms appearance next day upoo the streets with aomewhat of 
bis usual pomposity, a little testrained by the pteaence of 
bis nephew, who accompanied him, and who, as a universal 
favorit«, also exercised some restraint upon the curious aud 
impertinent. But Culpepper's face wore a look of anxiety 
quite ftt variance with hia usual grave repoae. " Tha 
Don don't aeem to take the old raan'a set-back kindly," 
observed the sympathizing blacksmilh. " P'r'aps he waa 
Eweet OD Dolores himself," suggested the akeptical exprese- 

It was a brigbt moming, a week after this ocourrence, 
that Miss Jo Folinsbee stepped from her garden into the 
road. This time the latch did not dick as she cautiously 
closed the gate behicd her. After a moment's irresolu- 
tion, which would have been awkward but that it was 
oharmingly employed, after the manner of her aex, in 
adjosting a bow under a dimpled but rather prominent 
chin, and in puUiog down the fingere of a neatly fitting 
glove, she tripped toward the settlement. Small wonder 
tbat a passing teamster drove six mules into the wayside 
ditch and imperiled hia load to keep the duat fram her 
spotless garments ; small wonder tbat the " Lightning Ex- 
preas " withheld its speed and flash to let her pass, . 
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tbat tbe expressman, wbo had never been known to ex- 
change more than rapid monosyllables 'with bis fellow-man, 
gazed after her with breathlesa adrairation. For sbe was 
certainly attractive. In a country where the ornamental 
BBX followed the example of jouthful Kature, and wera 
prone to overdrees and glaring efüorescence, Miss Jo'a 
simple and tast^ful raiment added much to the pbyeical 
cbarm of, if it did not actually suggeat a sentinieut to, her 
preaence. It la said that Euchre-deck Billy, working in 
tbe gulch at the crossing, nevet aaw Miss Folinsbee pas3 
but that he alwaja remarked apologetically to bis partner, 
that "he Ijeli'ved he must write a letter home." Even 
Bill Masters, who eaw her in Paris preaented to the favor- 
able criticismof that most fastidious man, the late Emperor, 
Said tbat ahe was atunning, but a big diacount an wbat she 
waa at Madrono Hollow. 

It was Btill early inoming, but tbe enn, with California 
Bxtravagance, had already begim to heat hotly od the little 
ehip hat and blue ribbons, and Miss Jo was obliged to 
eeefc tbe ahade o( a bypath. Here ahe received the timid 
advancea of a vagabond yellow dog graciously, until, em- 
boldened by his success, he insisted upon accompanying 
her, and, hecaming Glohberiogly demonstrative, threatened 
her spotlesB skirt with hia dusty pawa, wben ahe drove him 
from bor with aome alight acerbity, and a stone which 
baply feil within üfty feet of ita deatined mark. Having 
IhuB proved her ability to defend herself, with character- 
istic inconsiatency ahe took a sraall panic, and, gathering 
her white skirta in one band, and Holding the brim of her 
hat OTer her eyea with the other, ahe ran swiftly at leaat a 
bundred yards befoie ahe stopped. Then ahe hegan pick- 
ing Bome ferna and a few wild flowers etill spaied to the 
vithered fields, and then a sudden distruat of her Bmall 
UÜdes eeized her, and ahe inspected tbem nairowly for 
a hurra and buga and smikes which are supposed to lie 
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ia ivait for lieliileBS woinsnhood. Then sbe plucked some 
golden lieüds of nild oata, aod with a eudden iiiGpimtioa 
plsced tliem m ber blitck hair, and tlien came quite imcoQ- 
Bciously lipon the trail leading to Madrofio Hollow, 

Here ehe hesitated. Befure her ran the little trau, 
vanishing at last into the bosky deptha below. The eim 
was Tory hot. She must be very far frora home. Why 
ehould ehe not rest awbile under the shade of a madrofio ? 

She answered these questions by going there at once. 
After thoroughly esploring the grove, and satisfying heraelf 
that it contained no other living human creature, she Bat 
down under one of the largeat treea with a satisfactory little 
eigh. Mise Jo loved the madrofio. It was a cleanly tree j 
no dust ever lay upon its vamished leavee ; its immaculate 
ehade never was fcnowa to harbor grub or insect. 

She looked up at the roey arms interlocked and arched 
above her head. She looked down at the delicate ferns 
and cryptogams at her feet. Something glittered at the 
root of the tree. She picked it np ; it was a bracelet. 
She examined it carefully for cipher or inscription ; there 
was none. She could not resist a natural desiie to claep it 
on her arm, and to eurvey it from that advantageous view- 
point. Thia absorbed her attention for some moments; 
and when she looked up again she beheld at a little distance 
Culpepper Starbottle. 

He was Standing where he had halted, with instinctive 
delicacy, on first discoTering her. Indecd, he had even 
deliberated whether he ought not to go away without dis- 
turbing her. But some fascination held him to the apot, 
Wonderful power of humanity I Far bejond jutted an out- 
lying spur of the Sierra, vast, compact, and silent, Scaroely 
a hundred yards away, a league-long chasm dropped its 
Bheer walls of granite a thousand feet. Oq every aide rose 
up the serried ranks of pjne-treea, in whose close-set files 
centuries of storm and change had wrought no breach. 
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Yet all thia aeemed to Culpepper to have been planned by 
an allwiae Providence as tlie natural backgroimd to the 
figure of a pretty girl in a yellow dress. 

Altbough Miss Jo Lad confidently expected to meet 
Culpepper somewhere in her lamble, now that he came 
lipon bei suddenly, she feit disappointed and embairaEsed. 
His manner, too, was more than usually grave aod serious, 
and more than ever seemed to jar upon that audaciouB 
levity which was this giddy girl's power and security in a 
Society where all feeling was dangerous. Aa he approached 
her sbe rose to her feet, but almoat before abe knew it he 
bad taken her band and draivn ber to a seat beaide bim. 
Tbis waa not what Miss Jo Iiad expected, but notbing is so 
diffioiilt to predicato ae tbe exaot preiiminaries of a declara- 
tion of love, 

What did Culpepper say ? Notbing, I fear, that will 
add anytbing to tbe wisdom of tbe readec ; notbing, I fear, 
tbat Miss Jo bad not heard aubatantially from other lips 
before. But there was a certain conviction, fire-speed, and 
fury in the manner that was deliciously novel to tbe young 
lady. It was ceitainly sometbing to be courted in the 
nineteentb Century with all tbe passion and extravagance of 
tbe sixteenth ; it was sometbing to hear, amid tbe slang of 
a frontier society, the langnage of knight^errantry poured 
into ber ear by this lantem-jawed, daik-browed descendant 
of tbe Cavaliers. 

I do not know tbat there was anytbing more in it. Tbe 
facts, howBTer, go to abow tbat at a certain point Miss Jo 
dropped her glove, and tbat in recovering it Culpepper poa- 
eessed himself firet of ber band and tben ber Ups. When 
they stood up to go, Culpepper bad hia arm around her 
waist, and her black hair, with its sheaf of golden oats, 
teated against the breast-pocket of his coat. But even tben 
I do not tbink her fancy was entirely captive. She took a 
Hatiflfaction in tbia demonatration of Culpepper'a 



82 THE EOMANCE OF MADROSo HOLLOW 1 

splendid height, and mentally compared it with a formei 
ftame, one Lieutenant McMirk, an active but under-sized 
Hector, who subaequently feil a victim to the incautiously 
coniposed *iid monotonous beverages of a frontier garriaon. 
Kor waa ehe bo much preoccupied but tliat her quick eyes, 
even while absorbing Culpepper'a glances, wore yet ahle to 
detect, at a dietance, the figure of a man approaching. la 
an instant sbe slipped out of Cvdpepper's arm, and, whip- 
ping her handa behjnd her, said, "There 's that horrid 
TOan! " 

Culpepper looked up and bebeld bis respected unclsi 
panting and blowing over the hill. Hie brow contracted u 
he turned to Miss Jo : " You don't like my uncle ! 

" I hate bim ! " Miss Jo was recovering her readj' 

Culpepper blushed. He would have liked to enter upon 
Bome detaila of the Colonel'a pedigree and exploits, but 
there waa not time. He only amiled sadly, The Bmile 
melted Miss Jo. She held out her band quickly, and said 
with even more than her usual effrontery, " Don't let that 
man get you into any trouble, Take care of youraelf, dear, 
and don't let anything happento you." 

Miss Jo intended thia apeecb to be pathetic ; the tenure 
of life among her lovera had hitherto beeo very uneertain. 
Culpepper turned toward hei, but ehe had already vanisbed 
in the thicket. 

The Colonel came up panting. " I 've looked all over 
town foi you, and be dashed to you, air, Who was that 

" A lady." (Culpepper never lied, but he waa discreet.) 

" D — n 'em all ! Look yar, Culp, I 've apotted the 
man who gave the order to put me off the floor" ("flo" 
was what the Colonel said) " the other night ! " 

" Who waa it ? " aaked Culpepper listlessly. 

"Jack Folinsboe," 
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'Wlio?" 
'' Why, tlie Bon of that daahed, nigger-worahiping, psalm- 
ging, Pucitan Yankee, Whät 's the matter now ? Look 
yar, Culp, you ain't goin' back on your bbod, are ye ? Yoa 
ain't goin' back on jour Word ? Ye ain't goiiig doi?n at 
the feet of thia trash, like a whipped hound ? " 

^Culpepp>er was ailent. He waa very white. Presently 
looked up and said quietly, " No," 

Ciilpepper Starbottle had challenged Jack Folinsbee, 
and the challenge waa accepted. The canse alleged was 
the expelling of Culpepper'a «ncle from the floor of the 
mbly Ball by the order of Folinsbee. This much 
tono IIollow knew and could awear to ; btit there were 
;Iier stränge rumors afloat, of which the blacksmith waa 
able espounder. "You eee, gentlemen," he said to tbe 
crowd gathered around his anvil, " I ain't got no theory of 
this atfair ; I only give a few facta as have come to my 
kaowledge. Culpepper and Jack meets quite accidental 
like in Bob's saloon. Jack goes up to Culpepper and eays, 
' A Word with you.' Culpepper bowa and atepa aside in 
this way, Jack atanding about here." (Tbe blacksmith de- 
monstiates the poaition of the parties with two old horse- 
shoes on the anvil.) "Jack pulla a hracelet from hia 
pocket and aaya, ' Do you know that braoelet ? ' Culpepper 
says, ' I do not,' quite cool-like and eaay. Jack Baye, ' You 
gave it to my eiater.' Culpepper aaya, still cool as jou 
pleaae, ' I did not.' Jack aaya, ' You lie, G — d d — n 
you,' and drawa hia derringer. Culpepper jumps forward 
about here " (reference is made to the diagram) " and Jack 
firea, Xobody hit. It 's a mighty cur'o's thing, gentle- 
men," coatinued the blacksmith, dropping suddenly into 
the abatract, and leaniiig meditatively on hia anvil, — " it 's 
mighty cur'o'a thing that nobody geta hit ao often, 
Tou and me emptiee our revolvers sociably at each other 
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over B. little game, and the room füll, and nobody geta hit I 
That's whatgeta me." 

"Never mind, Thompson," chimed in Bill Masters 
" there 's auother and a better world where we ehall know 
all that, and — become better shots. Gio on vith yotu 
Story." 

" Well, Bome graba Culpepper and some graba Jack, and 
so separates them. Theo Jack teils 'em as how he 
Seen bis sistec wear a bracelet wbich he kiiew was one that 
had been given Dolores by Colonel Starbottle. That Misg 
*Jo wou)d n't aay where abe got it, but owned up to having 
aeen Culpepper that day. Tben, the moat cur'o'a thing of 
it yet, what doea Culpepper do but rise up and takea all 
back that he seid, and aUows that he did give her the 
bracelet. Kow my opinion, gentleraen, is that he lied 
ain't like tbat man to give a gal that he respects anything 
off of that piece, Dolores. But it 's all the same now, and 
there 's but one thing to he done." X 

The way this one thing was done belongs fo the record 
of Madrono HoUow. The ntoming was bright and clear 
the air was slightly chill, but that was from the miat which 
aroae along the banks of the river. As early aa six o'clock 
the designated ground — a little opening in the raadroSo 
grove — was occupied by Culpepper Starbottle, Colonel 
Starbottle, bis second, and the eui^eoD. The Colonel 
exalted and excited, albeit in a rather imposing, dignified 
way, and pointed out to the sut^on the escellence of the 
ground, wbich at that houi was whoUy shaded from the 
SUD, wfaose steady stare is more or less discomposing to 
your duelist. The surgeon thiew htmself on the grasa and 
Bmoked hia cigar. Culpepper, quiet and thougbtful, leaned 
■^inttt a tiee and gated up the rirer. There was a stränge 
Suggestion of a picnic about the group, which was height- 
oned when the Colonel drew a bottle from bis coat-taila, 
tnd, taldng a prehmisary draught, offered it to the otherh 
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" Cocktails, sir," he explained witli dignified precision. 
" A geLitleraan, sir, should never go out without 'em. 
Keepa off the motnißg chill. I remeniber going out in '53 

»;with Hank Boompointer. Good ged, sir, the man had to 
^t OH hie overcoat, and was ebot in it. Fact ! " 
But the noise of wheels drowned the Colonel's remi- 
niscences, and a rapidly driven buggy, containing Jack 
rolinsbee, Calhoua Buogstarter, hia aecond, and Bill Mas- 
ters, drew up on the gi'ound. Jack FolioEhee leaped out 
gayly. "I had the joUiest work to get away without the 
goveroor's hearing," he began, addressing the group before 
him with the greatest volubility. Calhoun Bungstarter 
touched his arm, and the young man blushed. It was hia 
fiist duel. 

" If you are ready, gentlemen," said Mr. BuBgstarter, 

Bi" we had better proceed to business. I believe it is undei- 

^Btood that no apology will be offered or accepted. We 

^Pjntiy BS well scttle preliminaries at once, or I feai we shall 

' 1» intemipted. There ia a rumor in town that the Vigi- 

lance Committee are seeking cur frienda the Starbottles, 

and I believe, aa their fellow-countryman, I have the honor 

to be included in their Warrant." 

Ät thia probability of Interruption, tbat gravity which 
bad hitherto been wanting feil upon the greup. The pre- 
liminaries were soon arrange^I and the principala placed in 
Position. Then there waa a silence. 

To a spectatof from the hill, impreaaed with the picnic 
Suggestion, what migbt have been the popping of two 
Champagne corka broke the stillness. 

Culpepper had fired in the air. Colon el Starbottle 
Qtt«red a low curse. Jack Folinsbee sulkily demanded 
another ahot. 

Ägain the parties stood oppoaed to each otber. Again 
the Word was given, and what seemed to be the simulta- 
9 report of both pistols rose upou the air. But after 
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an ioterval of a few seconds all were surprised to see 
Ciilpepper slowly raiae his unexpioded weapon and fire it 
harmlesaly above his head. Then throwing the piatol upon 
the ground, he walked to a tree and leaned eilently against 
it. Jack Folinsbee flew into a paroxysm of fury. Colonel 
Starbottle raved and swora. Mr. Bungstarter was properly 
shocked at their conduct, " Eeally, gentlemen, if Mr. 
Culpeppei Starbottle declinea another shot, I do not see 
how we can proceed." 

But the Colonel'a blood was up, and Jack Folinsbee 
was equally implacable. A hurried consultation ensued, 
which ended by Colonel Starbottle taking bis nephew'a 
place as principal, Bill Mastera actiog as second, vice Mr. 
Bungstarter, wbo declined all further connection with th« 

Two distinct reporta rang through the HoUow. Jack 
Folinsbee dropped his smoking pistol, took a step forward^ 
and then dropped heavüy upon bis face. 

In a moment the snrgeon was at his side. The confu! 
was heightened by the trampling of hoofa, and the voieo 
of the blacksmitb bidding them flee for their lives befora 
the Coming storm. A moment more and the ground was 
cleared, and the sui^eon, looking up, beheld only the white' 
face of Culpepper bending oyer bim. 

" Cao you save bim ? " 

" I cannot say. Hold up his head a raoraent whilo l 
VIR to the buggy." 

Culpepper passed hie arm tenderly around the neck of 
the insensible man. Fresently the surgeon retumed witlt 
Gome atimulants. 

"There, that will do, Mr. Starbottle, thank you. NoW 
my advice is to get away from here while you can. I 'Ul 
look after Folinsbee, Do you hear ? " 

Culpepper's arm was still round the neck of his lata fo«» 
but bis head bad dropped and fallen on the woundod' 
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man's Shoulder. The surgeon looked down^ and catching 
sight of bis face^ stooped and lifted him gently in bis arms. 
He opened bis coat and waistcoat. Tbere was blood upon 
bis sbirt and a bullet-bole in bis breast. He bad been «bot 
nnto deatb at tbe first fire I 



THE POET OF SIEEKA FLAT 

As the enterprising editor of the " Sierra Fiat E«cord " 
etood at his case eetting type for his oext week's paper, he 
could not help hearing the woodpeckere who were busj on 
the roof above hia head. It occurred to him that poasibly 
the birda had not jet leamed to recognize in the nide struc- 
ture any iiiiprovement on Nature, and this idea pleased him 
so much that he incorporated it in the editorial atticle which 
he was then doubly composing, For the editor was also 
printer of the " Eecord ; " and although that remarkabla 
Journal was reputed to exert a power feit through all Oalv 
veras and a great part of Tuolumne County, etrict economy 
was one of the conditio ns of its beneficeut exietence. 

Thus preoccupied, he was atartled by the sudden imip- 
tioB of a small roll of manuscript, which was thrown 
through the op<?n door and feil at his feet. He walked 
quickly to the threehold and looked down the tangled trail 
which led to the highroad, But there was nothiag to BUg- 
gest the presence of his mysterioua contributor. A hare 
limped slowly away, a green-aud-gold lizard paused upon a 
pine etump, the woodpeckera ceased their work. So oom- 
plete had been hia aylvan aeclttsion, that he found it difficult 
to connect any human agency with the act ; rather the hare 
seemed to have an inexpressihly guilty look, the wood- 
peckera to iiiaintain a significant silence, aud the linard to 
be con seien ce-stricken into stone. 

An examination of the manuscript, bowever, corrected 
this injvistice to defeaseleas Kature. It was evidently of 
human origin, — being verse, and of exceeding had quality. 
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The editor laid it aside. Ab he did ao he thaught he aaw a 
face at the window. Sallyisg out in sonie indigtiation, he 
penetrated the surroimding thicket in every direction, but 
hia aearch was aa fniitleas as befare. The poet, if it wete 
he, was gone, 

A few daya after thia the editorial seclusion was invaded 
by Voicea of alternate espostulation and etitreaty, Stepping 
to the door, the editor was amazed at beholding Mr. Morgan 
McCorkle, a well-known Citizen of Angel's aad a subscribet 
to the " Record," in the act of urging, partly by force and 
partly by argumeat, an awkword young man toward the 
building. When be had fiually effected bis object, and, aa 
it wäre, safely Janded bis prize in a chair, Mr. McCorkle 
took off hia hat, carefully wiped the narrow isthmua of fore- 
head which divided bis black browa from his atubby hair, 
and, with an eicplanatory wave of hia band toward bis re- 
luctant companion, aaid, " A bomed poet, and tbe cuasedest 
fool you ever aeed ! " 

Accepting the editor's smila aa a recognition of the in- 
troduction, Mr. McCorkle panted and went on : " Did n't 
want to come ! ' Mister Editor don't want to see me, 
Morg,' sez he. ' Milt,' sez I, ' he do ; a botned poet like 
you and a gifted genius like he oughter come together 
Bociable ! ' And I fetched bim. Ah, will yer ? " The 
bom poet had, after exbibiting signs of great distress, 
started to ran. But Mr, McCorkle was down upon bim in- 
stantly, seizing bim by bis long linen coat, and Bettled bim 
back in bis chair. " 'T ain't no use atarapeding. Yer ye nre 
and yer ye ataya. For yer a borned poet, — ef ye aro aa 
ahy aa a jackaas rabbit. Look at 'im now ! " 

He certainly was not an attractive picture, There waa 
bardly a notable feature in bis weak face, except bis eyes, 
which were moist and sby, and not unlike the animal to 

which Mr. McCorkle had compared bim. It wa^ the face 

[tat tbe editor had seen at tbe window. 
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"Knowed him for fower year, — since he war a boy," 
contimied M>. McCorkle in a loud whisper, "Allers the 
aame, blens jou ! Can jerk a rhyme as easy bs turnin' jack. 
Never liaii anj eddicatiou ; lived out in Missooray all bis 
life. But he 's chock full o' poetry. On'y this inomia' 
eez I to him, — he camps alcng o' me, — 'Milt!' sez I, 
' are breakfast ready ? ' and he up and anawers back quite 
peart and chipper, ' The breakfast it is ready, and the birda 
ie singing free, and it's riain' in the dawnin' light is happi- 
negs to me ! ' When a man," aaid Mr. McCorkle, dropping 
his voice with deep aolemnity, " gets off things like them, 
ivithout any call to do it, and handlin' flapjacks over a cook- 
atove at the eame time, — that man 'a a borned poet." 

There waa an awkward pause. Mr. McCorkle beamed 
pstronizingly on bis protiige. The hörn poet looked as if 
he were meditating another flight, — not a metaphorical 
one. The editor aaked if he could do anything for them. 

" In courae you can," reaponded Mr. McCorkle, " that 
jeat it. Milt, where'a that poetry?" 

The editor'a countenance feil as the poet produced fron 
his pocket a roll of manuscript. He, however, took 
mechanically and glanced over it, It waa evidently « 
duplicate of the former myaterioua contrihution. 

The editor then apoke briefly but earneatly. I legrrt 
that I cannot recall his exact worda, but it appeared that 
never before, in the history of the " Record," had the press- 
ure been so great upon its colnmna. Mattera of paramonnt 
importance, deeply affecting the raateria! progreas of Sierra, 
questiona touching the absolute integrity of Calaveraa and 
Tuolumne üb social commnnitiea, were even now waiting 
expresaion. Weeks, nay, months, must elapse before that 
pressure wotild be removed, and the " Record " could grap- 
ple with any but the eternest of topics. Again, the editor 
had noticed with pain the absolute decline of poetry in the 
foothiUs of the Sierraa. Even the works of Byron and 
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UooTB attracted ao attention ia Dutch Fiat, and a prejudice 
seemed to exist against Tennyson iu Grass Valley. But 
the editor was not without hope for the future. In the 
oourse of fo«r or five years, wlien the eouatry was eettled — 

"What would be the oost to print this yer?" inter- 
«jpted Mr. McCorkle quietly. 

' Ahout flfty doUars, as an advertiaement," respoßded 
editor with cheerful alacrity. 

Mr. McCorkle plaoed the eum in the editor's band. 
Ter see thet 'a what I eez to Milt. ' Milt,' sez I, ' pay 
as yoa go, for you are s bomed poet. Kevin' no call to 
write, but doin' it free and spontaneous like, in course you 
paya. Thet 's why Mr. Editor never printed your poetry,' " 

" Wliat name shall I put to it ? " asked the editor. 

"Milton." 

It waa the firat word that the bom poet had epoken during 
interview, and hta voice was eo very eweet and niusical 

Lt the editor looked at him curiously, and woudered if he 
Bieter. 

"Milton! ia that all?" 

" Thet 'a hia fürst name," eKclaimed Mr. McCorkle. 

The editor here euggested that as there had been another 
poet of that nanie — 

" Milt might be took for him 1 Thet 'a bad," reflected 
Mr. McCorkle with aimple gravity, " Well, put down bis 
füll name, — Milton Chubbuck." 

Tbe editor made a note of the fact. "I'll eet it up 
now," he said. This was also a bint that the interview 
was ended. The poet and pation, arm in arm, drew 
towards the door. '' In next week's paper,'' aaid the 
editor sinüingly, in answer to the childlike look of inquiry 
in the eyes of the poet, and in another moment they were 
gone. 

Tbe editor was as good as hia word. He atraightway 
betook himself to his case, and, unrolling the manuscript« 
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iKgao hiB taak. The woodpeckera on the roof recommanoed 
theire, and ia a, few moraenta the former sylvan secluBion 
was restored. There was no eound in the harren, barn-like 
room but the birds ahove, and helow the dick of the com- 
poeing-rule aa the editor marshaled the types into liiiea in 
his stick, and arrayed them ia solid column on the galley. 
Whatever might have been his opinion of the copy before 
him, there was no indication of it in his face, which wora 
the stolid indifference of his craft. Perhapa this -was va.' 
fortiinate, for as the day wore on and the level raya of the 
sun began to pierce the adjacent thicket, they sought out 
and diacövefed an anxioua ambush figure drawn up besida 
the editor's window, — a figure that had sat there motion- 
leBs for hoiirs. Within, the editor worked on as steadÜy 
and inipassively aa Fate. And without, the hörn poet of 
Sierra Fiat sat and watched him as waiting ita decree. ■ 

The efifect of the poem on Sierra Fiat was remaikaUfl 
and unprecedented. The absolute vileness of its doggerei, 
the gratuitoua imbecüity of ita thought, and ahove all the 
ctowning audacity of the fact that it was the work of a Citi- 
zen and puhliahed in the countj paper, brought it instantly 
into popularity, For many months Calaveras had lan- 
guiahed for a Sensation ; since the last Vigilance Committee 
nothing had transpired to dispel the listless ennui begotten 
of stagnant husiness and growing civilization. In moia 
prosperous nioments the ofRce of the " Kecord " would have 
been simply gutted and the editor deported ; at present tha 
paper was in such demand that the edition was speedily ex- 
hausted. In brief, the poem of Mr. Milton Chubbuck came 
like a special providence to Sierra Fiat, It was read by 
canip-flres, ia lonely cabins, in flaring bar-rooms and aoisy 
salooas, oad declaimed from the boxes of stage-coaches. It 
was sung in Poker Fiat with the addition of a local cbonis, 
aad danced aa an iinhallowed rbythmic dance by the Pyrr 
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pbalanx of One Horse Gulch, known as " The Feative Staga 
of Calaveras." Some unhappy ambiguities of expression 
gave rlse to many new readings, notes, and commentaiiea, 
whioh, I regret to State, were more often marked by inge- 
nuity than delicacy of thought or expression. 

Never before did poet acquire such sudden local reputa- 
tion. Front the seclusion of McCorkle's cabin and the 
obacurity of culinary labora he was haled forth into the 
glowing aunshina of Fame. The name of Chubbuck wae 
written in lettera of chalk on unpainted walla and carved wtth 
a pick on the sides of tuuuela, A drink known variously 
aa " The Chubhuck Traniiuilker " or " The Chubbuck Ex- 
alter" was diäpensed at the bars. For some weeks a rüde 
design for a Chubbuck statue, made up of illustrationa from 
circus and melodeon postere, representing the geniuB of Cala- 
veras in brief skirts on a flying steed in the act of crowning 
the poet Chubhuck, was vieible at Keeler'a Ferry, The 
poet himself was overborne with invitationa to drini and 
extravagant congratulations. Ttie meetiog between Colonel 
Starbottle of Siskiyou and Chubbuck, aa previously arranged 
by our " Boston," late of Boaring Campj is said to bave 

tbeen indescribably affecting. The Colonel emhraced htm 
nnsteadily. " I could not return to my constituents at Sis- 
kiyou, sir, if thia band, which has grasped tbat of the gifted 
Prentioe and the lamented Poe, sbould not bave been hon- 
ored by the touch of the godlike Chubbuck. Gentlemen, 
American literatnte ia looking up. Thank you ! I will 
take sugar in mioa." It was " Boston " who indited lettera 
of congratulations troni H. W. Longfellow, Tonnyson, and 
Browning to Mr. Chubbuck, deposited them in the Sierra 
Fiat post-oSice, and obligingly conaented to dictate the re< 

simple faith and unaffected delight with which theae 
toanifestations were received by the poet and hia patron 
ight have touched the hearts of theae grim maatera of itony. 
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faut for the suddeu and equal development in botli of ths 
vanity of weak natures. Mr. McCorkle basked 
popularity of his protegä, and became alternately supercil- 
ioua or patronüing toward the dwellere of Sierra Fiat ; while 
the poet, with hair carefuUy oiled and curled, and bedecked 
with cheap jewelry and flsuntmg neck-handkerchiBf, paraded 
himaelf before the Single hotel. Aa may be imagined, thia 
nev discloBure of weaknees aSbrded intense satiefaction to 
Sierra Fiat, gave another lease of popularity 1o the poet, 
and BUf^ested another ide^ to the facetious " Boston." 

At that time a young lady popularly and professionally 
knowD as the " California Pet " was performing to enthusi- 
sstic audinnces in tha interior. Her specialty lay in the 
peraouation of yoiithfui laaBculine character ; as a gamin of 
tha street she was irresistible, as a negro-dancer she carried 
the honest miner's heart by storm. A saucy, pretty tini< 
nette, she had preaerved a wonderfui moral leputation evea 
under the JoTe-Uke advances of showera of gold that greeted 
her appearance on the etege at Sierra Fiat. A prominent 
and delighted inember of that audience was Milton Chubbuck. 
He attended every night Every day he lingered at the 
door of the Union Hotel for a glimpse of the " California 
Pet." It was not long before he received a note from her, 

— in " Boston "s " most populär and approved female hand, 

— acknowledging his admiration. It was not long before 
" Boston " was called upon to indite a suitable reply. At 
last, in furtherance of his facetious design, it became neces- 
sary for "Boston" to call upon the young actrees henelf 
■nd eecure her peisonal participation. To her he unfolded 
a plan, the succeesful cartying out of which he feit would 
Mcure his fame to poeterity as a practical humorist The 
"Cftlifornia Pet's '' black eyes aparkled approvingly and 
UiiachieTously. She ouly stipulated that she should see the 
man Srst, — a concesaion to her feminine weaknws which 
years of dancing Juba and wearing trouaera and boots had 
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not wholly eradicated from her willfnl breast. ■ Ey all means, 
it should be done. And the interview wae arranged for 
the next week, 

It must not be eupposed tbat diiring this interval of 
popularity Mr. Chubbuck had been unmindful of bis poetic 
qualities. A certain portion of each day he waa absent 
from town, — " a-communiu' with natur'," aa Mr. McCorkle 
expressed it, — aad aotuaUy wandering in the mountain 
trails, or lying on bis back under the trees, or gathering 
fragrant herbe and the brigbt-colored berriea of the Man- 
lanita. These and bis Company he generally brought to 
the editor's office late in the aftemoon, often to that enter- 
prising joumaliat'a infinite wearinesB, Quiet and uncom- 
municative, he would sit there patiently watching him at 
hJB work until the bour for closing the ofRce arrived, when 
he would as quietly depart There was something so hnm- 
He and unobtrusive in theae visite, that the editor couJd not 
find it in bis hesrt to deny them, and accepting them, like 
the woodpeckera, a^ a part of his aylvan surroundinga, often 
forgot even bis presence. Once or twice, moved by aome 
beauty of exprcHBion in the moist, sby eyes, he feit like 
seriously admoniahing his viaitor of his idle folly ; but his 
glaace falling upon the oiled bair and the goi^eous necktia 
he invariably thought better of it. The caae waa eviJently 

The interview between Mr. Chubbuck and the " Cali- 
fornia Pet " took place in a private room ot the Union 
Hotel ; propriety being respected by the presence of that 
arch-humorist, "Boston." To this gentleman we are in- 
debted for the only trae acoount of the meeting. However 
reticent Mr. Chubbuck might have been in the presence of 
his own sex, toward the fairer portion of humanity he was, 
like most poets, exceedingly voluble. Accustomed as the 
"California Pet" had been to excessive compJiment, she 

I fairty embarrassed by the extravagant praises of her 
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TJsitor. Her personation of boy charactera, her dancing of 
the " Champion jig," were particularly dwelt upon with 
fervid but unmistAkable admiration, Ät last, recovering bei 
aiidacity and emboldened by the presence of " BoetoD," 
the " California Pet " electrified her hearerB by demanding, 
half jeatiogly, half viciously, it it ivere as a boy or a girl 
that ähe was the subject of his flattering ndmiration. 

" That knocked hira out o' time," eaid the delighted 
" Boston," in hia subaequent account of the interview. 
" But do you believe the d — d fool actually asked her to 
take him. with her j wanted to engage in the Company." 

The plan, as briefly unfolded by " Boston," was (« prevail 
Tipon Mr. Chubbuck to make his appearance in coatume 
(already deaigned and prepared by the inventor) before a 
Sierra Fiat audience, and recite an original poem at the 
Hall immediately on the conclusion of the " California 
Pet's " Performance. At a given aignal the audience were 
to HBo and deliver a volley of nnsavory articks {previously 
provided by the originator of tha achemc) ; then a aelect 
few were to rush on the stage, aeize the poet, and, after 
marching him in triumphal procession through the town, 
were to deposit him beyond its uttermost limita, with strict 
injunctions never to enter it again. To the first part of the 
plan the poet was committed ; for the latter portion it was 
easy enougb to find participanta. 

The eventful night came, and with it an audience that 
packed the long narrow room with one dense mass of human 
beinga, The "California Pet" never had been so joyons, 
Bo recklesB, so fascinating and audaciona before. But the 
applause was tame and weak compared to the ironical out- 
burat that greeted the aecoud rising of the curtain and the 
eutrance of the bom poet of Sierra Fiat. Then there was a 
hush of expectancy, and the poet stepped to the footlights 
xtnd stood with his manuscript in his band. 

His face wai deadly pale, Either there waa aome eng- 
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geetion of his fate io the faces of 1 

mysterious instiDct totd him of hia daaget. He attempted 

to Bpeak, but faltered, tottered, and staggered to the wings. 

Fearful of losing his prey, " Boston " gave the aignal 
and leaped upon the atsge. But at the BBme montect a 
light figure darted from behind the scenes, and delivering a 
kick that sent the diacomfited humorist hack among the 
musiciana, cut a pigeon-wing, executed a douhle-shuffle, and 
theo advancing to the footlights with that inimitable look, 
that audacious Bwagger and uttet ahandon which had bo 
tbrüled and fascinated them a moraent hefore, uttered the 
charaoteristic epeech, " Wot are you goin' to hit a man für 
vhen he 'e dowo, e-a-a-y ? " 

The look, the dranl, the action, the readiness, and abova 
all the downright courage of the little woman, had an effect. 
A roar of eympathetic applause followed the sct. " Cut 
and run while you can," ahe whispered humedly over her 
one ehoulder, without altering the other's attitude of pert 
and saucy defiance toward the audience. But even as she 
Lpoke, the poet tottered and eank fainting upon the stage. 
Then she threw a despairing whisper behind the sceaes, 
" Ring down tbe curtain." 

Theie was a slight movement of Opposition in the audi- 
ence, but among them rose the hurly Shoulders of Yuba 
Bill, the tall, erect figiire of Henry York, of Sandy Bar, 
and the colorlesa, detennined face of John Oakhuret. The 
curtain came down. 

Behind it knelt the " California Pet " beside thvproB- 
hate poet. " Bring me some water. Bun for a doctor. 
Stop ! ! Cleak out, all of tou ! " 

She had nnloosed the gaudy crairat and opened the shtrt- 
oollar of the insensible figure before her. Then ahe hurst 
into an hysterical laugb. 

" Manuela ! " 

Her tiring- woman, a Mexican half -hreed, came towatd her. 
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" Help me with him to my dressing-room, quick ; Üh 
stand outaide and vait. If any one questiona you, 
them he 's gone. Do jou hear ? He 's gone." 

The otd woman did as she was bade. In a few momenla 
the audience had departed. Before morning 
the "California Pet," Manuela, and the poet of Sierra 
Fiat. 

But, alas I witd them also had depaited the fair fame 
the " California Pet." Only a few, and these, it ia to 
feared, of not the best moral character themselvea, still hi 
faith in the stainless honor of their favorite 
was a aiighty foolish thing to do, but it '11 all come ou4 
right yet." On the other band, a majority gave her füll 
credit and approbation for her undoubted pluck and gal- 
lantry, but deplored that she shoiild have thrown it away 
upon a wortWess object. To elect for a lover tlie despised 
and ridiculed vagrant of Sierra Fiat, who had not even the 
manliuess to etand up in his owq defeuse, wsa not oalj 
evidence of inhereat moral depravity, but waa an insult to 
the Community, Colonel Starbottle saw in it only another 
instance of estreraa frailty of the aex ; he had kaown 
ainiilar cases ; and remembered diatinctlj, sir, how a well 
known Philadelphia heireas, one of the finest women that 
ever rode in her kerridge, that, gad, sir! had thrown over 
a Southern memlier of Congresa to consort with a d — d 
nigger. Tlie Colonel had also notieed a singular look in 
the dog's eye which he did not entirely fancy. He would 
not say anything againat the lady, sir, but he had notieed — 
And here, haply, the Colonel became so mysterions and 
darkly couiidential as to be unint«UigibIe and innudible to 
the bystanders. 

Ä few daya after the disappearance of 3Ir. Chubbuck a 
Singular report reached Sierra Fiat, and it was notieed that 
" Eoston," who since the failure of his eUborate joke had 
beeil even more depicssed in spirits than is haHtual with 
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great humoriats, suddenly found that bis presence was 
required in San Francisco. But aa yet Dothing büt the 
Taguest aurmises were afloat, and nothing definite was 
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It was a pleasant aftemoon when the editor of the 

Sierra Fiat E«cord " Ictoked up from hia case and beheld 
the figure of Mr. Morgan McCorkle atanding in the door- 
way. There was a distresaed look on tbe face of that 
worthy gentlentaa that at once enlisted the editor'a aym- 
pathizing attention. He held an open letter in hia hand as 
he advanced toward the ntiddle üf the room. 

" As a man as haa aller» hörne a fair reputstion," began 
Mr. McCorkle elowly, " I ahould like, if so be aa I could, 
Hiater Editor, to make a correction in the columna of your 
valooable paper," 

Mr. Eklitor begged him to proceed. 

" Ye may not disremember that about a month ago I 
itched here what so bo aa we'U call & young man whoae 
name might be aa it were Milton — Milton Chubhuck." 

Mr. Editor remembered perfectly, 

" Thet same party I 'd knowed better nor fower year, 
two on 'em campin' out together. Not that 1 'd kuown 
him all the tinie, für he war shy and stränge at apella, aod 
had odd ways that I took war nat'ral to a borned poet. 
Ye may remember that I aaid he was a bomed poet ? " 

The editor diatinctly did. 

"I picked this aanie party up io St. Jo,, taking a fancy 
to hia face, and kinder calklating he 'd runned away from 
home ; for I 'm a married man, Mr. Editor, and hev chil- 
dren of my own, — and thinkin' belike he was a bomed 

" Well," Said the editor. 

"And as I aaid before, I ahould Uke now to make a 
rection in the columna of your valooable paper." 
I " What correction ? " aaked the editor. 
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'' I aaidy ef you lemember my woidsi as how he was 
bomed poet." 

"Yes." 

<< Erom Statements in this yer letter it aeems as how 
war wrong." 

" WeU ? " 

** She war a woman." 



THE PRINCESS BOB AND HEH FEIENDS 

She was a Klamath Indian. Her title was, I think, a 
compromiae between hei claim as daughter of a chief and 
gratitude to hei eailiest white piotector, whose name, aftei 
the Indian faahion, ahe had adopted. "Bob" Walker 
had taken her frora the bieaat of hei dead raother at a 
time wbea the sincere volunteei soldieiy of the California; 
frontier were impiessed with the belief that esteiraination 
was the manifest destiuy of the Indian ra.ce. He had with 
difficulty lesttained tiie noble zeal of his compatriots long 
enough to convince them that the exemption of one Indian 
baby would not invalidste this theoiy. And he took hei to 
his bome, a pastoial Clearing on tfae banks of the Salmon 
RiTer, wheie she was caied foi aftei a fioctiei fasbion. 

Befoie she waa nina years old, ahe had exhauat^d the 
Bcant kindlineaa of the thin, overwoiked Mra. Walker, As 
a playfellow of the young Walkera ehe waa unreliable ; 
aa a nurse for the baby she was inefficient. She lost the 
foimei in the tiacklesa deptha of a ledwood foiest ; ehe 
basely ahaudoned the latter in an extemporized cradle, 
hanging like a chrysalis to a ponvenient bougb. She lied 
and she stole, — two unpardonable sina in a frontiar com- 
manity, where truth waa a necesaity and proviBiona were 
the only propeity. Worae than thia, the outakirts of the 
Clearing were sometimes haunted by blanketed tatteidema- 
lions with whom she bad myaterious confldences. Mr. 
Walker more tbao once regretted his indiacreet humanity ; 
hut ahe preaently relieved him of cesponaibility, and pos- 
Äblr of blood-guiltinesa, by disappearing entirely. 
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WheQ she teappeared, it was at the adjacent village of 
Logport, in the capacity of houaemaid to a trader'a wife, 
who, joining some Httle culture to coiiaideralile conEcien- 
tiousneBs, attempted to inst m et her charge. But the 
Friacesa proved an Tinsatiafactory pupil to even eo liberal 
a teacher. She accepted the aiphabet with great good- 
humor, but always aa a pleasing and recumng novelty, in 
whicb all interest expircd at the completion of each ]easoQ. 
She found a thoueand uses for her booka and writing 
materials other than thoae known to civilized children. 
She made a curious necklaee of bita of slat« pencil ; ehe 
constructed a miniature canoe from tbe paateboard coven 
of her primer ; she bent her pens into ÜBh-hooks, and 
tettooed the faces of her younger companioas with blue ink. 
EeUgioua Instruction ahe received aa good-hmnoredly, and 
learned to pronounce the name of the Deity with a cheerful 
familiarity that ehocked hör preceptress. Nor could bar 
reverence be reached through nnalogyj sho knew Dotbing 
of the Great Spirit, and profesaed eotire ignorance of th« 
Happy Hunting Grounds. Yet she attended divine servioo 
regularly, and aa regularly asked for a hymn-book ; and 
it was only through tha diacovety that ahe had coUected 
twenty-five of these volumea and had hidden them hehind 
the woodpile, that her connection with the First Baptist 
Church of Logport eeaaed. She would occasionally abandon 
theae civilized and Cbriatian privileges, and disappear from 
her horae, returaing after aeveral daya of absence with an 
odot of bark and fish, and a peace-offering to her mistreas in 
the alinpe of veniaon or game. 

To add to her troubles, she was now fourteen, and, 
accorditig to the laws of her race, a woman. I do not think 
the most romantic fancy would have called her pretty. 
Her complexion deÜed most of those ambiguous eimiles 
through wbich poete nnconsciously apologize for any devia- 
tion from the Caucasian atandard. It was not wine noz 
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araber colored ; if anything, it waa emoky. Her face waa i 
tattooed witb ted and white lines oa one cheek, as if a fiDe- 
toothed comb bad been drawn from cheekbone to jaw, and, 
but for tbe good-humor that beanied from ber amall berry- 
like eyes and shone in her white teeth, would hnve been 
tepulsive. She was short and stout. In her scant drapery 
and unrestrained freedom she was hardly statueEque, and 
her more unstudied attitudes were marred by a simian habit 
of softly scratchiag her left ankle with the toes of ber 
right foot in momenta of contemplation. 

I think I have already shown. enough to indicate the 
incongruity of her exiateace with even the low Standard 
of civilization that obtained at Logport in tbe year 1860, 
It needed but one more fact to prove the far-sighted polit- 
ical eagacity and prophetic ethica of thoae sincere advocates 
of extennination, to wbose virtuea I have done but scaat 
justice iu the begioning of thia articie. This fact waa 
piesently furnished by the Frincess. After uns of her 
periodical diaappearancea, — thia time unuaually prolonged, 
— she astonished Logport by retuming wth a half-breed 
baby of a week old in her anns. That night a meeting 
ot the hard-featured aerious matroiis of Logport waa held 
at Mra. Brown's. Tbe immediute baniahment of the Prin- 
cesa was deraanded. Soft-hearted Mra. Brown endeavored 
vainly to get a mitigation or Suspension of the aenteiice. 
But, as on a former occasion, the Prineesa took roatterp 
into her own handa. A few morninga afterwards, a wieker 
cradie containing an Indian baby waa found hanging on tbe 
handle of the door of the First Baptist Church, It was 
theParthian arcow of the flying Prineesa. From that day 
Logport kaew her no mote. 

It had been a biight clear day on the upland, so cleai 
Mt the ramparts of Fort Jackson and the flagstaff were 
[ily viaible twelve milea away from the long, cnrving 
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peninsula that stretched a bared white arm aroiind the 
peaceful waters of Logport Bay, It had beeo a clear day 
lipon the seaahore, albeit the air was filled with the flying 
spume and GhifÜng sand of a stroggling beoch, whose low 
dunea wera dragged down by the long surges of the Pacific 
aod thrown up again by the tnmuUuous trade-winds. But 
the 8un had gone down in a bank of fleecy fog that was be- 
ginning to roll in upon the beach. Gradually the headland 
:it the entrance of the harbor and the lighthouse disap- 
peared, then the willow fringe that marked the line of 
Salmon River vanisbed, aud the ocean was gone. A kw 
Rails still gteamed on the waters of tbe bay ; but the ad- 
vancing fog wiped them out one by onc, crept acroas the 
steel-blue espanse, awallowed up the white mills and siagle 
spire of Logport, and, joining with reinforcements from the 
marshes, moved solemnly upon the hills. Ten minutea* 
more and the landscape was utterly blotted out ; simulta- 
neoualy the wind dled away and a death-like silettce stole 
ovei sea and shore. The faint dang, high overhead, of 
UDseen brant, tbe nearer call of invisible plover, tbe lap and 
wash of ttndistinguiabable watera, and the monotonous roll 
of the vaniahed ocean, were tbe ouly HOimdB. Ab night 
deepened, the far-off booming of tbe fog-bell ou the head- 
land at intervals atirred the thick air. 

Hard by the shore of the bay, and half hidden by a 
diifting eandhill, stood a low, nondescript atmcture, to 
whose composition sea and shore had equally contributed. 
It was built partly of logs and partly of driflwood and 
taired canvas. Joined to one end of the main building — 
the ordinary log-cabin of the aettiet — was the balf-ronnd 
pilot-house of sotue wrccked steamer, while the other gable 
terminated in half of a broken whaleboat. Nailed against 
the boat werc the dried skius of wild animals, and ecattered 
about lay the flotsam and jelsam of many yeara' gathering, 
— bomboo cntes, casks, hatches, blocke, oars, boxes, pari 



1 



THE PRINCES3 BOB AML HEK FRIENDS 55 

of a whale's vertebr», and the blades of swordfish. Drawn 
np on the beach ot a Httle cove before the houae lay a canoe. 
Ab the Dtgbt thickened and the fog grew more denae, tbeae 
detaila grew impercaptible, and only the Windows of the 
pilot-bouae, ]it np hy a roaring fire within the hut, gleamed 
_redly through the mist. 
I Bf thia fire, beneath a ship's lamp that EWung from the 
', two ligures were seated, a man and a woman. Tlie. 
, hroad-ahouldered aad heavily bearded, etretcheJ his 
Btless powerfui length beyond a broken hamboo chair witb 

1 eyes fixed on the tire. The woraan crouohed cross- 

jed lipon the broad earthen hearth, with her eyea blink- 
ingly fixed on her coropanion. They were small, black, 
round, berry-like eyea, and aa the firelight shone upon her 
amoky face, with its one atriped cheek of gorgeous brilliancy, 
• it was plainly the Prineesa Bob and no other. 

Not a Word was spoken. They had beea sitting thus 
for more than an hour, and there was about their attitude a 
Suggestion that silence was habitual. Once or twice the 
man rose and walked up and down the narrow room, or 
gBzed absently from the Windows of the pilot-houae, hut 
never by look or aign betrayed the elightest consciouaneaa 
of bis companion. Ät such timea the Prineesa from her 
nest by the fire followed him with eyea of canine expectancy 
and wistfiibieBs. But he would as inevitably retura to hia 
contemplation of tbe fire, and the Prineesa to her blinking 
watchfulnesa of hia face. 

Thc^ had aat there silent and undisturbed for many an 
evoiing in fair weather and foul. They had apent many a 
daj in sonshine and storm, gathering the unclaimed apoil 
of sea and ehore. They had kept these mate relationa, 
varied only by the incidenta of the bunt or meagre houae- 
hold dntiea, for three years, ever aince the man, wandering 
moodi]y over the lonely aanda, had fallen upon the half- 
otorred woman lying in the little hollow whsre she had 
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crawled to die. It had seeraed aB if they would never 
diaturbed, imtil aow, when the Princess started, and, wi 
the instinct of her race, bent her ear to the ground. 

The wind had riaea and was rattling the tarred canvi 
But in another moment theie plainly came from witho 
the hut the saund of vaices. Theo foUowed a rap at i 
door ; then another rap ; and then, before they conld ri 
to their feet, the door was ftung hriekly open. 

" I heg your pardon," said a pleasaat but eomewhat ( 
cided contralto voice, " but I don't think you heard i 
knock. Ah ! I aee you did not. May I come in ? " 

There was no reply. Had the battered figurehead 
the Goddesa of Liberty, which lay deeply embedded in t 
eaad on the beach, suddenly appearad at the door demar 
ing admittance, the occupants of tbe cabin could not ha 
been more speechlesaly and hopelessly astoaished than 
the form which stood in the open doorway. 

It was that of a slim, shapely, elegantly dressed you 
woman. Ä scarlet-üned silken hood was half thrown ha 
fiotu the shining mass of the hlack hair that covered 1: 
small head ; from her pretty shoidders dcopped a für cloa 
only restrained by a cord and tassel in her small glov 
band. Around her füll throat was a double uecklace 
large white beada, that hy some cunning feminine tri 
relieved with its infantile Suggestion the streng decisioo 
her lower face. 

" Did you say yea ? Ah ! thank yoa. We may coi 
in, Barker." (Here a shadow in a blue army orercoat fi 
lowed her iato the cabin, touched ita cap respectfully, a: 
then stood silent and erect against the walL) "Doi 
diaturb youTself in the leust, I beg. What a distreeüng 
uapleasant night I Is this youi usual climat« ? " 

Half gracioualy, half absently overlooking the st 
embarrassed silence of the group, ahe went on : " Y 
"t^rted from the fort over tbree hours ago, — three hov 
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^Hlgo, was n't it, Earker ? " — (the erect Baiker touched his 
^^Bap) — " to go to Captain Emmons's quarters on Indian 
^flsland, — I think you call it Indian Island, doa't you ? " — 
(she was appealing to the awe-atrioken Princeaa) — " and 
we got into the fog and lost our way ; that is, Earker loat 
hia way " — (Barker touched his cap deptecatingly) — 
"and goodßeaa knowa where we didn't wandet to untii 
we miatook your light for the lighthouaa and pulled up 
here. No, no, pray keep your aeat, do ! ßeally, I muat 

Nothing could exceed the languid grace of the latter part 
of this Speech, — nothing except the easy unconsciousness 
with which ehe glided by the offered chair of her stammet- 
ing, embarraaaed host, and atood beeide the open hearth. 

" Barker will teil you,'' she continued, warming her feet 
by the fire, " that I am Miss Portfire, daughter of Major 
Portfire, commanding the poat. Ah, excuae nie, child ! " 
(She had accidentally trodden upon the bare yellow wsa of 
the Princess.) " Eeally, I did not know you were there, 
I am very near-sighted," (In confirmation of her atatement, 
»he put to her eyea a dajnty double eyeglasa that dangled 
froia her neck.) " It 's a shocking thing to be near-sighted, 
is n't it ? " 

li the shamefaced nneasy man to whom thia remark was 
addressed could have found words to utter the thought 
that even in hia confusion struggled uppermost in hia mind, 
he would, looking at the bo!d, dark eyes that queationed 
him, have denied the fact. But he only atammered, " Tes." 
The next momentj however, Miaa Portfire had apparently 
forgotten him and was examining the Princess through her 
glaas. 

" And what is your name, child ? " 

The Princess, beatified by the eyea and eyeglass, showed 
all her white teeth at once, and softly acratched her leg. 
" " Bob." 
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" Bob ? What a singutar name ! " 

Miss FortGre'g hoet here hosteued to explsin tbe or^ 
of the Princess's title. 

" Then t/ou are Bob." (Eyegkas.) 

" No, my Dame is Grey, — John Gray." And he actually 
uhieved a bow where ankvardness was rather the air of 
imperfectty recalling a forgotten habit, 

"Grey? — ah ! let me Bee. Yes, certainly. You ftie 
Mr. Grey, the recluse, the bermit, tbe philosopher, aad all 
that sort of tbing. Why, certainly, Dr. Jones, our surgeon, 
-las told me all about you. Dear me, how interesting a 
'encontre ! Ldved all aloiie heie for eeven — was it eeven 
fears ? — yes, I remember now. Kxjsted qiiite au naturel, 
one might say, How odd ! Not tbat I know aaything 
about Ibat eort of tbing, you know. IVe lived always 
among people, and am leally quite a strangeT, I aasuie you. 
But honestly, Mr. — I b^ your pardon — Mr. Grey, hoM 
do you like it ? " .1 

She bad quietly t&ken his cbair and tbrown her closk 
and hood over its back, and was now thougbtfutly removing 
her gloves. Wbatever were the arguments, — and they 
were doubtless many and profound, — whatever the eipe- 
rienee, — and it was doubtless hard and satisfying enough, 
— by wbich this unfortunate man had justified bis life for 
the last Eeven years, somehow they suddenly became trivial 
and terribly ridiculous before this simple but practical 
questioo. 

" Well, you shall teil me all about it aftei you have 
given me something to eat. We will have time enougb ; 
Barker cannot find bis way back in this fog to-night. Now 
don't put yourselvea to any trouble on my accoont. Baiker 
■will aasist." 

Barker came forward. Glad to escape tba scnitiny of 
his gue«it, the bermit gave a few rapid directions to the 
Princess in her native tongue, and disappeared in the shed. 
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Left a moment alone, Miss Portfire took a quick, half- 
audible, feminine inventory of the cabia, " Books, guns, 
skins, one chair, one bed, no pictures, and no looking- 
glass ! " She took a book from tbe swinging sbelf and 
resumed her seat by the fire as the Princeaa reentered. with 
fresh fuel. But while kneeliug on the hearth the Princ«ss 
cbanced to look up, and met Miea Portfire'a dark eyee ovei 
tbe edge of her book. 

"Bob!" 

The PriDcesä showed her teeth. 

" Listen ! Would you like to have fine clothes, ringe, 
and beads like these, to have your bair nicely combed and 
put up ao ? Would you ? " 

The Princeaa nodded violently. 

" Would you like to live with me and have tbem ? ' 
Answer quickly. Don't look round for him. Speak for 
yourself. Would you ? Huah ! never mind now."' 

The bermit reentered, and the Princess, blinkjng, re- 
treated into tbe ehadow of the whaleboat ahed, from whioh 
she did not emerge even wben the homely repaat of cold 
venifion, ship-biscuit, and tea was served. Miaa Fortflre 
noticed her absence. " You really must not let nie interfere 
with your uaual airaple ways. Do you know this ia exceed- 
ingly interesting to me, so paatoral and patriarchal, and all 
that sort of thing. I muat ineiat upon the Princeaa Coming 
back; really I muat." 

But the Princeaa was not to be found in the sbed, and 
Uiss Portfire, who the next minut« seemed to have for- 
gotten all about her, took her place in the single cbair be- 
töre aa extemporized table. Barker stood bebiud her, and 
the bermit leaned against the. fireplace. Miss Portfire's ap- 
petit« did not come up to her protestationa. Per the firat 
time in eeven years it occurred to the bermit that hia ordi- 
nary victual migbt be improved. He stammered out eome- 
L fiüng to that effect. 
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" I have eaten better and vorse," Said Miss Fi 

quietly. 

" But I thought you — that is, you aaid " — 

" I epent a year in the hospitals, when father was on the 
Potomac," retumed Miss Portflre composodly. After a 
pause she continued ; " You remember after the second Bull 
Run — but, dear nie! I beg your pardon ; of courae you 
kaow nothing about the war, and all that eort of thing, and 
don't care." (She put np her eyeglasB and quietly sur- 
veyed bis broad, muacular figure against tbe chimney.) 
" Or perhapa your prejudices — but tben, as a hermit, you 
know, you have no politics, ol course. Please don't let me 
bore you." 

To have been strictly consistent, the hermit should have 
exhibited no interest in this topic. Perhaps it waa owing 
to Bome quality in tbe narrator, but he was constrained to 
beg her to continue in such phrasea as bis unfamiliar Ups 
could r-ommand. So that, little by little, Miss Portfire 
yielded up incident and pereonal Observation of the contest 
then raging ; with the sanie half-abstracted, half-uncon- 
cemed air that seeraed habitual to her, ahe told the atoriea 
of privation, of suffering, of endurance, and of sacrifice. 
With the Same assumptioo of timid deference that concealed 
her great self-control, she talked of principles and rights. 
Apparently without entbusiaam and without effort, of whicb 
his morbid nature would have been suspicioua, she sang the 
great American Iliad in a way that atirred the depths of her 
solitary auditor to ita massiv a foundations. Then ehe 
stopped and aaked quietly, " Where is Bob ? " 

The hermit atarted. He would look for her. But Bob, 
for some reason, was not forthcoming. Search was made 
withiD and without the hut, but in vain. For the firat 
tirae that eyening Miss Portfire showed some anxiety. 
"Go," sbe Said to Barker, "and find her, She mtiat be 
found j stay, give me your overcoat, I '11 go myself." She 



IHK PHINCESS BOB AND HER FRIESPS 



61 



threw the overcoat over her Shoulders and stepped out into 
the night. In the thick veil of fog thnt seemed suddenly 
to enwrap her, she stood for a. moment irresolute, and theo 
walked towatd the beach, guided by the low wash of watera 
on the Band. Sha had not taken many stepa before she 
stumbled over sorae dark, cronching object. Reaching down 
her band, abe feit the coaise, niry mane of the Friaceaa 

"Bob!" 

There was no replj, 

" Bob. I 've been looking for you, come." 

"Go 'way," 

" Nonfsnae, Bob. I want you, to stay with me to-night, 

" Injin aquaw no good for waugee woraan. Go 'wsy." 

"Listen, Bob. You are daughter of a chief : so am I. 
Tour father had many warriors : so has mine. It ia good 
that you stay with me. Come." 

The Princesa chtickled and sufiered herself to be lifted 
up. A few niomeats later and they reeutered the hut, 
band in band. ' 

With the first led streaks of dawn the next day the erect 
Barker touched bis cap at the door of the hut. Beaide 
him stood the hermit, also just risen from bis bknketed 
nest in the saad. Fortb from the hut, fresh as the morning 
air, stepped Miss Portfire, leading the Prinoess by the band. 
Hand in band also they walked to the shore, and when the 
Princess had been safely bestowed in the stem sheets, Miss 
Portfire tumed and held out her own to her late host. 

" I shall take the best of care of her, of course. You 
will come and see hei often. I sbould ask you to come 
and See me, but you are a hermit, you know, and all that 
gort of thing. But if it 's the eorrect ancborite thing, and 
can be done, my father will be glad to requite you for this 
nigbt'a hospitality. But don't do anything on my account 

t interferes with your simple habits. Good-by." 
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She hauded him a card, vhich lie took mechanically. 

" Good-by," 

The aail was hoisted, and the boat shoved off. 
freaH moming breeze caught the white canvas it aee 
bow a parting salutation. There was a roay fliish of proni 
iae on the water, and as the light craft darted forwaH 
toward the aacendiag sim, il seemed for a momeat uplifta 
in its glory, 

Miss Portfir« kept her Word. If thoughtful care a 
telligent kindness could regenerat« the Princeaa, bar future 
was aecure. And it really seemed as if she were for the 
first time inclined to heed the leseons of civilization, and 
profit by her new condition. An agreeable change was first 
Soticed in hei appearance. Her lawlesa bair was caught in 
a net, and no longer strayed over her low forehead. Her 
unstable büst waa atayed and upheld by French corseta ; 
her plantigrade shuffle was limited by beeled Iwots. Her 
dreasea were neat and clean, atid she wore a double necklace 
ot glaas beods With tbia pbyaical iinprovement there also 
seemed aome raoral awakening. She no longer stole nor 
lied. With tbe pwasession of personal property came a 
respect for that of othere. With increaaed dependence on 
the Word of thoae about hei came a thoughtful conaideration 
of herown. Intellectually she waa still feehle, although ahe 
grappled sturdily with the simple lesaons which Miaa Poit- 
fire set before her. But her zeal and aimple vanity outran 
her diacretion, and she wonld often sit for houra with an 
open book before her, which ehe could not lead. She waa a 
favorit« with the officers at the fort, from the Major, who 
ehared his danghter'a prejudices and often yielded to her 
powerful eelf-will, to the aubaltems, who liked her nona the 
less that theii natural aneniiea, the frontier volunteers, had 
deolared war against her helpless sisteihood. The only 
refltraint put upon hei was the limitation of her liberty to 
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the inclosiire of the fort and parade ; and onl; once did ehe 

break thia parole, and was stopped by tbe sentry as ahe 

etepped into a boat at the lau ding. 

The recluse did not avail himself of Miss Portfire's invi- 
^tation. Biit after the departure of the Frincess he speat 

lesB of hia time in the htit, and was more freijuently seen in 
w the distant marshee of Eel Biver and on the upland hüls. 
fJi. fei'eriah rpstlesanesB, quite opposed to bis usiial phlegm, 
lled him into singular freaks strangely inconaisteiit with Ms 
liiiaual habits and reputation. The purser of the occasional 

■ Bteamei which stopped at Logport with the maila leported 
r to have been boarded, just inside tbe bar, by a stränge, 

bearded man, who aaked for a newspaper containing the last 
war telegrama. He tore hia red ahirt into narrow strips, 
and Bpent two days with bis needle over the pieces aud tbe 
tattered remnant of bis only white garment ; and a few days 
afterward the fishermen on the bay wece suiprised to see 
irbat, QU Dearer approach, proved to be a nide imitation of 
the national flag lloating from a spar above the hut. 

One evening, aa tbe fog began to drift over the sand-hilla, 
the recluse aat alone in bia hut. The fire was dying un- 
heeded on tbe hearth, for he bad been aitting tbere for a 
long time, complotely absorbed in the blurred pages of an 
old Dewapaper. Presently he arose, and, refglding it, — an 
I «peratioD of great careand delicacy inits tattered conditlon, 
k — placed it under the blankets of bis bed. He reaumed 

■ hia seat by tbe fire, hut eoon began drumming with bis fin- 
■'geia on the arm of hia chair. Eventually this assumed the 

time and accent of some air. Tben be began to wbistle 

softly and hesitatingly, as if trying to recall a forgotten tune. 

Finally thla took shape ia a rüde resemblance, not unlike 

^bat wbich bis flag bore to the national Standard, to Yankee 

Suddenly be stopped. 

There was an unmistakable rapping at the door, Tbe 

Iblivid wbich bad at ficst ruahed to bis face now forsook it 




HOW SANTA CLAUS CAME TO SIMPSOIfS 
BAR 

It had been raining in the valley of the Sacramento. 
The North Pork bad overfiowed it« banka, and BattlcRnake 
Creek waa impasaable. The few bouldera that had marked 
the aummer ford at Simpsoa'a Crossing were obliterated 
by a vaBt eheet of water atretching to the foothills. The 
up-Btaga WO! Btopped at Granger's ; tbe last mail had been 
abanduiiBd in the tules, the rider swimming for his life. 
" An aroB," remarked the " Sierra Avalanohe," with penaive 
local piide, "us large as the Stat« of Maesochusetts ia nov 
under water." 

Nor was the weather any better in the foothills, The 
mud lay deep oo the mountain road ■^ wagona that neither 
phyaical force nor moral objurgation could move from tbe 
evil wnys into whicb they had fallen encumbered the track, 
and tbo vay to SJmpson'a Bar was indicated by broken- 
down teama and hurd swearing. And further on, cut off 
and iuacceasible, rained upoti and bedraggled, smitten by 
high winda aud threatened hy high water, Simpson's Bar, 
on the eve of Cbristmas Day, 1862, clung like a awallow'a 
nest to the rooky entahlature and splintered capitata of 
Table Mountain, and shook in the blast. 

Ae night shut down on the settlement, a few lighta 
gleamed through the niist from the Windows of cabina oa 
•ither aide of the highway, now croased and gnllied by 
iiwl«« streums aud awept by niar«uding winds. Happily 
moel of the population were gathered at Thompson'e Gtore, 
cluatereil »round a redhot stove, at which they sUently apat 
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in soine accepteil sense of social communion that perhapa 
rendered conversation unnecessary. Indeed, most mEthoda 
of diversion had JoDg since beea exhausted on Sitnpson'a 
Bar; high water had suspended the regulär occupations on 
giilch and on river, and a conaequent lack of money and 
whiskey had taken the zest from most illegitimate recrea- 
tion. Even Mr. Hamlin waa fain to leave the Bar with 
tifty doUara in his pocket — the only amount actually real- 
ized of the lai^e sums won by him in the succesaful ex- 
ercise of hia arduoua profesaioa. " Ef I was aeked," ho 
remarked somewhat iater^ — " ef I wae asked to pint out 
a purty little village where a retired sport aa didn't care 
for money could exereise hiaaelf, frequent and lively, I 'd 
Bay Simpaon'a Bar ; but for a young man with a large 
family depending on hia exertiona, it don't pay." Aa Mr. 
Hamlin's family consisted mainly of female adults, this 
lemark ia quoted rather to tthow the breadth of hia humor 
thaa the exact exteiit of hia reeposeibilities. 

fiowbeit, the unconscious ohjecta of this satire sat that 
evening in the listless apathy begatten of idleneas and lack 
of excitement. Even the sudden splashing of hoofa before 
the door did Bot arouae them. Dick Bullen alone paused 
in the act of scraping out his pipe, and lifted his head, but 
HO other one of the group indicated any intereat in, oi 
recognttion of, the man who entered. 

It was a figure familiär enough to the company, and 
known in Simpson's Bar as " The Old Man." A man of 
perhapa fifty yeara ; grizzled and scant of bair, but still 
fresh and youthful of complexion. A face füll of ready 
but not very powerful sympathy, with a chameleon-like 
aptitude fot taking on the shade and color of contiguous 
mooda and feelinga. He had evidently juat left aorae 
hilariouB corapaniona, and did not at trat notice the gravity 
of the group, hut clapped the Shoulder of the nearest mau 
Kulaily, and threw himself into a vacant cbair. 
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" Jest heard the best thing out, boya ! Ye Vnow Srailey, 
over ynr — Jim Smiley — funniest man in the Bar ? Well, 
Jim was jest telling the richest yarn ahout" — 

" Smiley 's a fool," intermpted a gloomy 

" A partieuUr ekunk," added anothar in aepulchi'al 

accenta. 

A silence followed these positive statementB. The Old 
Man glanced quickly around the group. Then his face 
atowly changed. "That's ao," he said reflectively, after a 
' pause, " certainly a sort of a akunk and suthin' of a fool. 
In course," He was eilent for a moment, aa in painful 
contemplation of the unsavoriness and folly of the un- 
populär Sniiiey. " Dismal weather, ain't it 1 " he added, 
now fully embarked on the current of prevailing sentiment. 
" Mighty rough papers on the boys, and no show for uioney 
thifl season. And to-morrow 's Chriatmas." 

There was a movement among the men at this announce- 
ment, bat whether of satiafactian oi disguat was not piain, 
" Yes," continued the Old Man in the lugubriona tone ha 
had, within the last few moments, nnconsciously adopted, 
— "yes, Christmas, and to-night 's Chriatmas Eve. Ye see, 
boys, I kinder thought — that is, I sorter had an idee, jeat 
paasin' like, you know — that maybe ye 'd all like to come 
over to my house to-night and have a sort of tear round. 
Eut I suppose, now, you wovild n't ? Don't feel like it, 
maybe ? " he added with anxioua aympathy, peering into 
the faces of his companions. 

" Well, I don't know," responded Tom Flynn with soina 
cheevf ulness. " PVaps we may. But how about your wife, 
Old Man ? What doea ahe say to it ? " 

The Old Man'hesitated. His conjugal experienee had 
not been a happy one, and the fact was known to Siropson'a 
Bar. Hia first wife, a delicate, pretty little woman, had 
auffered keenly and secretly from the jealous auspicions ol 
her husband, until one day he invited the whole Bar to bis 
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botiae to expose her infidelity. On arriving, t!ie party found 
the sliy, petita creatiire quietly eugaged in her household 
dutics, aiid retired abashed and disconifited. Bot the eensi- 
tive woraun did not easily recover from the nhock of this 
extraordinary outrage. It was with difflculty she regaiued 
her equanimjty aufflcieutly tu release her lover from the 
doset in which he was concealed, and eacupe with him. 
She left a boy of three years to uomfort her bersaved hus- 
band. The Old Man'a preaeat wife had been bis cook. 
She was large, loyal, and aggressive. 

Eefore he could reply, Joe Dimmick suggested with 
great directness that it was the " Old Man'a houae," and 
that, invokiag the Divine Power, if the case were hia own, 
he would invite whotn he pleased, even if in so doing he 
imperiled hia salvation, The Powers of Evil, he further 
remarked, shonld contend againat him vainly. All thia 
delivered with a tersenesa and vigor lost in thia neceesary 
transUtign. 

" In conrse. Certainly. Thet 's it," Said the Old Man 
with a aympathetic frown. " Thar 's no trouble about thet. 
It'a my own hoiise, huilt every atick on it myself. Don't 
you he afeard o' her, boys. She niai/ cnt up a trifle rough 
— ez wimmin do — but she 'U come round." Secretly 
Ibe Old Man trusted to the exaltation of liquor and the 
fiower of cour^eous example to sustain him ia such an 
emergency. 

Äe yet, Dick Bullen, the oracle and leader of Simpson'a 
Bar, had not spoken. He now took hia ptpe from hia lipa. 
"Old Man, how'a that yer Johnny gettin' on ? Seema to 
me be did n't look so peart last time I aeed him an the 
bluff heavin' rocks at Chjnamen. Did n't seem to take 
niuch intereat in it. Thar was a gang of 'em by yar yestei^ 
day — drownded out up the river — and I kiuder thought 
o* Johnny, and how he 'd mise 'em 1 Maybe now, we 'd bo 
i way et he wua flick ? " 
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The father, evidently touched not only by this pathetio 
picture of Johnny's deprivation, but by the considerate deli- 
cacy of the apeaker, hastened to assure him tbat Johnny 
was better, aad that & " Httle fun might 'liven him up." 
Wbereupon Dick arose, shook hünself, and saylng, "I'm 
ready. Lead the way, Old Man : here goes," himself led 
the way with a leap, a characteristic howl, and darted out 
iato the night. Äs he pasaed througb the outet room he 
caught up a bhtzing braud from the heartb. Tbe action 
was repeated by the rest of tbe party, closely following 
and elbowing eaob other, and before tbe astonished propri- 
etör of ThompBon's grocety was aware of the intention of 
hia guesta, the room was deserted, 

The night was pitchy dark. In the first gust of wind 
their temporary torches were extinguisbed, and only tbe red 
brands dancing and flitting in the gloom like drunken will- 
o'-the-wispa indicated their whereabouta. Their way led 
up Fine-Tree Canon, at the head of which a brood, low, 
bark-thatched cabin burrowed in the mountain-side. It 
was the liome of the Old Man, and the entrauce to the 
tunnel in which he worked when he worked at all. Here 
tbe crowd paused for a luomeat, out of delicate defeience 
to their host, who came up panting in the rear. 

" P'r'aps ye 'd better hold on a eecond out yer, whilst I 
go in and eee that thinga ia all rjght," eaid the Old Man, 
with au indifferencB he was far from feeling, The Sugges- 
tion was gracioufily accepted, the door opened and closed on 
the host, and tbe crowd, leaning tbeir backa against tbe 
wall and cowering under the eavea, waited and listened. 

For a few moments there was no sound but the dripping 
of water from the eaves, and the stir and rustle of wrestling 
boughs above them. Then the men becauie uneaay, and 
whiapered Suggestion and auspicion passed from the one to 
the other. " R«ckon ehe 'a caved in bis head the lirat 
Jick ! " " Decoyed bim inter the tunnel and harred him 



^B imrou: 
HM. 



HOW SANTA CLAUS CAME TO SIMPSON'S BAR 71 

jxp, likely." " Got him down and aittin' on him." " Prob'ly 
biling suthin' to heave on \i8 : Bland clear the door, boya ! " 
For just then the latch clicked, the door slowtj opened, 
and a voice aaid, " Come in out o' the wet." 

The voice was neither that of the Old Man nor of bis 
wife. It waa the voice of a amall boy, ita weak treblo 
broken by that preternatural hoarseness wbiciv only vaga- 
bondage and the babit of premature self-assertion can give. 
It was the face of a emaU boy that looked up at theirs, — 
a face that miglit have been pretty, and even refineiJ, but 
that it was darkened by evil knowledge from within, and 
dirt and bard experience from wlthont. He had a blanket 
mround hia ehoulders, and had evidently just risen from bis 
Come in," be repeated, "and don't make no noiae. 
ttrhe Old Man 's in there talking to mar," he contiimed, 
pointing to an adjacent roora which aeemed to be a kitchen, 
ftom which the Old Man'a voice came in deprecating ac- 
cente. " Let me be," he added queruloualy, to Dick Bul- 
len, who had caiight him up, blanket and all, aod was 
affecting to toss him into the fira, " let go o' me, you d — d 
old foo!, d' ye hear ? " 

Thua adjiired. Dick Bullen Iowered Johnny to the 
ground with a smothered laugh, while the men, eatering 
quietly, ranged themaelvea around a long table of rough 
boards which occupied the centre of the room. Johnny 
then gravely proceeded to a cupboard and brought out sev- 
eral articleH, which he deposited on tbo table. "Thar's 
whiakey. And crackere. And red berona. And cheese," 
He took a bite of the latter on his way to the table. " And 
nigar." He scooped «p a mouthful ere rotite with a snioll 
ind very dirty band. " And terbacker. Thar 'a dried 
tppQa too on the shalf, but I don't admire 'em. Appila ia 
«wellin'. Thar," he concluded, "now wade in, and don't 
ba afeard. / don't mind the old woman. She don't Vlong 
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Hb had stepped to the threshold of a small room, scarcely 
la^gt^r than a cloaet, partitioned off from the main apart- 
ment, nnd holUing in its dim recees a eniall bed. He stood 
there a. moment looking at the companj, his bare feet pee^ 
ing from the blanket, and nodded. 

" Hello, Jolinny 1 You ain't goic' to tnm 
ye ? " Bald Dick. 

" Yes, I are," tesponded Johnny decidedly. 

" Why, wot 's up, old feltow ? " 

"How aick?" 

" I 've got a feTier. And childblains. And roomatiZ] 
retutned Johnny, and vanished within. After a momeat'i 
pause, he added in the dark, apparently from undei 
bedclothes, — " And bilea ! " 

There was an erabarrasaing ailence. The men looked at 
each other and at the fire. Even with the appetizing ban- 
quet before them, it seemed as if they might again fall into 
the despondency of Thotnpaon'a grocery, when the voioc of 
the Old Man, inoautiously lifted, came deprecatingly from 
the kitchen, 

" Certainly I Thet 'b so. In course they is. A gang 
o' lazy, dninken loafers, and that ar Dick Ballen 'e the 
ornariest of all. Did n't hei no more sähe than to come 
ronnd yar with eickness iu tha house and no provision. 
Thet 's what I said : ' Bullen,' Bez I, | it 'b erazy drunk yon 
are, or a fool,' se/ I, ' to think o' such a thing.' ' Staples,' 
I sez, 'be you a man, Stapler, and 'apect to raise h- 
under my roof and invalids lyin' round ? ' But they i 
come, — they would. Tbet's wot you must 'apect o' 
trash as lays round the Bar." 

A burst of laußhter from the men fotlowed this nnforto- 
nate exposure. "VVhether it was overheard in tfae kitchen, 
or whether the Old Maa'a irate companion had just then 
exhaiistM all other modes of eipressing her contemptu< 
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indignatioit, I canuot say, but & back door was suddenly 
slammed with great violence, A moment later and tbe 
Old Man reappeared, haply unconsciotia ai the cause of the 
Ute hüarioua outburst, and amüed blandly. 

" The old woman thought she 'd jeat run over to Mre. 
MacFadden's for a aociable call,'' he esplained with jauaty 
mdiffeTetice, as be took a seat at the board. 

Oddly enough it needed thia untoward incident to re- 
lieve the embarrasament that wae beginaing to be feit by 
the party, and their natural audacity retumed with theit 
host. I do not propose to record the convivialitiea of that 
eveDing. The inquisitive reader will accept the statement 
that the conversation was cbaracterized by the same intel- 
lectual exaltation, the aame cautious reverence, tbe same 
fastidious delicacy, the aame rhetorical preciaion, and the 
same logical and coherent discourse eomewhat later in the 
evening, which diatinguish similar gatherings of the mascu- 
line sex in more civilized locatities aad under more favoi- 
able auapicea. No glasses were broken in the abaence of 
any ; no liquor wag uselessly spilt on the floor or table in. 
the Bcarcity of that article. 

It was nearly midnight when the festivities were inter- 
rnpted, " Huah," eaid Dick Bullen, holding up hia band. 
It was the queruloua voice of Johnny from hia adjacent 
closet ; " dad ! " 

The Old Man arose buiriedly and disappeared in the 
cloaet. Presently he reappeared. " His rbeumatiz is Com- 
ing on agin bad," he explained, "and he wants rubbin'," 
He lifted the demijobn of whiakey from the table and 
Bhook it. It was empty. Dick Bullen put down hia tin 
eap with an embarrassed laugh. So did the others. The 
Old Man examined their contents and said hopefully, " I 
TBckoD that 'a enough ; he don't need much, You hold on 
lU o' you for a apell, and I '11 be back ; " and vanished in 
the cloaet with an old flannel shirt aad the whiakey. The 
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dooT closed but imperfectly, and the foUowing dialogue i 
distmctly audiLle : 

" Now, soany, whar does she Bebe woret ? " 

" Sometimes over yar and sometimes under jer ; but ifafl 
most powerful from yer to yer. Kub yer, dad." 

A silence Geemed to indicate a brisk rubbing. 
Johnny : 

" Hevin' a good time out yer, dad ? " 

" Yea, Sonny." 

" To-morrer 'a ChrismisB, — ain't it ? " 

" Yes, BOnny. How does ehe feel now ? " 

" Better. Kub a little furder down, Wot's Chiüm 
anyway ? Wot 'a it all ahout ? " 

" Oh, it 'a a. day." 

This exhauHtive definition was apparently satiafactory, : 
there was a ailent iuterval of ruhbing. Preaently Johnny" 

" Mar sez that everywhere eise but yer everybody gives 
thinga to everybody Chrismisa, and then shejist waded inter 
you. She sez thar 's a man they call Sandy Clawa, not a 
white man, you kuow, but a kind o' Chinemin, comes down 
the chimbley night afore Chriamias and gives tbings to 
chillern, — boya lite me. Puta 'em in their butes ! Thet 's 
what she tried to play upon me. Easy now, pop, whar are 
you rubhin' to, — thet 'a a mile from the place, She jeat 
made that up, did n't ehe, jeat to aggrewate me and you ? 
IXin't ruh thar. . . . Why, dad! " 

In the great quiet that aeemed to have fallen upon the 
house the aigh of the near pines and the drip of leavea 
without waa very distinct. Johnny 'b voice, too, was 
lowered as he went on, " Don't you take on now, for I 'm 
gettin' all right fast. Wot'a the boys doin' out thar ?" 

The Old Man partly opened the door and peered through. 
His gueats were sittin g tbere sociably enough, and there 
WerQ a few silver coina and a lean buckakin purse on t 
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table. " Bettln' on sutUin' — some little game or 'nother. 
They 're all right," he replied to Johnny, and recoramenced 
liis rubbing. 

" I 'd like to take b band and win some money," eaid 
Johnny raflectively after a pause. 

The Old Man glibly repeated what was evidently a 
familiär fornj»^, that if Johnny would wait untU he stnick 
it rieh in tho tlpiael ha 'd have Iota of money, etc., etc. 

Ye8," Bsid Johnny, " but you don't. And whether 
atrike it or I win it, it 's about the eame. It 's all 

:]u ^ut it 's mighty cur'o's about CbriBmiss — ain't it ? 

ly dp tiiej' call it Chriamisa ? " 

Per^«q»lfrom some inatinctive deference to the overhear- 
ing o£ hia gueata, or from eome vague sense of incongruity, 
the Old Alan's reply was so low as to be inaudible beyond 
tbe room. 

"Tes," Said Johnny, with some slight abatement of 
intereBt, " I 're heerd o' kim before. Thar, that 'II do, 
dad. I don't ache near so bad as I did. Ifow wrap me 
ti^t io tbis yer blanket. So. New," he added in a 
muflied whiaper, "sit down yer by me lill I go asleep," 
To asBure bimself of obedience, he diaengaged one band 
from the blanket, and, grasping bis father's aleeve, again 
comp^sed bimself to reat. 

WiUOne moments the Old Man waited patiently. Then 
the oawoDted stillness of the house excited hia cnrioaity, 
and without moving from the bed he cautjously opened the 
door with bis disengaged band, and looked ioto the roain 
toom. To his infinite surpriae it was dark and deaerted. 
Bat even then a smouldering log an the hearth hroke, and 
by the upspringing blaze he saw the figuie of Dick Bullen 
Bttting by the dying embers. 

'■ Hello ! " 

Dick started, rose, and came somewbat imateadily towatd 
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" Whftr '3 the boys ? " «aid the 0)d Man. 

"Gone up tha canon on a little paatar. Th«^%B 
Coming back for me in a minit. I 'm waitin' round tot 'em. 
What are you starin' at, Old Man ? " he added, with a ■ 
forced laugh ; " do you think L'm drunk ? " 

The Old Man might have been pardoned ^e suppojition, 
for Dick's eyes were humid and bis fJftuahed. He 
loitered and lounged back to tbe chimnej{|Hwned, ahook 
himself, buttoned up bis coat and laughed. " Liquor ain't^ 
so plenty aa that, Old Man. Now don't you git up," ha 
continued, as the Old Man made a movement to release hia 
deeve from Johnny's band, " Don't you mind manners. 
Sit jest wbar you be ; I 'm goin' in a jilfy. Tbar, that 's 

There was a low tap at the door. Dick Bullen opened 
it quickly, nodded "Good-night" to bis host, and disop- 
peared, The Old Man wouid have followed him but for 
the hand that still unconsciously graaped bis sleeve. He 
could have easily dieengaged it : it was small, wealt, and 
emaciated. But perhapa becaiise it was small, weak, U)d 
emaciated be cbanged bis mind, and, drawing bis chsir 
closer to the bed, rest«d bis head upon it. In thia detenae- 
lees attitude the potency of bis earlier potationa aurpriged 
him. The room flickered and faded befoie bis eyea, wap- 
peared, faded again, went out, and left him — asldepL 

Meantime Dick Bullen, cloaing the door, confrdSlWIiia 
companiona. " Are you ready ? " aaid Staples. " Ready," 
Said Dick ; " what 's the time ? " " Fast twelve," waa tbe 
reply ; " can you make it ? — it 'b nigh on fifty milea, the 
round trip hitber and yon." " I reckon," retumed Dick 
shortly. "WTiar'a tbe mare?" "Bill and Jack'a 
holdin' her at the crosain'," " Let 'em hold on a minit 
longer," said Dick. 

He turned and reenteted the house softly. By the light 
of tbe guttering candle and dying fire be aaw that the dooi 
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of thb little room waa open. He stepped toward it on tip- 
tot-ttnd looked in. The Old Maa had fallen back in his 
cliair, Bnoring, hia helpless feet tbcust out in a line with his 
coll«psed Shoulders, and bis hat pulled over bis eyes. 
Beside bim, on a narrow wooden bedstead, lay Johnny, 
niuffled tightk- in a blanket that hid all save a strip of 
forehead aut^'jl'j^w curls damp with perapiratioo. Dick 
Bullen madejt^^p forward, hesitated, and glaaced over his 
gboulder into the deserted room. Everjtbing was quiet. 
With a Budden reSolution he parted bis buge mustacbes 
with botli hands and etooped over tbe aleeping boy. But 
evea ax ha did so a mischievous blast, lying in wait, swooped 
down '^0 'tJBJBi^&y, rekindled the hearth, aad lit up the 
room witPs shameless glow from vbich Dick fied in baeb- 
f ul terror. 

His companiona were already waiting for bim at the 
croBsing. Two of tbem were struggling in tbe darkness 
with aome stränge misshapea hulk, wbich as Dick came 
nearer took the eemblance of a great yellow horse. 

It waa tbe mare. Sbe was not a pretty picture. From 
her ZU)man nose to her rising baunches, from her arched 
Bpine bidden by the etiff machülas of a Mexican saddle, to 
her tbick, straight bony legs, there was not a line of equine 
graca. In her balf-blind but wholly vicious white eyea, in 
tuet protiAidiiig under-lip, in her monstrous color, tbere was 
notbing Imt uglinesa and vice. 

" Now tben," said Staples, " stand cl'ar of her beele, 
boys, and up with you. Don't miss your first holt of ber 
maiie, and mied ye get your off stirrup quick. Eeady ! " 

Tbere waa a leap, a acrambling struggle, a bound, a wild 
retrest of the crowd, a circle of flying boofs, two springless 
leaps that jarred the earth, a rapid play and jingle of spurs, 
t plunge, and tben tbe voice of Dick somewbeie in the 
daiknesB. " AU rigbt 1 " 
_ "Don't take the Iower road back onlesa you're hard 
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pushed for time 1 Don't hold her in down hill We '11 he 
at the ford at five. G'lang ! Hoop« ! Mula I GO I " 

A Eplash, a spark etruck from the ledge in the road, a 
clatter ia the roctcy cut beyond, and Dick was gone. y ^k 

Sing, Muse, the ride of Eichard Bullen ! Sing, • 
Muse, of chivalrouB men ! the sacred queat, the doughty 
deeds, the battery of low churla, the fearsom»fide andgrue- 
Bome perils of the Flower of Simpson's Bar ! Alack I ahe 
iB dainty, thia Muse ! She will have none of this bucking 
brüte and swaggering, ragged rider, and I must fain follow 
him in proae, afoot 1 

It was oae o'clock, and yet he had only fabtvd Eattle- 
snake Hill. For in that time Jovita had reheatsed to him 
all her imperfections and ptacticed all her vices, Thrice 
had she stumbled. Twice had she thrown np her Boman 
nose in a straigbt line with the reins, huA, reeisting bit and 
Spur, Struck out madlj acrosa country. Twice had she 
reared, and, reariog, fallen backward ; and twice had the 
agile Dick, unhaimed, tegained bis eeat before she found 
her vicious lega again. And a mite beyond tbem, at the 
foot of a long hill, was Rattlesnake Creek. Dick knew tbat 
ber^ WB3 the CTUcial test of bis abilitj to perform bis enter- 
prise. eet hia teeth griroly, put his knees well tnlo her 
ßanks, and cbanged his defensive tactics to brisk iMBHbibs. 
Bullied and maddened, Jovita began the descent orAk hilL 
Here tbe aitful Bichaid pret«nded \o hold her in with 
ostenlatious objurgatioa and well-feigned cries of alann. 
It is unnecessary to add that Jovita instantly ran away. 
Sor need I state the time made in the descent ; it is written 
in the chronides of Simpsoa's Bar. Enough that in another 
moment, as it eeemed to Dick, sbe was eplaahing on the 
oTerflowed banks of Battleaoake Creek. Aa TÜtk espected, 
the momentnm ehe had actiuired carried ber beyoad the 
point of balking, and, bolding her veti togetber for I 
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mighty leap, they dashed into the middle of the swiftly 
flowing current. A few momentB of kicking, wailing, and 
Bwimming, and Dick drew a long breath on the opposite 
bsnk. 

The road fram Battleanake Creek to Bed Mountain was 
tolenibly level. Either the plunge in Eattleanake Creek 
had dampened her baleful fire, or the art which led to it 
had ehown her the euperior wickedneaa of her rider, for 
Jovita no longei waated her eurplus energy in wanton con- 
ceita, Once ahe bucked, but it was from force of habit ; 
once she ahied, but it was from a new, fieshly painted meet- 
ing-bouse at the crossing of the county road. Holiowa, 
ditchee^gravelly deposite, patches of f reahly springiag grosses, 
flew from beneath her lattling hoofa. She began to amell 
unpleaBantly, once or twice abe coughed aligbtly, but tbere 
was no abatement of her strength or speed. By two o'clock 
be had paased Bed Mountain and begun the descent to 
the plaiü. Ten minutea later the driver of the fast Pioneer 
coach was overtaken and passed by a " man on a Pinto 
hose," — an event sufficieQtly notable for remark. At half 
paet two Dick loee in bis atirrups with a greut shout. Stars 
were glittering tbrougb the rifted clouda, and beyond bim, 
out of the piain, roae two apirea, a Hagstaff, and a atraggling 
line of black objeeta. Dick jingled bis epura and awung 
bis riata, Jovita bounded forward, and in anotber moment 
they swept into Tuttleville, and drew up before the wooden 
piazza of " The Hotel of All Nations." 

What transpired that night at Tuttleville is not strictly a 
part of this record. Briefiy I may atate, bowever, that after 
Jovita had been handed over to a aleepy ostler, whom ehe 
at once kicked into unpleaaant conaciouaneas, Dick aallied 
ont witb the barkeeper for a tour of the sleeping town. 
Ligbta still gteamed from a few aaloons and gambling-houaes ; 
bat, avoiding theae, they atopped before several closed sbops, 
nd by peraistent tapping and judiciouB outcry rouaed the 
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proprietore from their bed?, and ciade tbera unbar the doora 
of their magazines and expoae their wares. Sometimes tbey 
were met by curaea, but oftener by interest and aome con- 
cern JQ their needs, and the interview was invariably con- 
cluded by a drink. It was three o'clock before this pleas- 
antry was given over, and with a amall wal*rproof bag of 
India-rubber strapped on bis ahouldera, Dick returned tc 
the hotel. But bere he was waylaid by Beauty, — Beauty 
opulent in charms, afüuent in dresa, persuaaive in apeech, 
and Spanieh in accent ! In vain she repeated the invitation 
in " Excelsior," happily acomed hj all Alpin e-clim hing 
youth, and rejected by this child of the Sierraa, — a rejection 
Boftened in this instance by a laugh and bie last gold coin. 
And then he sprang to tbe eaddle and dashed down the 
lonely stteet and otit into the lonelier plaia, where presently 
tbe lights, the black line of houses, the spires, and the flai 
ataff sank into the earth behind him again and weie loat 
the distance. 

The atorin bad cleared away, tbe air was brisk and colä||!| 
tbe outlinea of adjacent landmarks were distinct, but it wu 
half-past four before Dick reached the nieeting-house anA 
the crosaing of the county road. To avoid the risiog grade 
he had taken a longer and tnore circtiitous road, in wbose 
viscid mud Jovita sank fetlock deep at every bound. It 
waa a poor preparation for a Gt«ady ascent of five miles 
more ; but Jovita, gathering her lega under her, took it 
with her usual blind, unreaaoniag fury, and a balf-hour later 
reached tbe long levet that led to Rattlesnake Creek. 
Another half-bour would bring him to the creek. He threW 
the reins lightly upon the neck of the mare, chirruped t» 
her, and begaa to eing. 

Suddenly Jovita shied with a bound that would bave 
unseated a lesa practiced rider. Hanging to her rein was a 
figure that had leaped from tbe bank, and ut tbe aame time 
from the road befote her arose a ahadowy hör« and rid«i£ 
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" Tlirow iip your hands," commaaded the eecond appari- 
tion, with an oath. 

Dick feit the mare tremble, quiver, and apparently sink 
under him. He knew what it meant and was prepared. 

" Stand aside, Jack Simpson. I know you, you d — d 
thief ! Let me pass, or " — 

He did not finish t)ie aentence. Jovita rose straight in 
the air ivith a terrific bound, throwing the figure from her 
bit with a Single shake of her vicious head, and chai^ed 
with deadly malevolence down ou the impediment before 
her. An oath, a pistol-shot, horse and highwajman roUed 
Over in the road, and the next moment Jovita was a hundred 
y&rds away. But the good right arm of her rider, shattered 
by a bullet, dropped helpleasly at his side. 

Without slacking his speed he shifted the reins to his left 
hand. But a few momenta later he was obliged to halt and 
tighten the saddle-gittbs that had slipped in the onset. 
This in his crippled ctindition took some time, He had 
no fear of pursuit, but looking up he saw that the eastern 
stare vere already paling, and that the distant peaks had 
lost their ghoatly whiteneaa, and now stood out blackly 
ftgainat a lighter sky. Day was upon hira, Then com- 
pletely absorbed in a single idea, he forgot the pain of hia 
wound, and mounting again dashed on toward Kattlesnake 
Creek. But now Jovita's breath came hroken by gaeps, 
Dick reeled in hia aaddle, and brighter and brightei grew 

Bide, Kichard ; run, Jovita ; linger, day ! 

For the last few roda there waa a roaring in bis eare. 
Was it exhaustion froni losa of blood, or what ? He was 
dazed and giddy as he swept down the hill, and did not 
recognize his surroundings. Had he taken the wrong toad, 
or was this Eattleanake Creek ? 

It was. But the brawling cteek he had swara a few 
inun before had risen, more tfaan doubied ita volume, and 
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now roUed a swift and reBJstleaa river between him and 
Kattlesnake Hill. For the first time that night Richard'e 
heart sank within bim. The river, the mountain, 
quickening east, swam before bis eyes. He shufc tbem t| 
recover bis self-contral. In that brief interval, by i 
faatastic mental process, the little room at Simpson'e 
and tbe figures of the aleeping father and eon rose upon 
bim. He opened his eyes wildly, caet off bis coat, pistol, 
boota, and Eaddle, hound hia precious pack tightly to his 
Shoulders, grasped the bare flanks of Jovita with hia bared 
kneea, and witb a ebout daabed into the yellow water. A 
cry rose from tbe oppoeite bank as tbe bead of a man and 
borse straggled for a few momenta against tbe battling cur- 
rent, and then were swept away amidst uprooted treea and 
whirling driftwood. 

Tbe Old Man started and woke. The fire on the hearth 
waa dead, the caadle in the outei room flickeriug in its 
socket, and somebody was rapping at the door. He opened 
it, bnt feil back with a cry before the dripping, half-naked 
figure that reeled against tbe doorpost. 

" Dick ? " j 

" Hiish ! Is he awake yet ? " H 

" No ; bnt, Dick " — M 

" Dry up, you old fool I Get me some whlskey, quick/'* 
Tbe Old Man flew and returued witb — aa etnpty bettle ! 
Dick would have sworn, but bis strength was not equal to 
the occasion. He staggered, caught at tbe handle of the 
door, and motioned to the Old Man. 

" Thar 's suthin' in my pack yer for Johnny, Take it 
off. I can't." 

The Old Man nnstrapped the pack, and laid it befox 

the oxhausted man. 

" Open it, qnick." 

He did so witb trembling fingers. It contained only 4 
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few poor tojB, — cheap and barbaric enough, goodness 
knows, but bright with paint aod tinBel. One of tbem waa 
broken ; another, I fear, waa irretrievably ruined by water, 
on the tbird — ah tne ! there was a, criiel spot. 
It don't look like much, that 'e a fact," said Dick rue- 
lly. . . . "But it'a the best we could do, , . . Take 
'em, Old Man, and put 'em in bis Btocking, and teil bim — 
teil him, you know — bold me, Old Man"— The Old 
Man caught at bis sinking figure. " Teil bim," eaid Dick, 
■with a weak little laugh, — " teil him Sandy Claus has 



And eveii so, bedraggled, ra^ed, unsbaven and imsbi 
with one arm hangtng helplesely at hie aide, Santa Claus 
came to Simpson'a Bai and feil fainting on the first thresh- 
old. The Cbrietmas dawn came slowly after, touching the 
remoter peaka with the roay warmtb of ineffable love. And 
it looked so tenderly on Simpson'a Bar that the whole n 
tain, BM if caugbt in a genetous action, bluahed to tbe skies. 
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PAKT r. — WEST 

The Bon was rising ia the foothillB. But for an 1 
the black masa of Sierra eastward of Asgel's hed beea 
linad with fire, and the conveEtional momiiig had comB 
two houra before with the down coach from Placerville. 
The dry, cold, dewless California night still lingered in the 
long Canons and folded ekirts of Table Mountain. Kven 
on the mountain road the air was etill sharp. and that 
urgent neeessity for aomething to keep out the chill, which 
sent the barkeeper sleepily among hie bottles and wine- 
glasses at the Station, obtained all along the road. ^M 

PerhapR it niight be said that tho first Btir of life was in ^ 
the'bar-rooraa. A few birds twittered in the sycamorea at 
the roadside, but long before tliat glasses had clicked and 
bottles gurgied in the saloon of the Mansion House. Thia 
was still lit by a dissipated looking hanging-lamp, whicfa ■ 
was evidently the worse foi having been up all nigbt, an([[^| 
bore a singulat resemblanee to a faded reveler of Angel'i^^B 
who even thea sputtered and flickered in Am socket in an 
armchair below it, -<a reaetublance flo piain that when the 
first level sunbeam pierced the window-pane, the barkeeper, 
tnoved by a aentiment of consistency and corapaBfiion, put 
them bolh out together.' 

Then the aua came up haughtily. When it had paseed 
the eastern ridge it began, after its habit, to lord it over 
Angel's, snnding the therraonietpr up twenty degrees in as 
many minutes, driving the mules to the sparse shade of 
conals and fences, making the red dust incandeecent, and 
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tenewing its old imperiouB aggression on the apiked boaeea 
of the convex ahieJd of pines that ilefended Table Mountain. 
Thither by uine o'clock all coolneas had retreated, and the 
" oatsideB " of the up stage pluuged their hot faces in ita 
aromatic ahadows as in water. 

It was the custom of tho driver of the Wingdam coach 
to whip up his horses and entec Angel's at that remarkable 
pace which the woodcuta in the hotel bar-room representod 
to creduloua humonity aa the UBual rate of speed of that 
conveyattce. At such timea the habitual expression of dis- 
dainful retioence and lazy official severity which he wore on 
the box became intenaified aa the loungera gathered about 
the vebicle, aad oaly the boldeat ventured to address him. 
It was the Hon. Judge Beeswiuger, Meraber of Assembly, 
who to-day preaumed, perhaps rashly, on the strength of 
his official position. 

" Any political news front below, Bill ? " he asked, aa the 
latter slowly deacended from his lofty percb, without, how- 
Bver, any perceptible Coming down of mien or manner, 

" Not much," Eftid Bill, with deliberate gravity. " The 
President o' the United States hez n't bin hisself seoa you 

fbosed that seat in the Cabinet. The ginral feelin' in 
rütical ciroles is one o' regret." 
Irony, even of thia outrageous quality, was too common 
Angel's to excite either a smile or a frown. Bill slowly 
entered the bar-room during a dry, dead silence, in which 
only a faint epirit of emulation survived. 
^^ " Ye did n't bring up that agint o' Eothechild's thia 
^■■ip ? " asked the barkeeper slowly, by way of vague con- 
^^■ibution to tho prevailing tone of conversation. 
^■^ " No," responded Bill, with thoughtfnl esactitude. " He 
nid he could n't look inter that claim o' Johnson's without 
firet consultin' the Bank o' England." 

The Mr. Johnson hera alluded to being present as the 

ided reveler the barkeeper had lately put out, and as the 
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alleged ckim notoriously posseseed no attractions whatever 
to capitnlists, expectation naturally lookcd to liim for some 
response to thia evidcut challenge. He did bo by eimply 
Btating that he would " take sugar" in bis, and by Walking 
unstcodily towarda the bar, as if accepting a festive invita- 
tion. To the credit of Bill be it lecorded that he did not 
attempt to correct the mistake, but gnively toiiched glasses 
with him, and after saying "Here's another nail in your 
coiiin," — a cheetfiü eentiment, to which "And the hair all 
off your head " waa playfully added by the others, — he 
threw off his liquor with a single dexterous moTement of 
head and elbow, and etood refreshed. 

" Hello, old major I " said Bill, suddenly eetting down 
his glasB, " Are you there ? " 

It waa a boy, who, becoraing baahfully conscioua that thia 
epithel was addressed to him, retreated sidewaya to the door- 
way, where he stood beating his hat against the doorpost 
with au assumption of indifference that his downcaet bat 
mirthful dark eyes and reddening cheek scarcely bore out. 
Perhaps it was owing to hia size, perhaps it was to a certain 
cherubic outline of face and figure, perhaps to & peculiar 
truatfulnesa of expresaion, that he did not look half his age, 
'ffhich was really fourteen. 

Everybody in Angel's knew the boy. Either under the 
v-enerable title bestowed by Bill, or as " Tom lalington," 
after hia adopted father, his was a familiär preaence in the 
settlement, and the theme of much local criticism and com- 
ment. Hia waywarduesa, indolence, and nnaccountable ami- 
ability — a quality at once auapicioiiB and gratuitous in a 
pioneer comraunity like Angel's — had often been the suh- 
JBct of fierce discnasion. A large and reputable mtyority 
believed him destined for the gallows ; a minority not quite 
BO reputable enjoyed hia presence without troubling them- 
selves much about hia future; to one or two the evil pre- 
dictions of the majority possesaed neither novelty nor terr 
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E"Aaythiiig for me, Bill ?" asked the boy half mechaui- 
ly, witU the air of ropeating aome joculac formtilary per- 
tly understood by Bill. 

"Anjthin' for you!" echoed Bill, with an overacted 
severity eqnally well understood by Tommy, — " aoythin' 
for you t No ! And it 'e my opinion there won't be any- 
thin' for you ez long m you hang around bar-rooma aad epend 
your valooable time with loufere and bummera. Git ! " 

The reproof waa accompanieil by a auitable esaggeration 
of geatura (Bill had seized a decanter), before which the 
boy retreated still good-humoredly. Bill followed him to 
the door. '' Dem my skin, if he hez n't gone off with that 
bammer Johnson," he added, aa he looked down the road. 

" What 'h ha expectin', Bill ? " asked the barkeeper. 

" A letter from bis aunt. Eeckon he 'U hev to take it 
out in expectin'. Likely they 're glad to get shut o' him." 

" He 's leadin' a shiftlese, idle life heie," interposed the 
Uember of Assembly. 

"Well," Said Bill, who never allowed any one but him- 
aelf to abuse bis ptotdge, " aeein' he ain't expectin' no offis 
froia the hands o£ an enlightened constitooency, it is rayther 
a ahiftless life." After delivering this Parthian arrow with 
a gtfttuitoua twanging of the bow to indicate ita offenaive 
Personality, Bill winked at the barkeeper, slowly reaamed a 
pair of immense, bulgy huckskin gloves, whicb gave bis fin- 
gers the appearance of being painfully sote and bandaged, 
strode to the door without looking at anybody, called out, 
" All aboard," with a perfunctory air of aupreme indiffer- 
eace whether the invitation was heeded, remounted his boK, 
and drove stolidly away. 

Perhaps it was wel! that ha diil bo, for the converaation 
at once asBumed a disrespecttui attitude toward Tom and hie 
lelatives. It was more than intimated that Tom'a alleged 
IS none other than Tom'a real mother, while it wa« 
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also assert««! that Tom's alleged micle did uot bimself pn. 
ticipate in this intimate relationship to the boy to an extent 
wliich the fastidious taste of Ajigel's deemed moral and 
necessary. Populär opinion also believed tliat Islington, 
the adopted father, who received a certain stipend osteusibly 
for the boy'a support, retained it as a reward for his reti- 
cffiice regarding these facts. " He ain't ruinin' hisself by 
«4atin' it OD Tom," said the barkeeper, who possibly pos- 
sefced positive knowlcdge of much of laliiigton'e disburse- 
in«its. Biit at thia point exhaiisted nature langiiished 
ainODg aome of the debaters, and he turned from the fri- 
volity pf convereation to his aeverer professional duties, 

It waa also well that Bill'a moraentary attitude of didac- 
tic propriety waa not further excited by the subsequent con- 
duct of bis pToti^g^, For by thia time Tora, half supporting 
the unatahle Johnson, who developed a tendency to occa- 
sionally dasb serosa the glaring road, but cbecked himself 
raidwäy each time, reäched tha corral whieh adjöined the 
Manaion Houaa, At ita farther extremity was a pump and 
horae-trougb. Here, witbout a word being spoken, but evi- 
dently in obedience to some habitual custom, Tom led his 
companion. With the boy's assistance, Johnson removed 
hia coat and neckclotb, turned back the coUar of hia sbirt, 
and gravely placed his head beneatb the piimp-spout. 
With equal gravity and deliberation, Tom took his place at 
the handle. For a few moments only Ihe splashing of 
water and regulär atrokea of the pump broke the aoleranly 
ludicroua silence. Theti there waa a pauae in which John- 
son put hia hands to his dripping head, feit it critically aa 
if it balonged to soniebody eise, and raised his eyes to hia 
companion. "That ought to fetcb jV," said Tom, in answer 
to the look. "Ef it don't," replied Johnson doggedly, 
with an air of reüeving bimself of all further reapoDsibility 
in the matter, " it 's got to, thet 's all ! " 
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If " it " referred to some change in the phyBiognomy of 
Johnson, "it" had probably been "fetched" by the pro- 
cessjust indioated, The head that went under the pump 
was lai^e, and olothed with buahy, uncertain-colored hair ; 
the face was flushed, puify, and expresaionless, the eyea in- 
jected and füll. The head that came out froni under tbe 
pump was ot smaller aize and differeut shape, the hair 
straight, dark, and sleek, tbe face pale and hollüw-cheeked, 
tbe eyes bright and restless. In the baggard, nervous as- 
cetic that rose from the horse-trough there was very little 
trace of the Bacchus that had bowed tbere a moment before. 
Familiär aa Tom must bave been with the spectaole, he 
could Dot help iooking inquiringly at the trough, as if ex- 
pecting to see some tiaces of the previoua Johnson in its 
shallow depths. 

A narrow strip of wUlow, alder, and buckeye — a mere 
duety, raveled fringe of the green mantle that swept the 
high Shoulders of Table Mountain — lapped the edge of 
the corral. The silent pair were quick to avail themaelves 
of even its scant shelter from. the overpowering eun. They 
had not proceeded far, before Johnson, who was Walking 
quite rapidly in advance, suddenly brougbt himself up, and 
tumed to bis conipanion with an mterrogative " Eh ? " 

"I didn't speak," said Tommy quietly. 

" Who Said you spoke ? " said Johnson, with a quick look 
of cunning. " In courae you did n't speak, and I did n't speak 
neither, Nobödy spoke. Wot makes you think you spoke?" 
he continued, peering curionsly into Tommy's eyes. 

The smila which habitually shone tbere quickly vanished 
as the boy stepped quietly to bis companion'a side, and took 
bis arm without a word. 

" In course you did n't speak, Tommy," said Johnson 
deprecatingly, " You ain't a boy to go for to play an ole 
_joaker like me. That 's wot I like you for. Thet 's wot I 
you from the first. I sez, 'Thet 'ere boy ain't 
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going to play you, Johnson ! You can go yom wbole pile 

on bim, when you ean't truat even a barkeep'.' Tbet 'b 
wot I Mid. Eh ? " 

Thia time Tommy prudently took no notice of the inter- 
rogation, and Johnson went on : " Ef I was to ask you 
another question, you would n't go to play me neither — 
would you, Tommy ? " 

" Ko," Said the boy. j 

" Ef I was to aek you," continued Johnson, withouf 
heeding the reply, but with a growing ansiety of eye and a 
nervouH twitching of hia Ups, — " ef I was to ask you, für 
inataoce, ef that was a jackass rabbit that jest paased, — 
eh ? — you 'd say it was or waa not, ez the caee may 
You would n't play the ole man on thet ? " 

" No," Said Tommy quietly, " it was a jackass rabbit' 

" Ef I was to ask you," continued Johnson, " ef it wore, 
say, für instance, a green hat with yaller vihbona, you 
would n't play mp, and aay it did, onless" — he fldded, 
with intensifled cunning — " onlesa it did ? " 

" No," Said Tommy, " of course I would n't ; but then^^ 
you See, i( did." "I 

" It did ? " 

" It did ! " repeated Tommy atoutly ; " a green hat ■with 
yellow ribbons — and — and — a red roaette," 

" I did n't get to aee the ros-ette," aaid Johnson, with 
slow and conscieatioua deliheration, yet with an evident 
sense of relief ; " but that ain't sayin' it wa'n't there, you 
bnow. Eh ? " 

Tommy glanced quietiy at bis companion. There were 
great beads of Perspiration on hia ashen-gray forehead, and 
on the ends of his lank hair; the band which twitehed 
spaamodicaljy in his was cold and clammy, the other, which 
was free, had a vague, purpoaeless, jerky activity, as if 
attached to some deranged meehanism, Without any 
apparent concem in these phenomena, Tommy halted, andi. 
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oaraless, half-effeminate, but seH-posaeased boy o 
gedly aelf-willed, abnormally excited man. 

" It ain't tbe Square thing," said Jolinaon, after a pause, 
with a Isugh that was neither mirthful nor musical, and 
frightened away a lizard that had been regarding the pair 
'»irith breathless suspense, — " it ain't the Square thing for 
ickasa rabbits to wear bats, Tommy, — is it, eh ? " 

Well," aaid Tommy, with unmoved composure, " Bome- 
times they do and eometimea they don't. Änimals are 
mighty queer." And hero Tommy went off in an animated, 
but, I regret to 'say, utteriy untruthful and untrustworthy 
account of the habits of California fauna, until he was 
interrupted by Johnson. 

" And snakes, eh, Tommy ? " said the man, ^th an 
abstracted aic, gazing inlently on the ground before bim, 

" Ajid snakes," aaid Tommy, " but they don't bit«, — at 
least not that kind you see. There ! — doa't move, TJncle 
Ben, don't move ; they 're gone now. And it 's about 
tjme yo\i took yonr dose." 

Johnson bad huiriedly risen as if to leap upon the log, 
but Tommy had as quickly caught bis arm with one band 
wbile he drew a bottle from his pocket with the other, 
Johnson paused and eyed the bottle. " Ef you say so, my 
boy," he faltered, as his fingera closed nervously around 
it ; "say ' when,' then." He raised the bottle to bis lips 
and took a long draught, the boy regatding him critically. 
" When," aaid Tommy auddeoly, Johnson started, fluahed, 
and retumed the bottle qnickly. But the color that had 
risen to his cheek stayed there, his eye grew Irbs restless, 
they moved away again the band that rested on 
'ommy's Shoulder w 
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Their way lay along the flank of Table Mountain, — a 
wandering trau througb a tangled eolitude that niigtit have 
seemed virgin and unbroken but for a few oyster-cans, 
yeast-powder tina, and empty bottlea that had been appar- 
ently stranded by the " tirst low wash " of pioneer wavea, 
On tbe ragged trunk of an enormous pine hung a few tufta 
of gray hair caugbt from a pasaing grizzly, but in stränge 
.juxtapositioa at ita foot lay an empty bottle of incoraparable 
bittera, — tbe che/d'atuvre of a hygienic civüization, and 
blazoned with the arms of an all-bealing republic. The 
head of a rattlesnake peered ftom a case tbat bad contained 
tobacco, which was still brightly placarded with the bigh- 
coloied efilgy of a populär danseuse. And a little beyond 
tbis the soil was broken and fissuied, there was a confused 
inaae of ronghly bewn tiniber, a straggling line of sluicing, 
a heap of gravel and dirt, a rüde cabin, and tbe claim of 
Johnson. 

Except for the rudest purposea of sbelter from raiD and 
cold, tbe cabin pössessed but little advantage over the sim- 
ple savagery of surrounding nature. It had all the prac- 
tica! directness of tbe babitation of some animal, witbout 
ita comfort or picturesque quality ; tbe very birds that 
haunted it for food must bave feit tbeir own superiority as 
acchitects, It was inconceivably dirty, even with its scant 
capacity for accretion ; it was singularly stale, even in ita 
newness and freshnesa of material. Unapeakably dreary as 
it was in shadow, tbe aunligbt viaited it in a blind, aching, 
pnrpoaelesa way, aa if deapairing of mellowing ita outlines 
or of even tanning it iato color. 

The claim worked by Johneon in bis intervala of eobriety 
was represonted by half a dozen rüde openinga ia tbe 
mountain-side, with tbe heaped-up difbris of rock and 
gravel before tbe moutb of each, Tbey gave very little 
evidence of engineering skilt or constructive purpose, 
indeed ahowed anything bnt the vague, succeeaively a 



V HSS. SEAGGS'S BUSBAXDB 9S 

dtmed essayB o£ their projector, To-day they setTcd 
anotber purpose, for as the sun had heated the little cabin 
almost to the point of combuation, curling up the long dry 
shingles, and starting arontatic tears from the green pine 
beams, Tommy led Johnsoa into one of the larger openings, 
and with a sense of satisfacttDii threw himself panting upon 
ita roctcy fiooi. Here and there the grateful dampness was 
coDdeosed m quiet pooIs of water, ot in a monotonous and 
BOothing drip from the rocks above. Without lay the atat- 
ing eonlight — colorless, clarified, mt«nse. 

For a few momeuta they lay lesting on their elbows in 
blissful conteniplation of the heat they had escaped. " Wot 
do yon say," aaid Johnson slowly, without looking at bis 
companion, but abatractedly addressiag himself to the laad- 
Bcape beyond, — " wot do you say to two straight gamea 
für one thousand doUars ? " 

" Make it five thouaand," replied Tommy teflectively 
also to the landscape, " and I 'm in." 

" Wot do I owe you now ? " Said Johnson, aftet a 
lengthened ailence. 

" One hundred and seventy-five thouaand two hundred 
and fifty doUara," replied Tommy with businesa-tike 
gravity. 

" Well," aaid Johnson aft«r a deliberation commenaurate 
with the magnitude of the transaction, " ef you win, call it 
s bnndred and eighty thousand, round. War 's the 
keerda ? " 

They were in an old tin box in a crevic« of a rock above 
hia head. They were greaay and wom with servioe. 
Johnson dealt, albeit hia right band was still uncertais, — 
boTering, after dropping the cards, aimleasly about Tommy, 
and being only recalled by a strong nervous effort. Yet, 
notvitbstanding tbis incapacity for even honest manipula- 

I, Mr. Johnson covertly turned a knave from the bottom 

Ute pack with auch shameleas inefficiency and gratuitous 
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unekillfulneBB, that even Tommy was obiiged to cough and 
look elsewhere to hide hia embarrassment. Possibly for 
this Teaaon the young gentleman was himself constraiaed, 
by way of correction, to add a valuable card to bis own 
band, over and above tbe aiimber he legitimately held. 

NevertbelesB the game was vmexciting and dragged list- 
lessly. Johnaon won. He recorded tbe fact and the 
amount with a stub of penciL and shaking £ngers in wander- 
ing hiei'oglyphics all over a pocket diary. Then there was 
a long pause, wben Johnson alowly dtew sometbing from 
hie pocket and held it up before bis companion. It waa 
apparently a duU red atone. 

"Ef," aaid Johnson slowly, with hia old look of eimple 
cunaing, — " ef you happened to pick up aich a rock ea 
that, Tommy, what migbt you say it waa ? " 

" Don't know," aaid Tommy. g 

" Might n't you aay," continued Johnson cautiousljFjfl 
" that it was gold or ailver ? " "H 

" Neither," said Tommy promptly. ' 

" Might n't you say it waa quicksilver ? Might n't you 
eay that ef thar was a friend o' yourn ez knew war to go 
and turn out ten ton of it a day, and every ton wottb two 
thouaand dollars, that be had a aoft thiiig, a very aoft thing, 
— allowin', Tommy, that you uaed eich language, whicb 
you don't ? " 

" But," Said the boy, Coming to the point with great 
direotaess, " do you know where to get it ? have you Struck 
it, Uncle Ben ? " 

Johnson looked carefully round. " I hov, Tommy. 
Listen. I know whar thar 'a cartloada of it. But thar 's 
only one other specimen — the mate to tbia yer — thet 'a 
above ground, and thet 's in 'Friaco, Thar 's an agint 
comin' up in a day or two to look into it. I Beat for him. 
Eh?" 

His bright, restless eyes were concentrated od Tomnij's 
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face now, but the boy showed neither surpriae noi interest. 

Leaat oi ali did he betray any recoUection of Bill'a ironical 

and gratuitous oorroboratioo of thia part of the ekiry. 

l " Nobody knows it," continued Johnson in a nervoua 

fcrliisper, — " nobody knowa it but you and the agint in 

PFrisco. The boys workin' round yar passes by and sees 

the old man grubbin' away, and no signa o' color, not even 

rotten quartz ; the boys loafin' round the Mansion House 

seea the old man lyin' round free in bar-rooma, and they 

laughs and sen, ' Played out,' and epecta nothin'. Maybe 

ye think they apects authin' now, eh ? " queried Johnson 

Buddenly, with a abarp look of suapicion. 

Tommy looked up, ahook bis head, thiew a stone at a 
passing rabbit, but did not reply. 

" When I fuat set eyes on you, Tommy," continued 
Johnaon, apparently reassured, " the fuat day you kern and 
pumped fot me, an entire stranger, and hevin' no call to do 
it, I sez, 'Johnaon, Johnson,' sez I, 'yer's a boy you kin 
trust, Ter 'a a boy that won't play you ; yer 'a a chap 
that 'a white and Square,' — white and aquare, Tommy : 
them 'a the very words I used." 

He paused for a rooment, aad theo went on in a confiden- 
tial whisper, '"You want capital, Johnaon,' aez I, ' to 
develop your resourcee, and you want a pardner. Capital 
you can send for, but your pardner, Johnson, — your pard- 
ner is right yer. And his name, it is Tommy lalington ' 
Them 'a the very words I used." 

He stopped and chafed his clammy hands upon his 
kneea. " It 's six months ago sens I made you my pardner. 
Tbar ain't a lick I 've struck sens then, Tommy, thar ain't 
a han'ful o' yearth I 've washed, thar ain't a shovelful o' 
rock I 've tnmed over, but I tho't o' you. ' Share, and 
share alike,' aez I. "When I wrote to my ^nt, I wrote 
ekal for my pardner, Tommy Islington, he hevin' no call 
knotv ef the aame was man or boy," 
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He bad tnoved nearer the boy. and would perhaps hats 
laid hia haud careasiiigJy lipon hini, but even io bis mani- 
feat aSection thore was a singular dement of awed restraint 
and even fear, — a Suggestion of something ivithheld even 
hia fulleat confidencea, a hopelesa perceptioa of aome vague 
barrier that never could be surmounted. He may have 
been at times dimly conBcious tbat, in tbe eyes which 
Tommy raised to bis, tbere waa tborough intellectual ap- 
preciation, critical good-humor, even feminine softness, bat 
Botbing more. Hia nervousaeaa aomewhat heightened by 
hia embarraBament, be went on with an atterapt at calmneaa 
whicb bia twitching wbite lipa and unateady fingora made 
pathetically grotesque. "Thar's a bill o' sale in my bunk, 
made out accordin' to law, of an ekal ondivided balf of tbe 
claim, and the conaideration ia two hundred and fifty thoa- 
sand doUara — gambling debts — gainbling debts from nie 
to you, Tommy, you ii nd erstand ? " — notbing could 
ceed the intenae cunniiig of bis eye at this inoment — "aad 
tben tbftt 'e a wiU," 

" Ä will ? " Said Tommy in arauaed surpriae. 

Johnson looked frightened. 

" Eh ? " he Said burriedly, •' wot will ? Who said 
thin' 'bout a will, Toramy ?" 

" Nobody," replied Tommy with unbluehing calm. 

JobDBon passed bis hamä over bis pold forehead, wrni 
the damp enda of bis hair \yith bia fingere, and went on : 
" Times when I 'm took bad ez I was to-day, tbe boya about 
yer sei — you sez, maybe, Tommy — it 's whiskey. It ain't, 
Tommy. It 's pizen — quicksilver pizen, That 's wbat 's the 
matter with me. I 'm salivated ! Salivated with merkery. 

'■ I Ve heerd o' it before," continued Johnson, appealing 
to the boy, "and ei a boy o' permiakua reading, T reckon 
yon hev too. Them men as worka in ctnnabar sooner or 
later gets salivated. It'e bound to fetch 'em some time. 
Salivated by merkery," 
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[' What are you goin' to do for it ? " asked Tommy. 
' When the agint comee up, and I begins to realize on 
i yer mine," seid Johnson coutemplatjvely, " I goes to 
New York, I sez to the barkeep' o' the hotel, ' Show nie 
the biggeat doctor here.' He shows me. I sez to him, 
' Salivated by merkery — a year's etandiu' — how much ? ' 
He sez, 'Five thousand dollars, and take two o' theee pille 
at bedtime, and an ekil number o' powdera at meala, and 
come back in a week.' And I goes back in a week, cured, 
and signs a certifikit to that etfect." 

Encouraged by a look of intereat in Tonuny'e eye, he 

vent on. 

^B " So I gets cured. I goea to the barkeep', and I sez, 

^Kf Show me the hi^est, fashionblest house thet 's for aale 

^Vfer.' And he sez, ' The biggeet nat'rally h'longs to John 

Jacob Aator.' And I sez, ' Show him,' and he showa him. 

And I sez, ' Wot might you ask for this yer houae ? ' And 

ha looks at me scornful, and sez, ' Go Vay, old raan ; you 

muat be sick.' And I fetobea him oue over the left eye 

snd he apologizes, and I gives him bis own price for the 

houae. I stocks that house with mahogany furniture and 

perviaiona, and thar we livea, — you and me, Tommy, you 

The eun no longer ahone upon the hillside. The sha- 
dows of the pines were begioning to creep ovet JohnBOn'e 
clatm, and the air within the cavem was growing chill. In 
the gathering darkneaa his eyes shone brightly as he went 
on : " Then thar conies a day when we gives a big spread. 
We invitea gov'nera, mem'oera o' Congreaa, gentlemen o' 
faahion, and the like. And among 'era I invitea a Man 
I -holda his head very high, a Man I once knew ; but he 

s u't know I knowB him, and he does n't remember me. 

J he comes and be sita opposite me, and I watches him. 

d he'a very airy, thia Man, and very cliipper, and he 
^pes his mouth with a whit« hankerchor, and he smilea, 
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and he ketches my eye. And he sez, 'A glass o* wina 
with jou, Mr. Johnson ; ' and he fiÜs his glaas and I fiUs 
mine, and we riBes. And I heaves that wine, glass and 
all, right into hia dumned grinnio' face. And he jumps 
for me — for he is very game this Mau, very game — hut 
eome on 'em grab« him, and he aez, ' Who be you ? ' And 
I eez, 'Skaggs! Damn you, Skagga ! Look at me ! Gimme 
back my wife and child, gimme back the money you etole, 
gimme hack the good name you took away, giranie back the 
health you ruined, gimme back the last twelve years ! Give 
'em to me, damn you, quick, before I cuta your heart out! ' 
And naterally, Tommy, ha can't do it. And so I cuta bis 
heart out, my boy ; I cuta hia heart out." 

The purely aniraal fury of hia eye Buddenly chanj 
again to cunning. " You think they hangs 
Tommy, hut they don't. Not much, Tommy. I goes to' 
the biggest lawyer there, and I saya to him, ' Salivated by 
merkery — you hear me — salivated by merkery.' Aad he 
Winks at me, and he goes to the judge, and he sez, ' This 
yer unfortnet man is n't responsible — he 's been salivated 
by metkery.' And he bringe witnesses ; you comes, Tommy, 
and you aez ez how you've aeen me took bad afore ; and 
the doctor, he comea, and he aez aa how he 'a aeen me 
frightful ; and the Jury, without leavin' their aeata, brings 
in a Yerdict o' justiKahle insanity, — salivated by merkery," 

Jd the excitement of Iiis climax he had risen to hia feet, 
but would havB fallen had not Tommy caught him and led 
him into the open air. In thia sharper light there vr&s 
an odd change viaible in his yellow-white face, — & change 
which caused Tommy to hurriedly support him, half lead- 
ing, half dragging him toward the little cabin, When they 
had reached it, Tommy plaoed him on a rüde " hunk," or 
ahelf, and stood for a moment in anxioaa contemplation of 
the tremor-stricken man before him. Theo he aaid rapidly, 
" Listen, XJncle Ben. I 'm goin' to town — to town, you 
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Tinderatand — for tlie doctor. Yoii 'ra not to get up or 
move on any account imtü I rsturn. Do you hear ? " 
Johnson nodded Tiolently. " I '11 be back iij two hours," 
In anothcr moment he wsb gone. 

For an hour Johnson kept hia word. Then he auddenly 
Bat np, and btgan to gaze fixedly at a Corner ol the cabin. 
From gazing at it he began to smile, from smiling at it he 
began to talk, from talking at it he began to scream, from 
screaming he passed to cureing and eobbing wildly. Then 
he lay qulet again. 

He waa HO still that to merely human eyea he might 
have aeemed asleep or dead. £ut a squiirel, that, embold* 
ened by the stillness, had antered from the roof, atopped 
short upon a heam above the bunk, for he saw tbat the nian's 
foot was alowly and cautiouely raoving towards the floor, 
and that the man's eyes were as intent and watchful as his 
own. Presently, still without a sound, both feet were upon 
ihe Soor. And then the bunk creaked, and the sqnirtel 
whisked into the eavea of the roof. When ha peered forth 
again, everything was quiet, and the nian waa gone. 

An hour later two muletears on the Placerville Road 
paased a man with disheveled hair, glaring, bloodahot eyes, 
and clothea totn with bramble and ataiced with the red 
dual of the mountain. They pursued him, when he tumed 
fiercely on the foremost, wreated a piatol from his grasp, 
and broke away. Later still, when the sun had dropped 
hehind Payne'a Kidge, the underbrueh on Deadwood Slope 
crackled with a stealthy but continuoua tread. It mtist 
have been an animal whose dimly outlined hulk, in the 
gathering darkness, showed here and there in vagne but 
incessant motion ; it could be nothing but an animal whose 
utt«rance was at once so incoherent, monotonous, and un- 
remitting. Yet, when the aonnd came nearar, and the 
ebaparrat was parted, it seemed to be a man, and that man 
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Above the baying of phantasmal Iiounda that pressed him 
hard and drove him on, with never rest or mercy ; above 
the lashing of a epectral whip that curled about his limbs, 
Bang in hia ears, and coiitinually stung liim forward ; above 
the outcriea of the uncleon sbapes that thronged about 
him, — he could ßtiU diatinguish one real Bonnd, the rush 
and Bweep of hutrying wat«rs. The Stanislaua River ! 
A thousand feet below bim drove ite yellowing current. 
Through all the vacillatioua of his unseated mind he bad 
clung to one idea — to reach tbe river, to lave in it, to 
Bwim it if need be, but to put it forever between him and 
the harrying shapes, to drown forever in its turbid deptha 
the thronging Bpectres, to waah away in its yellow flood all 
stains and color of the past. And now be ^as leaping from 
boulder to boulder, from blackened stump to stump, from 
gnarled bush to bush, caught for a moment and withheld by 
clinging vines, or plunging downward into dusty hoUowa, 
until, rolling, dropping, eliding, and stumbüng, be reached 
the river-bank, wbereon he feil, rose, staggered forward, and 
feil again with outstretched arma npon a rock that breastodi'a 
the swift current. And there he lay as dead. | 

A few Stars came out hesitatingly nhove Deadwood 
Slope. A eold wind that had sprung up witb the going 
down of the sun fanned them into' monientary brightness, 
Bwept the heated flanks of the mountain, and lufQed the 
river. Wliere the fallen man laj there was a sharp curve 
in the atream, eo that in the gathering sbadows the lushing 
water aeemed to leap out of the darkneaa and to vanish 
again. Decayed driftwood, trunka of trees, fragments of 
broken sluicing — the waah and waste of many a mile — 
swept into sight a moment, and were gone. All of decay, 
wreck, and foulness gatbered in the long circnit of mining- 
camp and Gettlement, all tbe dregs and refuae of a crude 
and wanton civilization, reappeared for an instaut, and then 
wäre hurried away in the darknees and loat. No wondu 
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that, as the wind ruffled the yelbw waters, the waves 
seemed to lift their unclean handa toward the rock whereon 
the fallen man lay, aa if eagei to snatch him from it, too, 
and bnrry him toward the sea. 

It was very still. In the clear aiT a hora blown a mile 
away was heard distiuctly. The jingling of a spur and a 
laugh on the highway over Payne'a Ridge aoundiid clearly 
acroas the river. The rattling of harnees and hoofs fore- 
told for tnany minutea the approach of the Wingdam coacli, 
that at laat, with flashing lights, paesed within a few feet 
of the rock. Then for an hour all again was quiet. Pre- 
eently the moon, round and füll, lifted herseif ahove the 
aerried ridge and looked down upon the river. At lirst the 
bared peak of Deadwood Hill gleamed white and skull-like. 
Then the shadowa of Payne's Ridge cast on the slope 
slowly sank away, leaving the unshnpely stumps, the duaty 
fisBurea, and clinging outcrop of Deadwood Slope to stand 
out in hlack and EÜver. Still stealing softly downward, 
tfae moonlight touched the bonk and the rock, and then 
glittered brightly on the river. The rock was bare and the 
man was gone, but the river Btill hurried ewiftly to the sea. 

"Is there anything för me ? " asked Toinmy lalington, 
aa, a week after, the stage drew up at the Manaion House, 
and Bill slowly entered the bar-room. Bill did not reply, 
but, tuming to a Etranger who had entered with him, indi- 
cated with a jetk of his finger the boy. The stranger 
tumed with an air half of business, half of curiosity, and 
looked critically at Tommy, " Is there anything for me ? " 
repeated Tommy, a little confused at the silence and scru- 
tiny. BiU walked deliberately to the bar, and, placing 
hia back against it, faced Tommy with a look of demure 
enjoyment. 

" Ef," he remarked slowly, — " ef a hundred thousand 
dollars down an<I half a miltion in Perspektive is enny- 
ing, Major, thebb is I " 
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It was characteristic of Ängel's that the disappearanoe of 
Johnson, and the fact that he had left hia entire property to 
Tommy, thrilled the Community but slighÜj in comparison 
with the astounding discovery that ha had anything to leave. 
The fiuding of a oinnabar lode at Angel'a abaorbed all coj- 
lateral facts or fiubsequent details. Prospectora from adjoin- 
ing campB thtonged the eettlement ; the hillside for a mile 
on either eide of JohoBOii's claim was ataked out and pre- 
empted ; trade received a Budden Stimulus ; and, in the 
exoited rhetoric of the " Weekly Record," " a new era had 
brokea upon Angel'a." " On Thursday last," added that 
paper, " over five hundred dollars were taken in over the 
bar of the Mansion House." 

Of the fate of Johnaon there was little doubt. He had 
been last seen lying on a boulder an the rivei-bank by out- 
aide paasengers of the Wingdam night coach, and when Finn 
of BobiDBon's Feiry admitted to have fired tbree ahota from 
a Tevolver at a dark object struggling in the water near the 
ferry, which he " suapicioned " to be a bear, the questioa 
Bcemed to be settled. Whatever might have been the falli- 
bility of hia judgment, of tho accitracy of his aim there 
could be no douht. TLe general belief that Johnson, aft«r 
pOBsessing faimseU of the muleteer'g piatot, could have ru&'i 
amuck gave a certain retrihutive justice to thia story, vhiclt 
rendeied it acceptable to the cauip. 

It was also characteristic of Angel's that no feeling of 
envy or Opposition to the good fortune of Tommy Islington 
ptevailed there. That he was thoroughly cognizant, from 
the firet, of Johßson'a diacoveiy, that hia attentions to hini 
were interested, calculating, and epeculative, wae, however, 
the general belief of the majority, — a belief that, siugu- 
larly enough, awakened the first feelings of genuine respect 
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tot Tommy ever ahown by the camp. " He ain't no fool ; 
Yuba Bill seed thet from the first," Bald the barkeeper. It 
was Yuba Bill who applied tor the guardianship of Tommy 
after his accession to Johnson's claim, snd od whose bonda 
the richest men of Calaveraa were represented. It was 
Yuba Bill, also, nhen Tommy was sent East to finish bis 
educatioD, who accompanied him to San Francisco, and, be- 
fore parting with bis charge on the ateamer'a deck, drew him 
aside, and said, " Ef at enny time you want enny money, 
Tommy, over and 'bove your 'lowance, you kin write ; but 
et you 'II take my advice," he added, with a sudden huski- 
mitigating the severity of hia voice, " you '11 forget 
■every demed ote apavined, string-halted bummer, ae you 
it or knew at Angel'a, — ev'ry one, Tommy, — ev'ry 
And 80 — boy — - take care of yourself — and — and 
God bless ye, and pertikerly d — n roe for a firet-claas A 1 
fool." It was Yuba Bill, alao, aftet tbis apeecb, who glared 
savagely around, walked down the crowded gang-plank with 
s rigid and aggressive ahoulder, picked a quarrel with hia 
cabtnan, and, after bumlling that functionary into bis owa 
vehiele, took tho reins bimaelf, and drove furiously to bis 
hotel. " It coat me," said Bill, recounting the occurrenca 
Bomewhat later nt Angel'a, — " it coat me a matter o' twenty 
dollars afore the jedge the neJtt mornin' ; but you kin bet 
high thet I taugbt them 'Friaco chapa autbin' new about 
drivin'. I did n't make it lively in Montgomery Street for 
about ten minutes — ob no ! " 

And 80 by degrees the two original locatora of the great 
Cinnabar Lode faded from the raemory of Angel's, and 
Calareras knew them no more. In five yeara their very 
names had heen forgotten ; in aeven the name of the towa 
was cbanged ; in ten the town itaelf was tranaported bodily 
to the hillaide, and the cbimnoy of the Union Smelting 
Worka by night ilickered like a corpae-ligbt over the site of 
cabin, and by day poiEoned the pure spices of tbe 
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pines, Even the Mansion House was dismantled, and tha 
Wingdam Etage deaerted the bighway for a shorter citt by 
Qiiicksilver City. OnSy tbe bared creat of Deadwood Hillj 
as ai old, sharply cut the clear blue Gky, and at its base, as g^ 
old, the Stanislaus Kiver, unwearied and unreating, babbla 
wbiapered, and hurried away to the sea. 
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A. midsummer's day was breaking lazily on the Atlantic 
There was not wind enougb to move the vapors in the 
fc^y offing, bul when the vague distance heaved against a 
violet aky there were duU red streaks that, growing brigbter, 
presently painted out the atars. Soon tbe brown rocka of 
Greyport appeared faintly suffused, and then tlie wbole 
asben line of dead coast was kindled, and the ligbthouse 
beacons went out one by one. And then a hundred sail, 
before invisible, sterted out of the vapory borizoa, and 
pressed toward tbe shore. It was moming, indeed, and 
Bome of tbe best societj in Greyport, baving heen up all 
night, were thinking it waa tinie to go to bed. 

FoT as the sky flashed brigbter it flred tbe cluBtering red 
roofs of a picturesque house by tbe sanda that had all tbat 
night, from open lattice and iliuminated balcony, given 
light and music to the shore, It gtittered on the broad 
crystal Spaces of a great conservatory tbat looked upon an 
exquisite lawn, where all night long the blended odors of 
aea and shore had awooned under tbe summer moon. But 
it wrought confusion among the colored lampe on tbe long 
Veranda, and startled a group ol ladies and gentleniea wbo 
had atepped from the drawing-room window to ga/e upon 
it. It was BO searching and sincere in ita way, that, as the 
cairiage of the faireat Miss Gillyflower rolled away, that 
peerless young womau, catching sight of her face in the 
oval mirror, instantly pulled down tbe blinds, and, neat- 
ling the whitest Shoulders in Greyport agaiuat the c 
cushioQs, went to sleep. 
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" How haggard everybody is ! Kose, dear, you look 
iniost iutellectual," said Blanche Mastermati. 

I hope not," said Kose siniply. " Sunrisea are very 
Look how that pink regularly puts out Mre. 
■KobinHon, hair and all ! " 

iB angela," said tbe Count de Nugat, with a polite 

toward the sky, " must have find theae celeatiat 

binations very had for the toilette," 

"They're aafe in white, — except when they ait for 

their picturea ia Venice," said Blanche. " How fresh Mr. 

lelington looks ! It'a really unoomplimentary to us." 

ippose the aun recognizea in me no rival," said the 
lan demurely. " Eut," he added, " I have lived 
luch in the opeii air and require very little sleep." 
'' How delightfui ! " said Mrs. Brown-RobinBon in a low, 
Anthuaiastic voice, and a maiiuer that held the glowing 
sentiment of sisteen and the practir:^! experienceB nf thirty' 
twoindangerouscomhinationj— "howperfectly delightfui 1 
AVhat Bunrises yon must have seen, and in auch wild, 
romantic placea 1 How I envy jou ! My nephew was a 
classmat« of youra, and haa often repeated to nie those 
charming atories you teil of your adventurea. Won't you 
teil some now ? Do ! How you must tire of us aud thia 
Brtificial life here, ao frightfuUy artificial, you know " (in a 
confidential whisper) ; " and then to think of the daya 
when yon roamed the great Weat with the Indiana, and 
the biaona, and the grizzly bears ! Of courae, you have 
Been griixly bears and bisona ? " 

"Of courae he haa, dear," said Blanche a little pettishiy, 
throwing a cloak over her Shoulders, and seizing her chaperon 
by the arm ; " his earlieat infancy was soothed by bisons, 
and he proudly pointa to the grizzly bear aa the playmate 
of his youth. Come with me, and I '11 teil you all about it. 
How good it ie of you," she added, sotto voce, to Islington 
stood by the carriage, — " how perfectly good it ia of 
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you to be like tbone animals you teil us of, and not k. 
your füll power. Think, with your experiencea 
ctedulity, what storiea you migkt teil 1 And you are going 
towalk? Good-night, then," A BÜm, gloved band 
frankly exteoded from the window, and tha nestt moi 
the carriflge rolled away. 

" Is ß't lalington tbrowing away a chance there ? " 
Captain Merwin on the veranda. 

" PerbapB he could n't stand my lovely aunt's bu] 
added presence. But then, he 'b the guest of Blanche's 
fatber, and I dareBay tbey eee euougb of eacb otber ob 
it ia." 

" But iB n't it a ratber dangeroua Situation ? " 

" For bim, perbaps ; although he 'h awfuUy old, and very 
qucer. For her, with an experience that takes in all the 
available men in both hemispherea, ending with Nugat 
ovei tbere, I ahoulil say a mau moro or less would n't affect 
her much, anyway. Of course," be laugbed, " tbeae are 
the Bccenta of bittemeas. But that waa last year." 

Ferbapa lalington dld not overbear the Speaker ; perbaps, 
if ha did, tbe criticiam was not uew. He turned carelessly 
away, aud eauntered out ou tbe road to the eea. Tbeuce 
be Btrolled along tbe sands toward the clifis, wbere, meeting 
au impediment in tbe ebape of a gardeu wall, be leaped it 
with a certaiu agile, boyisb case aud experience, and Struck 
acroES an opeu lawn toward tbe rocks again. Tbe best 
Bociety of Greyport were not early tisers, and the spectacle 
of a trespasaer in an evening dress SKcited only the criticism 
of groome banging aboiit the etables, or cleanly bouaemaida 
on the hroad verandas that in Gieyport architectiire dutifully 
gave upon tbe sea. Only once, aB be entered the baundaries 
of Cliffwood Lodge, tbe famous seat of Renwyck Mastermali, 
was be awate of auspicious scrutiiiy ; but a slouching figure 
that vaüished quickly in the lodge oSered no Opposition to 
bis progreas. Avoiding tbe patbway to the lodge, lalington 
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kept along the rocks imtil, reaching a liltle promontory aad 
tuatic pavilion, he eat down aud gazed upon the sea. 

And presently an infinite peace stole upon him. Except 
wbere the wavea lapped lazil; the craga below, the vast 
expanse heyond seemed unbroken hy ripple, heaving only 
iD bioad ponderahle sheets, and rhythmically, as if etill in 
sleep. The air was filled with a laniinoua haze that canght 
and held the direct aunheams. In the deep calm that lay 
upon the sea, it seemed to lalington that all the tendemese 
of culture, magic of wealth, and spell of refinement that ior 
years had wrought upon that favored shore had extended 
ita graoiouB influence even hete. What a pampered and 
caressed old ocean it was ; cajoled, flattered, and fgted irhere 
it lay I An odd recoUectiou of the turbid Stanialaus hurry- 
ing by the ascetic pines, of the grim outlines of Deadwood 
Hill, swam before his eyes, and made the yellow green of 
the velvet lawn and graceful foliage seem almoat tropical by 
contraat. And, looking up, a few yarda distant he beheld a 
toll slip of a girl gazing upon the aeo — Blanche Maaterman. 

She had pluuked sqmewhere a lat^e fan-ahaped leaf, 
whicb ahe held parasol-wise, shading the blonde masses of 
her bair, and hiding her gray eyes. She had changed her 
festal dresB, with ita amplitude of flounce and train, for a 
closely fitting, half-antique hahit wbose acant outlines would 
have been trying to limha leas sbapely, bot which prettily 
accented the graceful curvea and eweeping lines of thia 
Greyport goddess. As lelington rose, ehe came tonard 
him with a frankly outstretched haud and unconstrained 
manner. Had ehe ohserved him first ? I don't know. 

They sat down together on a ruatic seat, Miss Blanche 
facing the eea and shading her eyes with the leaf. 

" I don't really know how long 1 have been sitting bere," 
loid Islington, " or whethei I have not been actually asieep 
■nd dreaming. It seemed too lovely a momiiig to go to 
~ But you ? " 
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From behind the leaf, it appeared that Miss Blanche, on 
retiriiig, had been. pursued hy a hideous four-wingcd inseot 
which defied the efforta of herseif and maid to dislodge. 
Odin, the Spitz dog, had Insiated upon ecratching at the door. 
And it made her eyes led to sleep in the morning. And 
she had an early call to make. And the sea looked lovely. 

" I 'm glad to find you here, whatever he the cause," 
Said lalington, with hia oid directness. " To-day, as you 
know, is my last dsy in Greyport, and jt is much pleasanter 
to say good-by under thia blue aky than even beneath your 
father's wonderfui frescoea yonder. I want to remember 
you, too, as part of this pleasant prospect which belongs to 
all, rather than recall you in anybody's particular setting. 

" I know," Said Blanche, with equal directnesa, " th 
houaea are one of the defecta of cur civilizstion ; but !■ 
don't think I ever heard the idea as elegantly expressed 
before. Where do you go ? " 

" I don't know yet, I have eeveral plana, I may go to 
South America and heeome preaident of one of the re- 
publics. — T am not particular which. I am rieh, but in that 
part of America which lies outside of Greyport it is neces- 
sary for every man to have some work. My frienda think 
should have aome great aim in life, with a capital Ä. But 

waa bora a vagabond, and a vagabond I shall probably 
ie." 

" I don't know anybody in South Ämeiioa," said Blanche 
languidly. " There were two girls here last season, but 
,hey didn't wear stays in the house, and their white frocks 
nevet were properly done up. If you go to South America, 
you must write to me." 

" I will. Can you teil me the name of this flower which 

found in your greenhouae ? It looks mucli Uke a Cali- 
imia blossom." 

" Perhaps it is. Father hought it of a balf-crazy old i 
who came here one day. Do you know him ? " 
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laüugton kughed. " I am afraid not. But let me pre- 

tbis in a lesa business-like fashion." 

Thauk you. Eemind me to give you one in retum be- 

you go, — or will you chooae youraelf ?" 
They Lad botli riaen aa by a common inatinct. 
" Good-by." 
The cool, flowef-like band lay in bis foi aa instant. 

Will you oblige me by putting aside thatleaf a moment 

relgü?" 

" But my eyes are red, and I look like a perfect fright," 

Yet, after a long pause, the leaf fluttered down, and a 

ipair of very heautiful but witbal very clear and critical eyea 

met bis, Islington was constcained to look away, Wben 

he tuined again sbe waa gone. 

" Mr. Hialington, — air ! " 

It was Chalker, the Englisb groom, out of breatli witb 



^It was 
iniug. 
" Seein 



■'Seein' you alone, sir — l,"^ your pardon, sir — but 
Ütere 's a peraon " — 

"A peraon ! what the devil do you raean ? Speak Eng- 
lish — no, damn it, I mean don't," said Islington snappishly. 

" I Said a peraon, air. Beg pardon — no ofiense — but 
not a gent, sir. In the lib'ry." 

A little amused even through the utter dieeatiafaction 
vith himself and vague loneliness tbat bad suddealy come 
npon him, Islington, as he walked toward tbe lodge, asked, 
" Why ia n't he a gent ? " 

"No gent — heggin' yourpardin, air — 'ud guy a man in 
sarvia, sir. Takes me 'anda so, air, as I aita in the rumble 
at the gate, and puts 'em downd so, air, and eez, ' Put 'em 
in your pocket, young man, — or ia it a road agint you ox- 
pects to aee, tbat you 'olds hup your 'anda, band crossea 
'em like to tbat?' aea he. "Old 'ard,'sez he, ' on the short 
i, or you'il buät yoiir precioua cruat,' eez he. And 
for you, air. Thia way, sir." 
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They ent«r«d the lodge. Islington hurried down the long 
Gothic hall and opened tbe librar; door. 

In an anschair, in the centre of the room, a man sat 
spparently contemplating a large, stiff, yellow hat nith an 
enonnous brim, that was placed on the floor before hini. 
Hia handa rested ligbtly between bis knees, but one foi>t 
waa drawn up at the aide of bis cbair in a peculiur manner. 
In the first glance that Islington gave, tbe attitude in some 
odd, irreconcilable way auggeated a brake. In anotber 
moment he dashed acrosa the room, and, holding out both 
honds, cried, " Yuba Bill ! " 

The man rose, caught Islington by the sbonidera, wheeled 
him round, hugged bim, feit of bis ribs like a good-natured 
ogre, shook bis bände violently, laughed, and then said 
Bomewhat ruefully, " And however did you know me ? " 

Seeing that Yuba Bül evidently legarded bimaelf es in 
BOme etaborate disguise, Isliogton laugbed, and suggested 
tbat it must have been instiact. 

" And you ? " aaid Bill, holding him at arm's length and 
Burveying bim critically, — " you ! — toe think — toe think 
— a little cusa no higher nor a trace, a boy as I 've fiicked 
outer the road with a whip time in agin, a boy ez uevei hed 
miicb clothes to speak of, tumed into a sport I " 

Islington remenibered, with a thrill of ludicroua teixor, 
that he still wore bis evening dreaa. 

"Turned," continued Yuba Bill severely, — "tumed into 
a restyourant waiter, — a garsong ! Eh, Alfonse, bring me 
a patty de foy grass and an omelet, demme ! " 

"Dest old cbap ! " aaid Islington, laughing, and tryiug 
to put bis band over BUl's bearded mouth, " but you — you 
doö't look exactly like youraelf ! You're not weit, Bill," 
And iudeed, as he tumed toward the light, Bill's eyes 
üppeared cavernoua, and hia hair and beard thickly atreaked 
with gray. 

"Maybeit's thiByerharaeaa," said Bill a little anxioual; 
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" When I Mtches on this yer curb " (he indicated b massive 
gold vatch-cbain with euormous links), " and mounts 
this ' morniog star ' " (he pointed to a very large Bolitaire 
pin which had the appearance of blisteriog bis wbole ahirt- 
front), " it kinder weigha heavy on me, Tommy, Otber- 
wisel'mall right, my boy — all right," Biit he evaded 
lalmgton's keen eye and turned frora the light. 

" You have eometbing to teil me, Bill," eaid lalington 
anddeoly and vith almoat farusque directneas ; " out with 
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Bill did not epeak, but moved uneasily toirard bis hat. 
You didn't come tbcee tbouaand miles, witbout a word 
'üf wamisg, to talk to me of cid times," eaid lalington 
more fcindly, " glud as I would bave been to see you, It 
isn't your way, Eill, and you know it. We shall not be 
disturbed here," be added, in reply to an inquiring glance 
that Bill directed to the door, "and I am ready to hear 
you." 

" Firatly, tben," eaid Bill, drawing his chair nearer 
lalington, " answer me one question, Tommy, fair and 
Square, and up and down." 

" Go on," Baid lalington with a BÜgbt smile. 

" Ef I should aay to you, Tommy — say to you to-day, 
right here, you must come with me — you muet leave thia 
place foi a month, a year, two years, maybe, perhaps for 
evei — is there anything that 'ud keep you — anything, my 
boy, ez you eouldn't leave? " 

"No," Said Tommy quietly ; " I am only visiting here. 
I tbought of leaving Greypott to-day." 

" But if I should say to you, Tommy, come with me on 
a pasear to Chiny, to Japan, to South Ameriky, pVaps, 
eould you go ? " 

" Yes," Said Isüngton after a süght pause. 

"Thar isn't ennything,"said Bill, drawing a little closer, 
lowering his voice confidentially, — " ennything in the 
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way of a young woman — you underatand, Tommy — m 
■would kepp you ? They 're mighty aweet about here ; and 
whether a man ie young or old, Tommy, there'a always 
some woman aa is brake or whip to him ! " 

In a certain excited bitternesa that characterized the 
deltvery of tbis abstract truth, Bill did not see that the 
young man's face flushed slightly ae he anawered "No." 

" Then listen. It'a aeven yeara ago, Tommy, thet I was 
working one o' the Pioneer coachea over from Gold Hill. 
Ez I atood in front o' the stage-ofiice, the sheriff o' the 
county comes to me, and he sez, ' Bill,' sez he, ' I 've got a 
looney chap, as I'm in charge of, taking 'im down to the 
'aylum in Stockton, He'z quiet and peaceable, hat tlie 
inaides don't like to ride with him. Hev you enny objec- 
tion to give him a lift on the box beaide you ? ' I sez, 
' No ; put him up.' When I came to go and get up on 
that box besido him, that man, Tommy — that man eittin' 
there, quiet and peaceahle, was — Johnson ! 

"He didn't know me, my boy," Y\iba Bill continued, 
riaing and pntting his hands on Tommy'a shouldera, — " he 
didn't know me. He didn't know nothing about you, nor 
Angel'H, nor the quickailver lode, nor even his own name. 
He Said hia name waa Skagga, hut I knowed it was Johnson. 
Thar waa timea, Tommy, you might have knocked me off 
that box with a feather ; that waa tiraes when if the twenty- 
aeven pasaengera o' that atago hed found theiraelves swini- 
ming in the American River five hundred feet below tbe 
road, I never could havs explained it eatiafactorily to the 
Company, — never. ^ 

"The sheriff said," Bill continued hastily, as if to pnii^H 
clude any interruption from the young man, — " the sheriff ) 
aaid he had been hrought into Mnrphy'a Camp three yeara 
before, dripping with water, and sufferin' from perkuaaion 
of the brain, and had been cared for generally hy the boys 
'round, When I told the sheriff I knowed 'im, I got 1 
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to leave him in my care ; and I took him to 'Friaco, Toramy, 
to 'Fri&CD, and I put bim in charge o' the best doctora 
there, and paid bis board myself. There was nothiu' he 
didn't bave ez he wanted. Don't look that way, my dear 
boy, für God'a sake don't ! " 

"0 Bill!" Said Islington, rising and ataggering to the 
Window, " why did you keep tbia from me ? " 

" Why ? " Said Bill, turning on bim eavagely, — " why ? 
becausB I wa'n't a fool. Thar was you, winnin' your way 
in College ; thar was you, risin' in the world, and of some 
account to it. Yer was an old bummer, ti good ez dead to 
it — a man ez oughter been dead afore! a man ez never 
denied it I But you alluB liked him better nor me," aaid 
Bill bitterly. 

" Forgive me, Bill," said the young man, aeizing both 
his handa. " I know you did it for tbe beat ; but go on," 

"Thar ain't much more to teil, nor much use to teil it, 
BS I can See," said Bill moodily. " He never could be 
cured, the doctora said, for he had wbat they called mono- 
mania — was alwaya talking ahout his wife and darter that 
eomebody had stole away years ago, and plannin' reveage 
on tbat somebody. And als moutha ago he was missed. 
I tracked him to Caraon, to Salt Lake City, to Omaha, to 
Chicago, to New York, — and here ! " 

" Here ! " echoed lafington. 

" Here ! And that 'h what brings me here to-day. 
Whether he 'h crazy or well, whetber he 's huntin' you or 
lookin' up that other man, you muat get away from here. 
You muat n't see him. You and me, Tommy, will go away 
on a craiae. In three or four years he 'II he dead or mias- 
ing, and then we'U come back. Come." And he rose to 
his f eet. 

" Bill," eaid lalington, rising alao, and taktng the band 
of bis friend with the same qviet obstinacy that in the old 
\ had endeared him to Bill, " wherever he is, here or 
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elsewhere, sane or cmzy, I aliall seek and find him. Every 
dollat thiit I have sliall be bis, every dollar that I have 
spent ahall be returned to him. I am young yet, thank 
God, and can work ; and if there is a way out of this mis- 
erable busiaesa, I sball find ii." 

" I knew," Said Bill with a aurliness that ill concealed 
hia evident admiration of the calm figure before him — "I 
knew the partikler atyle of d — n fool that you wae, and 
erpected no better. Good - by, then — God AJraighty ! 
■who 'a that ? " 

Hr was Dn hia way to the open French window, but had 
Btarted back, bis face quite whit« aod bloodlesa, aiid bis 
eyes stariog. lelington ran to the window and tooked out. 
Ä white skirt vanished atound the corner of the Veranda, 
When he returned, Bill had dropped into a chair. 

" It muat have beea Miaa Maaterman, I tbiak ; but 
what 's tbe matter ? " 

"Nothing," Said Billfaintlyi "have you got any whiakay 
handy ? " 

Islington brought a decantei and, pouring OTit aome 
apirits, handed tbe glaas to Bill. Bill drained it, and then 
Baid, " Who ia Miss Masterman ? " 

" Mr. Masterman'a daughter ; that ia, an adopted dau) 
t«r, I believe." 

" Wot name ? " 

" I really don't know," Eoid Islington pettishly, 
vexed than he cared to own at this queationing, 

Yuba Bill rose and walked to the window, closed 
walked back again to the door, glanced at Islington, hed- 
tated, and then returned to his chair. 

" I did n't teil you I waa married — did I ? " he said 
Buddenly, looking up in Isliiigtoii'B iace with 
ful attempt at a recklesa laugb. 

"No," aaid Islington, more pained at the 
the words. 
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"Fact," Said Yuba Bill, "Three years ago it wa^ 
Tommy, — three yeara ago ! " 

He looked ao hard at lelington that, feeling he vma 
i-expected to aay something, he aeked vaguely, " Whom did 

Thet 'a it ! " aaid Yaba Bill ; " I can't ezactly aay ; 
pattikly, though a she-devil I generally, the wife of half a 
dozen other men." 

Accustomed, apparently, to have bis conjugal infelicities 
a theme of mirth amoog men, and seeiog no trai;e of amiise- 
nient on Islingtoa's grave face, hia dogged, reckless manner 
Boftoned, and, drawing his chair closer to IsUngton, he went 
on : " It all began outer thia r we was Coming down Wat- 
Gon's grade one night pretty free, when the expresBman 
turna to me and says, ' There 's a row inside, and yoii 'd 
better pull up ! ' I puUa up, and out hops, firet a woman, 
and then two or three chaps swearin' and cursin', and try- 
in' to drag some one arter them. Then it 'peared, Tommy, 
thet it was thia woman's drunken husband they waa going 
to put out for abusin' hei and strikin' her in the coach ; 
and if it hadn't been for me, my boy, tbey'd have left 
that chap thar in the road. But I fixea matters up by put- 
läng her alongaide o' me on the box, and wb dtove on. She 
waa very white, Tommy, — for tbe matter o' tbat, ehe was 
ftlways one o' theae very white women, that never got red 
in the face, — but she never cried a whimper. Most women 
would have cried. It waa queer, but she never cried. I 
tfaought so at the time. 

" She was very tall, wtth a lot o' light hair meandering 
down the hack of her head, aa long aa a deerakin whiplaaii, 
and about the color. She hed eyes thet'd bore ye through 
at lifty yards, and pooty band» and feet. And when she 
kinder got out o' that stiff, narvous state abe waa in, and 
waimed up a little, and got chipper, by G— d, bITj abe was 
bandsome, — she was that ! " 
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A little fluehed nnd embnrraased at hia own entbuefaam, 
he etoppcd, and then eaid careleeely, " Ihey got off at 
Murphy'e." 

"Well," Bald lelington. 

" Well, I used to aee her often arter thet, and whi 
waa alane she allus took the box-seat. She kinder cc 
her troubles to nie, how her hiishand got drunk and abaued 
her ; and I did n't see niuch o' hira, for he was awaj 
'Frisco arter thet. But it waa all aqtiare, Tommy, — 
equare 'twixt me and her. 

" I got a-going tbere a good deal, and then one day I 
aez to myself, 'Bill, tbis woß't do,' and I got cbanged 
to another route. Did you ever know Jackson Mlll 
Tommy ? " aaid Bill, hraaking off suddenly. 

"No." 

" Might have heerd of him, pVapa ? " 

"No," aaid Islington impatiently, 

"Jackaon FjUtree ran tbe esprese from Wliito's out 
Suramit, 'cross tlie North Fork of the Yuba. One day ha 
aez to me, ' Bill, that 's a migbty bad ford at the North 
Fork.' I Be:i, ' I believe you, Jackson.' ' It '11 git me aome 
day, Bill, aure,' aei he. I sez, ' Why don't you take the 
lowerford?' 'I don't know.' sea he, 'but I can't' So 
ever after, when I met him, he aez, ' That North Fork ain't 
got me yet.' One day I waa in Sacramento, and up comes 
Filltree, He sez, 'I've sold out the expresa bustneas on 
BCcount of the North Fork, but it 's bound to get me yet, 
Bill, B\ire ; ' and he laughs. Two weeka after they finda his 
body below tbe ford, wbar he tried to crosa, comin' down 
from the summit way. Folka aaid it was foolishness ; 
Tommy, 1 sez it was Fat« ! The accond day arter I waa 
chauged to the Placerville route, thet woman comes outet 
the hotel above the atage-office. Her busband, she said, 
waa lying sick in Placerville ; that 'a what she said ; bat it 
waa Fat«, Tommy, Fate. Three motilhs aft«rward. 
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hnsbond take» an overdoae of morphine for delirium tre- 
and ditiB. There 'a folka ez sez ehe gavo it to bim, 
but it'a Fate. A year after that I married her, — Fate, 
Tommy, Fate I 

" I lived with feer jeat threa months," he went on, after 
breath, — "three monthe ! It atn't much time for 
a iiappy man. I've seen a good deal o' hard life in my 
day, but there was days i» that three montha longer than 
any day in my lite, — days, Tommy, when it was a toBS-up 
whether I should kiU her or ehe me. But thar, I 'm done, 
You are a young man, Tommy, and I ain't goin' to teil 
things thet, old aa I am, three yeara ago I could n't have 



When at last, with bis grim face tumed toward the win- 
dow, he 8at silently with bis clencbed hands on his kneea 
before bim, Islington asked where bis wife was now. 

"Ask me no more, my boy, — no more. I've said my 
aay," With a gesture as of throwing down a pair of reina 
before bim, he rose, and waiked to the window. 

" You kia underatand, Tommy, why a little trip around 
the World 'ud do ma good. Ef you can't go with me, well 
and good. But go 1 must." 

"Not before luncheon, I hope," said a very sweet 
voice, as Blanche Mastcrman suddenly stood before them. 
" Father would never forgive me if in bis abeence I per- 
ntitted ono of Mr. lalington's frienda to go in this way, 
Yon will stay, won't you ? Do ! And you wül give me 
your arm now ; and wbea Mr. Islington has done etaring, 
be will follow ns into the dining-room and introduce 



"I have quite fallen in lovo with your friend," said 
Miss Blanche, aa they stood in the drawing-room looking at 
the ügure of Bill, strolling, with bis short plpe in bis mouth, 
througb the dietant shrubbery. " He asks very queer qnea- 
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tions, though. He wajited to know my mother's maidi 

"He is an honest fellow," said Islingtoii gravely. 

" You ate very much subdued. You don't tbaak me, ^ 
daresaj, for keeping you and your friend here ; but yoB 
could n't go, you know, nntil father returned." 

lalington amiled, but not very gayly. 

" And then I think it much better for us to part hai 
under these frescoes, don't you ? Good-by." 

She Bxtended her long, slim hand. 

" Out in the aunlight there, when my eyea were red, you 
weie very ansiouB to look at me," ahe added in a dangerous 
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Ifilington Taised hia sad eyea to her 
ing upon her own sweet laehes trembled and felL 

" Blanche ! " 

She was rosy enough now, and would have withdrawn 
her band, but lalington deteined it. She wsb not quite cer- 
tain but that her waist was aleo in jeopardy. Yet she 
could not help saying, " Are you euie that there is n't aoy- 
thing in the way of a young woman that would keep jou ? " 

" Blanche 1 " said lalington in reproachful horrot. 

" If gentlemen will roar out their secreto before an open 
Window, with a young woman lying on a sofa on the Ve- 
randa, reading a stupid French novel, thej must not be sur- 
prised if abe gives more attention to them tban to hei book." 

" Then you know all. Blanche ? " 

"I know," said Blanche, "let'a see — I know the par- 
tiklei style of — ahem! — fool you was, and expected no 
better. Good-by." And, gliding like a lovely and inno- 
cent milk snake out of bis grasp, she alipped away. 

To the pleaaant ripple of Wftvea, the sound of n 
light voices, the yellow midsumraer moon again rose ov« 
Qreyport. It looked upon formlesa masses of rock anS 
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Bhrubbery, wide Spaces of lawn and beach, and a ahimmer- 
ing expanse of water. It singled out particular objects, — a 
white seil in sbore, a crystal globe upon the tawa, and 
fiashed «pon Bomething held between the teeth of 3 crouch- 
ing figure scaling the low wall of Cliffwood Lodge. Then, 
aa a man and woman passed out from under the shadowa of 
the foliage into the open moonlight of the garden path, the 
figure leaped from the wall, and stood erect and waiting in 
the shadow. 

It was the figure of an old man, with rolling ejes, hia 
trembling band grasping a long, keen knif b, — a figure more 
pitiable than pitilesa, more pathetic than terrible. But the 
next moment the knife was etricken from bis band, and he 
stniggled in the firm grasp of another figure that apparently 
sprang from the wall beside bim. 

" D — n you, Mastermaa ! " cried tbe old man hoaraely ; 
"give me fair play, and I'U kill you yet! " 

" Which my name ia Yuba BUl," said Bill quietly, " and 
it's time this d — n fooling waa stopped." 

The old man glared in Biirs face savagely. " I know 
you. Tou 'ce one of Maaterman's friends, — d— n you, 
— let me go tili I cut his heart out, — let me go ! Where 
ifl my Mary ? — where is my wife ? — there she is I there I 
— there 1 — there! Mary! "♦He would bave acreamed, 
but Bill placed hia powerful band upon hia moutb as he tumod 
in tbe direction of the old man's glance. Diatinct in tbe 
moonligbt the figures of Islington and Blanche, arm in arm, 
stood out upon tbe garden patb. 

" Give nie my wife ! " muttered tbe o!d man hoaraely 
between Bill's fingers. " Wbete ia abe ? " 

A sudden fury passed over Yuba Bill'B face. " Where ia 
your wife ? " be echoed, pressing the old man back against 
the garden wall, and hotding bim there as in a vise. 
"Wbere ia your wife?" be repeated, tbrusting hia grim 
nd sarage eyea into the old man's frigbtened 
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face. " Where ia Jack Ädam'a wife ? Where is mt wife ? 
Wliere is the ehe-devil that drove one man road, that sent 
another to hell hy his own band, that eteraally broke and 
ruined me ? Where ! Where I Do you ask where ? 
jail in Sacramento, — in jail, äo you heai? — in jail 1 
murder, Johnson, — murder I " 

The old maD gsRped, stifTened, and then, relaxing, sad- 
denly slipped, a mere inanimate mass, at Yuba Bill's feet, 
With a sudden revulsion of feeltng, Yuha Bill dropped at 
bis eide, and, liftiug him tenderly in hia arms, whispered, 
" Look up, old niaii, Johnson ! look up, for Grod's sake ! — 
it 'a me, — Yuba Bill ! and yonder is your daughter, and — 
Tommy — don't you know — Tommy, little Tomray Islii^rV 

Johnson'e eyes alowly opened. He whispered, 
my ! yes, Tommy I Sit by me, Tommy. But don't sit s< 
near the hank. Don't you see how the river is rising and 
beckoning to me — hissing, and boilin' over the rocks ? 
It's gittin' higher! — hold me, Tommy, — hold : 
don't let me go yet, We '11 live to cut bis be^t out, Toni 
my, — we'll live — we '11" 

His head sank, and the rushing river, invisihle to all eyes ' 
Bave his, leaped toward him out of the darkness, and bore 
him away, no longer to the datkuesa, but through it to th« 
distant, peacef ul, ahining aea. 
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AN EPISODE OF FIDDLETOWN 

In 1858 Fiddletown considered hera very pretty woman. 
8he had a quantity of light cbestnut hair, a good ögure, a 
dazzling coinplexion, and a certain laoguid grace which 
passed easily for geutlewomanliness. She always dressed 
becomingly, and in what Fiddletown accepted as the latest 
fasLion. She had only two blemishea ; one ot her velvety 
eyea, when examined closely, had a slight cast, and her left 
cheek bore a small Bcar left by a eingle drop oE vitriol — 
happily the only drop of an entire phial thrown lipon her 
by one of her own jealous sex. that reauhed the pretty face 
it was intended to aar. But when the obaerver had studied 
the ByeB BufHciently to notice this defect, he was generally 
incapacitated for criticiam, and even the soar on her cheek 
waa thought by some to add piquancy to her amile. The 
youthful editor of the Fiddletown " Avalanche " had Baid 
privately tbat it waa " an exaggerated dimple." Colonel 
Starbottle waa instantly " reminded of the heautifying 
patches of the days of Queen Anne, but niore particularly, 
flir, of the blankest beautiful woman, that, blank you, you 
ever laid your two blank eyes upon. A creole woman, sir, 
in New Orleans. And this woman bad a scar — a tine ex- 
t«nding, blank me, from her eye to hei blank cbiu. Änd 
thia woman, air, thrilled you, Bir, maddened you, sir, 
abaolutely eent your blank soul to perdition with her blank 
fascination. And one day I said to her, ' Celeste, how in 
blank did you come by that beautiful scar, blank you ';* ' 
And ehe said to me, ' Star, there is n't another white man 
~''d confide in but you, but I made that scar myEelt 
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purposely, I did, blank mc' . These were liet vary worf 
sir, and perbape yoti thluk it a. blank lie, sir, but I '11 [ 
up any blank sum you can uame and provo it, bknk me." 

Indeed, most of the male populatioii of Piddletown -were 
or had been in love with heu Of thia number about ono 
half believed that their love was rEtumed, with the excep- 
tion, possibly, of her own husband. He alone had beeiL 
known to express skepticism. 

The name of the gentleman who enjoyed thia infelicito 
distinction was Tretherick. He had been divorced from 
an excellent wife to marry tbis Fiddletown enchantresa. 
She also had been divorced, but it was hinted that some 
previous experiences of bers in tbat legal formality Lad 
made it perbapa less novel and probably less sacrificia]. I 
would not have it inferred from tbis that ahe wae deficient 
in aentiment or devoid of its higbest moral expression. Her 
intiniate friend had written (on the oceaaion of her aecond 
diTorc«), " The cold world does not understand Clara yet," 
and Colonel Starbottle had remaiked, blankly, that with 
the exception o£ a Single woman in Opelousas Parish, 
Louieiana, ehe had moie bouI than the whole caboodle of 
them put together. Few indeed could read tbose linea 
entitled " InfelissimuH," commencing, "Wby wavea no 
cypresa o'er thia brow," originally published in the 
" Avalanche " over the signature of " The Lady Cläre," 
'witbout feeling the tear of sensibility tremble on his eye- 
)ida, or the glow of virtuoua indignation mantle his cheek 
at the low brutality and pitiable jocularity of tbe " Diitch 
Fiat Intelligencer," which the next week had suggested the 
exotic character of the cypresa and its entire absence from 
Fiddletown aa a reaaonable answer to the query. 

Indeed, it was this tendency to elahorate her feelinga in 
a metrical raanner, and deliver them to the cold world 
through the medium of the newspapere, that first attracted 
the attention of Trtitherick. Several poems descriptive ol 
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the effects of California Bcenery upon a too eensitive bouI, 
and of the vague yearninga for tbe infinite wliich an en- 
forced study of tlie heartlessnosa of California Bociety pro- 
duced in the poetic breast, impressed Mr. Tretherick, who 
was then driving a aix-miile freight wagon between Knight's 
Feiry and Stockton, to seek out the unknown poetess, 
Mr. Tretherick was himself dimlj conscioua of a certain 
hidJen aentiment in hia own nature, and it ia poasible that 
BOme reflections on the vanity of bis pureuit — he supplied 
several mining campe with whiskey and tobacco — in con- 
junction with the drearinesa of the dusty piain on which he 
habitualiy drove, may havs touched some chord in sym- 
pathy with thia sensitive wonian. Howbeit, after a brief 
courtsbip — aa brief as was consistent with aome previoua 
legal (ormalitiea — they wäre niarried, and Mr. Tretherick 
brought hia blushing bride to Fiddletown, or " Fideletown," 
as Mrs. T. preferred to call it in her poems. 

Tbe Union was not a felicitoua one. It was not long 
before Mr. Tretherick diecovered that the aentiment he bad 
foBtered while freighting between Stockton and Knigbt'a 
Ferry was diffetent from that which bis wife had evolved 
frora tbe contemplation of California scenery and her own 
soiil. Being a man of imperfect logic, thia caused bim to 
beat her, and she, being equally faulty in deduction, was 
impelled to a certain degree of unfaitbfulneas on the aame 
premise. Then Mr. Tretherick began to drink, and Mrs. 
T. to contribute regularly to the columna of tbe " Ava- 
lanche," It was at this time that Colonel Starbottle dis- 
coTeted a similarity in Mra. T.'b verse to tbe geniua of 
Sappho, and pointed it out to tbe Citizens of Fiddletown in 
a two-columned criticiam, signed " A. S.," also puhlisbed in 
the " Avalanche " and supported by extensive quotation. 
As the " ATalanche " did not posseas a fönt of Greek type, 
the editor was obliged to reproduce tbe Leiicadian nunibera 
1 the ordinary Roman letter, to the intenae diagost of 
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Colone! Starbottle, and the vaat delight of Fiddletown, who 
eaw fit to accept the test as an excellent imitation of 
Choctaw — a language witli which the Colonol, aa a whilom 
resident of the Indian territories, was enpposed to be 
familiär, Indeed, the next week'a " Intel] igencer " eon- 
taiiied gome vile doggerel, suppoaed to be an answer to 
Mrs. T.'s poem, ostensibly written by the wife of a Digger 
Indian chief, accompanied by a glowing eulogium signed 
" A. S. S." 

TI16 Tesult of this jocularity was briefl.y given in a kter 
copy of tbe "Avalanche," "An unfortunate rencontre 
took place on Monday laat between the Hon. Jackson Flash, 
of the 'Dutch Fiat In teil igencer,' and the well-known 
Colonel Starbottle of thia place, in front of the Eui'eka 
Saloon. Two shots were flred by the partiea withont 
injury to either, although it is Said thata passing Chinaman 
received fifteen buckshot in the calves of bis lega from the 
Colonei's double-barreled shotgun wbich were not intended 
for him. John will leam to keep out of the way of 
Melican man's firearma hereafter. The cause of the affray 
is not known, although it is hinted that there is a lady in 
the case. The rumor that pointa to a. welUknown and 
beautiftd. poetess, whoae lucubrations have often graced oar 
columns, aeems to gain credence from those that are 
posted." 

Meanwhile the paaaiveneas displayed hy Tretherick under 
these trying circumstancea waa fully appreciated in the 
gulcbea, "The old man's head ia Jevel," said one long- 
booted philoaopher. " Ef the Colonel killa Flaah, Mra. 
Tretherick is avenged ; if Flaab drops tbe Colonel, Treth- 
erick ia all right. Either way he 's got a eure thing." 
During thia delicate condition of affairs Mrs, Tretherick one 
day left her huaband's home and took refuge at the Fiddl»- 
town Hotel, with only the clothea ehe bad on her l)acfc, 
Hera ehe atayed for aeveral weeka, during which pei'iod ik - 
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is onl; justice to say that she bore herseif with the strictest 
propriety. 

It yiaa a clear moming in early spring that Mrs. Trether* 
ick, imattendöd, left the hotel and walked dowo the narrow 
street toward the fringe of dark pinea whicb indicated the 
extreme limits of Fiddletown. The few loungers at that 
t early hour were preoccupied with the departure of the 
■Wingdam coach at the uther extremity of the Etreet, and 
PUra, Tretherick reached the suburhs of the settlement with- 
out discomposing Observation. Here ehe took a, cross street 
or road mnning at right angles with the maia thoroughfare 
of Fiddletown, and passing through a belt of woodland. It 
was evidently the exclusive and aristoeratic avenue of the 
town ; the dwellings wete few, ambitious, and uninterruplud 
by ehops. And here ehe was joined by Colonel Starbottle. 
The gallaut Colonel, notwithstanding that he bore tha 
Bwelling port which usually diatinguiahed him, — that bis coat 
was tightly buttoned and his boots tightly fitting, and that 
his cane, hooked over hia arm, swung jauntily, — was not 
entirely at hia euae. Mrs. Tretherick, however, vouchaafed 
him a gracioua emile and a glance of her dangerous eyes, 
and the Colonel, with an embarraased cough and a slight 
strut, took his place at her side. 

"The coast ia clear," said the Colonel, "and Tretherick 
is over at Dutch Fiat oa a spree ; there is no one in tbe 
houae but a Chinaman, and you need fear no trouble from 
him. /," he continued, with a slight Inflation of the ehest 
that imperiled the security of hia button, — "I will see that 
you are protected in the removnl of your property." 

"I'm eure it 's very kind of you, and ao disintereated," 
simpeied the lady aa they walked along. " It 's so pleaaant 
to meet Bome one who baa a souI — some one to sympathiee 
with in a community so hnrdeued and heartless as tbis." 
And Mrs. Tretherick cast down her eyes, but not until thej 
had wrought their perfect and accepted work upon her com' 
panion. 
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"Tes, certaialy, of coiirse," said the Colonel, glancing 
nervoasly up emd down the atreet; "yes, certainly." Per- 
ceiving, however, that there was Do one in sight or hearing, 
he prooeeded at once to inform Mre. Tretherick that the 
great trouble of his life, io fact, bad been the posBesEion of 
too much Boul. That many women — aa a gentlemao she 
would excuse him, of course, from mentioning names — biit 
many beautjful women had often sought hia Bociety, but, 
being deficient, madam, abaolutely deficient in thia quality, 
be could not reciprocate. *But when two nntiirea thoroughly 
in sympathy — despising alike the sordid trammels of a low 
and vulgär community and the conventional restraints of a 
hypocritical society — whea two souls in perfect accord met 
and mingled in poetical union, then — bnt here the Coionel'a 
Speech, which bad been remarkable for a certain whiskey- 
and-watery flueucy, grew husky, almost inaudible, and 
decidedly incoherent. Posaihly Mrs, Tretherick may have 
heard something like it before, and was enabled to fill the 
hiatuB. Nevertbeless, the cheek that was on the aide of the 
Colonel was quite virgiital and baahfully conscioua until they 
reached their destination. 

It was a pretty little cottage, quite freah and warm with 
paint, very pleasantly relieved against a platoon of pinea, 
some of whose foremost files had been displaced to give 
freedom to the fenced inclosura in which it aat. In the 
vivid Hunlight and perfect silence it had a new, uninhabited 
look, aa if the oarpenters and painters had just left it. At 
the farther end of the lot a Chinaman was stolidly 
but there was no other sign of occupancy. " The coast, 
as the Colonel had aaid, waa indeed "clear." Mra. Trel 
erick pauaed at tbe gate. The Colonel would bare entei 
with her, but waa atopped by a geatuce. " Come for me in 
a couple of houra, and I shall have everything packed," ahe 
Said, BS she smüed and extended her band. The Colonel 
iwized and pressed it with great fervor. Perhaps the pi 
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ßure was alightly returned, for the gallant Colonel was 
impelled to inSate his ciisst and trip away aa smartly ae Mb 
atubby - toed, high-heeled boota would pennit, When he 
bad gone, Mrs. Tretherick opened the door, listened a mo- 
ment in the deserted hall, and then ran quickly upstairs to 
what had been her bedrootu. 

Everything there was unchanged as oa the night she 
left it. On the dressing- table stood her bandbos, as she 
rememhered to have left it when ehe took out her bonnet. 
On the mantel lay the other glove she had forgottea in 
her flight. The two lower drawers of the bureau wera 
half open, — she had forgotten to ahut them, — and on ita 
marble top lay her shawl-pin and a soiled cuff. What other 
reoollections came upon her I know not, but she suddenly 
grew quite white, shivered, and lietened with a beating 
heart and her band upon the door, Then she atepped to 
the mirror, and half fearfuUy, half curioualy, parted with 
her fingera tbo braids of her blonde hair above her little 
pink ear, until she came upon an ngly, half-healed scar, 
8be gazed at this, moving her pretty head up and down to 
get a better light upon it, until tbe slight cast in her vel- 
vety eyea became very strongly marked indeed, Then she 
turned away with a light, reckless, foolish laugh, and ran 
to the closet where hung her preeious drcBses. These ehe 
inapectcd nervously, and, mtssing suddenly a favorite black 
eilk {Tom ita accnstomed peg for a nioinent, thought ehe 
Bhould have fainted. But discovering it tbe next instant, 
lying upon a trunk where she had throivn it, a feeling of 
tbankfuluesB to a Superior Being who protects the friend- 
less for the iirst time sincerely thriHed her. Then, albeit 
she vras hurried for time, she could not resist trying the 
effect of a certain lavender neck-ribbon, upon tbe dress ahe 
was wearing, before the mirror. Suddenly she became 
^ware of a child's voice cloae beside her and she alopped. 
Lud then the child's voice repeated, " Ib it mamma ? " 
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Mrs, Tretherick faced quickly about. Standing in ths 
doorwny was a little gitl ot six or Eeven, Her dreäs had 
been originally fine, but was ttirn and dirty, and her hair, 
which was a very violent red, was tumbled serio-comically 
about her forehead. For all this ehe was a picturesque 
little thiog, even through whose childiah timidity there 
waa a certain BeU-suatained ait which ia apt to come npon 
children who are left much to themselves. She waa hold- 
ing under her arm a rag doli, apparently of her own work- 
manship and nearly as large as heraelf — a doli with a 
cylindrical head and featurea roughly indicated with char- 
ooal. A long abawl, evidcntly belonging to a grown person, 
dropped from her Shoulders and swept tbe floor. 

The spectacle did not excit« Mrs. Tretherick's deligbt 
Perhaps she had but a small aenee of humor. Certainl]^ 
when the child, still atanding in the doorway, again asked 
" Ia it mamma ? " ahe answered aharply, "No, it ia n'tjlfl 
and tumed a severe look upou the intruder. 

The child retreated a atep, and then, gaining com 
with the distance, aaid, in deliciously imperfect speech, - 

" Dow 'way, then ; why don't you dow away ? " 

But Mrs. Tretherick was eyeing the shawl. Sudden] 
she whipped it off the child'a shouldera and said angrily,— 

" Huw dared you fake my things, you bad child ? 

"Ib it youra ? Then you are my mamraa! ain't you?" 
You are mamma ! " ahe continued gleefuUy, and before 
Mrs. Tretherick could avoid her she had dropped her doli, 
and, catcbing the woman's skirta with both handa, 
danciüg up and down before her. 

" What 'a your name, chüd 1 " aaid Mrs. Tretheri^ 
coldly, removing the small and not very white hands fro 
ber garments. 

" Tarry." 

" Tarry ? " 

" Yeth. Tarry. Tarowline." 
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("Caroline?" 
" Yeth. TaTowline Tretherick." 
" WboBc child are yon ? " demanded Mrs. Tretherick 
Ittill more coldly, to keep down a tising fear. 
" Why, yours," said the little creßture witb a laugh. 
" I 'm yout little durl. You 're my mumma — my iiew 
ttamma — don't you know my ole mamma'a dorn away, 
nevar to tum back any more, I don't live wid my ole 
now. I live wid you and papa." 
7 long have you been here ? " aaked Mra. Trether- 
K'Sck Bnappishly. 

" I think it 's free days," aaid Carry reflectively. 

" You think ! don't you know ? " sneered Mra. Trether- 

" Then where did you come from ? " 
Carry's lip began to work under this aharp crosa-exami- 
lation. With a great effort and a ematl gulp she got the 
Setter of it, and anawered, — 

"Papa — papa fetcbed me — from Miss Simmona — from 
Üacramento, laet week." 
" Last week ! jou Said three daya just now," retumed 
i. Tretherick with severe deliberation. 

a monf," aaid Carry, now utterly adrift in sheer 
welplesaneBa aud confusion. 

" Do you know what you are talking about ? " demanded 
'Mrs. T. shrilly, restraining an Impulse to sbake the little 
figure before her and precipitate the truth by apecific 
gravity, 

But the flaiDing red head here suddenly diaappeared in 
the folds of Mrs. Tretherick'a dresa, as if it were trying to 
exttnguiah itaelf forever. 

"Tbere now, stop that sniffling," aaid Mra. Tretherick, 

estric^ting her dreaa from the moiat embracea of the child, 

aud feeling esceedingly uncomfortable. " Wipe your face 

now and run away and don't bother. Stop," she coatin' 

s Carry moved away, " where 's your papa ? " 
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" He 's dorn away too. He 's eick. He 'b been dorn " 

ahe hesitated — " two — free — daya.' 

" Who takes care of jou, cbild ? " said Mtb. T-, eyei 
her curiously. 

"John, tbe Chinamaa. I tressea myselth ; John to6ks\ 
and makea the beda." 

" Well, now, nin away and bebave yourself, and don't 
botber me any more," said Mrs, Tretberick, lemembering 
tbe object of her visit. " Stop, where are you going ? " ehe 
added, as tbe cbild began to ascend tbe etairs, dragging the 
long doli after ber by one belplesa leg. i 

" Dein' upstairs to play and be dood, and not botber- 
mamma." 

" I ain't your mamma," sbouted Mis. Tretherick, and 
tben ehe awiftly reentered her bedroom and Elanimed tbe door. 

Once inside, sbe drew forth a large trunk from the cloEet, 
and Bet to work wttb querulous and fretful beste t^i pack 
her wardrobe. She tore her best dresa in taking it from 
tbe book on whicb it huug ; abe Bcratcbed ber eoft bands 
twice with an ambushed pin. All the while she kept up 
an indigaant conimentary on the events of tbe past few 
moments, She said to berself sbe saw it all. Tretherick 
bad Gent for this cbild of bis brst wife — this child for 
wbose existence be bad never aeemed to care — just to 
insult her — to All ber place. Doubtlesa tbe firet wif« 
beraelf would foUow soon, or perhapa tbere wonld be 
third. Red bair — not auhurn, but red — of courae tl 
cbild — this Caroline — looked like ita motber, and if 
sbe was anytbing but pretty. Or tbe wbole tbing bi 
been prepared — this red-baired child — 
mother — bad been kept at a convenient 
mento, ready to be aent for wben needed. She remembei 
bis occaaional Tisits tbere — on business, as be said. 
baps tbe motber already was there — but no — et 
gone e&et. Kevertbeless Mrs. Tretherick, in her 
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atate of mind, preferred to dwell upon tbe fact that she 
might be there. She was dimly caiiEcious also of a certain 
satisfaction in exaggerating her feelings. Surely no woman 
had ever been bö ahamefally atiused. In fancy she sketched 
a picture of bersslf sitting aloae and deserted, at simset, 
among the fallen colunins of a niined temple, in a inelan- 
oholy jet graceful attitude, while her husband drove rapidly 
away in a luxuriouB coach and four, with a led-haired 
-woman at bis side. Sitting upon the trnnk she bad just 
paeked, ahe partly compoaed a lugubrious poem, describing 
ber BUfferings as, wandering alone and poorly clad, abe 
came upon her husband and "another" flaunting in eilks 
and diamonds. She pictured berself dying of consumption, 
broiight on by sorrow — a beautiful wreck, yet still fasci- 
nating, gazed upon adoringly by the editor of the " Ava- 
lanche " and Colonel Starbottle. And whera was Colonel 
Starbottle all this wbile ? why did n't he come ? He at 
least underatood ber. He — she laughed the reckless, light 
laugh of a few moments before, and then ber face suddeuly 
grew grave, as it liad not a few moments before, 

Wbat was that little red-haired imp doing all this time ? 
Wby was ahe so quiet ? She opcned the door noiselessly 
and listened. She faucied that sbe beard, above the niulti- 
tudinous small noisea and creakings and warpings of the 
Tacant hotiae, a Bmaller voice singing on the Üoor above. 
This, ae abe remembered, was only an open attic that had 
been uaed as a store-room. With a balf-guilty conscious- 
nesa abe crept softly upstairs, and, pushing the door paitly 
open, looked within. 

Atbwart the long, low-studded attic a alant sunbeam 
from a single small window lay, fiüed witb daneing mot«a 
and only half illuminating tbe harren, droary apartment. 
In tbe ray of this sunbeam she aaw the cbild's glowing hair, 
as if crowöed by a red aureole, as she sat upon the floot 
urith ber exaggerated doli between her kneea. She appeared 
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to be talking to it, and it vas not long before Mrs. 
Treth(!rick tibeerved that she was reheareing the interview 
of B half-hour before. She catechieed the doli aeverely, 
crosa-exatnining it in regard to tbe duration of ita stay there, 
and generally on the measiire of time. The Imitation ot 
Mrs, T.'b luanner was exceedingly aucceseful, and tbe con- 
vereation almost a literal reproduution, with a aitigle excep- 
tion. After übe had informed the doli that she was not hi 
mother, at the close of the interview, she added pathetically, 
"That if ahe was dood — very dood — ahe might be her 
raamma aod love her very mnch." 

I have already hinted that Mrs. Tretherick was deficieJ 
in a sense of bumor. Perhaps it was for this 
this wbole scene afiected her raost UDpleasantly, and tl 
concluaion Hent tbe blood tingling to her cheek. Thei 
waa aomething, too, inconceivably lonely in the aituation 
the unfurnisbed vacant room, half ligbt, tbe raonatroiie 
doli, whose very size seeraed to give a pathetic significance 
to its epeecbleaaneaa, tbe smnllneas of tbe one animale self- 
centred figure — all thesa touched inore or less deeply the 
half-poetic sensibilitiea of the woman. She conld not belp 
utilining the impression aa she stood there, and thought 
wbat a finepoem might be constnicted from tbia mnterial, 
if tho room were a little darker, the cbild lonelier — say, 
sitting beside a dead motber's hier and the wind wailing in 
tbe turrets. And then she euddenly heard footstepa at the 
door below, and recognized the sound of the Colonel'a oane. 

She flew awiftly dnwn the efaira and encountered the 
Colonel in the hall. Here she poiired into bis aatonished 
ear a volublo and exaggerated statement of her discovery 
and indignant recital of her wrongs. " Don't teil me tbe 
wbole thing was n't arranged beforehand ; for I know it 
was!" she almost screnmed, "And think," ahe added, 
" of the heattlessness of ths wretch — leaving bis own cbild 
alone here in that way." 
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" It 's a blank shame ! " Btammered tlie Colone), without 
the least iJea of what he was talking about. In fact, utterly 
nnable as he was to comprehend a reason for the woman's 
eicitement with his eatimate of her character, I fear he 
ahowed it more plainly tLan he intended. He stanunered, 
expanded his ehest, looked stern, gallant, tender, but all 
nnin teilige ntly. Mrs. Tretherick for an instant experienced 
a aickening doabt of the existence of natures in perfect 
affinity. 

" It 'a of HO use," aaid Mrs. Tretherick with sndden 
vehemenoe, in answer to some inaudible remark of the 
Colonel's, and withdrawing her band frora the fervent grasp 
of that ardent and sympathetic man. " It 'a of no use ; tuy 
mind is made up. You can send for my trunk as soon as 
you like, bnt I shall stay here and confront that man with 
the proof of his Tileneas. I will put him face to face with 
hia infamy." 

I do not know whether Colonel Starbottle thoronghly 
appreciated the convincing proof of Tretherick'a unfaithfnl- 
ness and malignity afforded by the damning evidence of the 
existence of Tretherick'a own child in his own house. He 
was dimly aware, however, of sonie iinforeaeen obstacle to 
the perfect expreasioa of the infinite longing of his own sen- 
timental nature. But before he could aay anything, Carry 
appeared on tlie landing above them, looking timidly and 
yet half criticaliy at the pair. 

"That 's her," said Mrs. Tretherick excitedly. In her 
deepest emotions, either in verse or prose, ehe rose above 
a consideration of grammatical construction. 

" Ah ! " Said the Colonel, with a sudden assumption of 
parentol affection and jocularity that was glaringly unreal 
and afiected. " Ah ! pretty littla girl, pretty little girl t 
how do you do ? how are you ? you find youraelf pietty 
■well, do you, pretty little girl ? " The Coloners Impulse 

3 was to expand bis cbest aud swing hia uaiie, until it 
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occurred to him that this action might be ineffective with 
a chÜil of eis or seven. Carry, however, took no immediat« 
noticfi öf this aJvance, but further diacoraposed the chival- 
roua Colonel by running qiiiekly to Mra. Tratherick, and 
hiding herseif, as if for protection, in the folda of her gown. 
Nevertheless, the Colonel waa not vanquished, Falling 
back into au attitude of respectful admiration, he pointed 
out a murvelous resemblance to tbe "Madonna and Child." 
Mra. Tretherick eimpered, but did not dislodge Carry as 
before. Tbere was an awkward pause for a moment, and 
then Mrs. Tretherick, tnotioning significantly to the child, 
aaid in a whieper, " Go, now. Don't come here again, 
but meet me to-night at the hotel." She ext«nded her 
band ; the Colonel bent over it gallantly, and, raising hie 
bat, the next moment waa gone. 

" Do you think," eaid Mrs. Tretherick, with an embar- 
rasseil voice and a prndigious bluah, looking down and 
addressing the fiery curls just visible in the folda of her 
dress, — " do you think you will be ' dood ' if I let yoa 
atay in here and sit with me ? " 

" And let me call you mamma ? " queried Carry, lool 
up. 

" And let you call me mamma I " assented Mre. Tretb* 
erick with an embarrasaed laugh. 

" Yeth," Said Carry promptly. 

They entered tho bedroom together. Cairy'B eye 
atantly caught sigbt of tbe trunk. 

" Are you doin' away adain, mamma ? " ehe eaid 'wll 
a quick, nervous look, and a clutcb at the woman'a dresa. 

" No-o," Said Mra. Tretherick, looking out of the window. 

" Only playing you 're doin' away," euggeated Carry with 
a laugh. " Let me play too." 

Mrs. T. assented. Carry flew into the next 
and presently reappeared, dragging a small trunk, intl 
which ahe gravely proceeded to pack her clothea. Mrs. ^ 
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noticed that they were not many. A question or two 
regarding them brought out some further replies from. the 
child, and before many mioutes had elapsed Mre. Treth- 
erick was in poasession of all her earlier history. But 
to do thia Mra. Trethetick ba<l been obliged to tako 
Carry upon her lap, pending the most confidential dia- 
cloBurea, They Bat thua a long time after Mrs, Tretherick 
had apparently ceaaed to be interosted in Carry 'a dis- 
olosnres, and, when lost in thought, flbe allowed the child 
to rattle on unbeeded, and ran her fingera through the 
'Ist curis, 
To« don't hold me rigbt, mamma," said Carry at last, 
after one or two uneasy shiftinga of poaition. 

" How shouhl I hold you ? " asked Mra. Trethorick, with 
a half-amused, half-embarrassed laugb, 

" Thia way," eaid Carry, curling up int« position with one 
arm around Mra. Tretherick'a neck and her cheek resting 
on her bosom ; " thia way — there ! " After a littie pre- 
paratory neatling, not unlike aome small animal, ehe closed 
her eyea and went to aleep. 

For a few moraenta the woman aat ailent, Bcarcely daring 
to breathe, in that artificial attitude. And then, whether 
fiom some occult sympatby in the touch, or God best knowa 
what, a Budden fancy began to thrill her. She began by 
remembering an old pain that ehe had forgotten, an old 
horror that she had resolutely put away all theae yeara. 
8he recalled days of aickness and distruat, days of an over- 
ahadowing fear, days of preparation for something that was 

be prevented — that was prevented, with niortal agoay 
id fear, She thought of a life that might have been — 
dared not aay had been — and wondered ! It waa six 
yearB ago ; if it had iived it would have been as old as 
Carry. The arma which were folded loosely around the 
Ble«ping child began to tremble and tighten their clasp. 
tlien the deep potential impulse came, and with a half- 
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sob, half-sigh, she tlirew her arroa out and drew the body 
of the sleeping chiUi down, down into her breast, — down 
again and again as if ehe would hide it in 
there years before. And the gust that Bhook her passet 
and then, ah tue ! the rain. 

A drop or two feil npon the curls of Carry, and 
moved unensily in her eleep. Eut the woman soothed her 
again, — it was so easy to do it now, — and they Bat there 
qiiiet and undisturbed, — so quiet thiit they might have 
eeeraed incorporate of the lonely siletit house, the slowly 
declining Eunbeame, and the general air of desertion and 
abandonment, yet a desertion tbat had in it nothing of 
decay, or deepair. 
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Colonel Starbottle waited at the Fiddletown Hotel 
that night in vain. And the next morning whi 
Trethorjck retumed to his husks, he found the 
vacant and untenaoted except by motes aud sunbean 

WheD it waa fairly known that Mre. Tretherick had 
away, taking Mr. Tretheriok's own child with her, there was 
aome excitement and much diversity of opinion in Fid- 
dletown. The " Dutch Fiat Intelligencer " openly alluded 
to the "forcible abduction " of the child with the same 
freedom and, it is to he feared, the same projiidice ■«dth 
which it had criticised the abductor's poetry. All of Mra. 
Tretheriok'a own sex, and perhapa a few of the oppoaita 
sex whose diatitictive qnality was not, bowever, very stroagly 
indicated, fuUy coincided in the views of the " Intelligencer." 
The majority, however, evaded tho moral issue j that Mra. 
Tretherick had ehaken the red dust of Fiddletown from 
her dainty slippera was enough for them to know. Thej 
monrned the loss of the fair ahductot more than hei 
offense, They promptly rejectcd Tretherick as an injured 
husband and diaconsolato father, and even went bo far aa 
to openly caat discredit in the sincerity of hia grief. TheT, 
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reserved a.u ironical condolence fot Colon el Starbottle, 
0TeTbea,Ting that eixcellent man with untimely and demou- 
strative sympathy in bar-rooms, saloona, and other localities 
not generally deemed favorable to the display of sentiment. 

She was alliz a skittish thing, Kernel," said one sympa- 
thizer, with a öne affectation of gloomy concern and great 
of Illustration, " and it 's kinder nat'ril thet Ehe 'd 
get a^ay some day and stampede tliat tlieBr colt ; but tbet 
she should ahake i/ou, Kerael, thet ahe should juat sliaka 
you — is what gits me. And they do say thet you jbt bung 
around thet hotel all night, aod paytrolled them corridors, 
and histed yourself up and down tbem atairs, and meandered 
in and out o' thet piazzy, and all for nothing ! " It was an- 
other generous aud tendeily coramiserating epirit that poured 
additional oil and wine on the Colonel's wounds. "The 
■boys yer let on thet Mrs. Tretherick prevailed on ye to 
pack her trunk and a baby over froia the bouse to the stage 
offis, and that the chap ez did go off with her thanked yoii 
and offered you two short bite, and sed ez how he liked your 
looks and 'ud einploj you agin — and now you say it ain't 
so ? Well — I '11 teil the boye it ain't so, and I 'm glad I 
met you, for stories do get round." 

Happily for Mra. Tretherick's reputation, however, the 
Chinaman in Tretherick's eraployment, who waa the only 
eye-witaeas of her fiight, stated that she was unac«om- 
panied except by the child. He further deposed that obey- 
ing her Orders he had stopped the Sacramento coach and 

:uied a passage for herseif and child to San Francisco. 

was true that Ah Fe's teatimony was of no legal valuo. 

it nobody doubted it. Even thoae who were skeptical of 
ability to recognize the aacredness of the tmth 
«dmitted bis paasionlees, unprejudiced uiiconcern. But i( 
would appear fiom an hitherto unrecorded passage of thia 
feracioua chronicle tbat herein they were inistaken. 

It waa about six months after the disappearance of Mrs, 
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Tretherick that Ah Fe, while working in Tretherict's lot, 
was hailed by two passing Chinamen. They were tho 
ordinary minicg cooliea, equipped with long polea and 
baskete for their usoal pügrimegeB. An dnimated convet- 
eation at once ensued betweea Ah Fe aod bis brotber 
Mongolians, — a conversation charactemed hy that uaual 
ahrill volubility and apparent animosity which was at once 
the delight and acorn of the intelligent Caucasian who did 
not underatand a word of it Such, at least, was the feeling 
with which Mr. Tretbeiick on bis veranda, and Colonel Stai- 
bottle, who was pasaing, regarded theii beatbenish Jargon. 
The gallant Colonel simply kicked them out of bis way ; 
the irat« Tretherick with an oath threw a stone at the group 
and dispersed them — but not before one or two eüps of 
yellow rice paper marked with bieroglypbica were exchanged, 
and a smal! parcel put into Ab Fe's band. When Ah Fe 
opened tbis, in the dim solitude of hia kiteben, he found a 
little girl'B apron, freehly waahed, ironed, and folded, On 
the Corner of the hem were the initials " C. T," Ah F« 
tucked it away in a comer of hia blouse, and proceeded 
wash hia dishes in the eink with a smile of guiletess sal 
factioa. 

Two days after tbis Ah Fe confronted bis niaster. 
no likee Fiddletown. Me belly sick. Me go now." 
Tretherick violently suggested a profane locality. Ah 7S 
gazed at bim placidly, and withdrew. 

Before leaving Fiddletown, however, he accidentally met 
Colonel Starbottle and dropped a few incoherent phrasea 
which apparently jnterested that gentJeman. When he con- 
cluded, the Colonel handed bim a letter and a twenty-dollar 
gold-piece, "11 you bring me an anawer I'll double that, 
Sabe, John ? " Ah Fe nodded. An interview equally acei- 
dental, with precisely the same result, took place between Ab 
*t and another gentleman, wbom I suspect to have been the. 
^^.(Ahful editorof the "Avalancbe." Yet I legret to stat 
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that after proceediDg some diatance on his journey, Ali Pe 
calmly broke the seala of both letters, and after trjing tu 
read them upside down and sidewaye, finally divided them 
into accurate Equarea, and in this condition disposed of them 
to a brother Celestial whom he met on the road for a tri- 
fling gratuity. The agony of Colone! Starbottle on finding 
hiB naeh-bill made out on the unwritt«n Bide of one of these 
Bquarea, and delivered to him with his weekly clean clothes, 
and the subsequent discovery that the remaining portions of 
hie letter were circulated by the same method from the 
Chinese laundry of one Fung Ti of Fiddletown, has been 
described to me aa peculiarly affecting. Yet I am satisfied 
that a higher nature, rising ahove the levity induced by the 
mere contemplation of the inaignificant detaila et this breach 
of trust, woiild lind ample retributive justice in the difficul- 
ties that auhseqiieDtly attended Ah Fe'a pilgriinage. 

On the road to Sacramento he was twice playfuUy thrown 
from the top of the stage-coach by an intelligent but deeply 
intoxicated Caucaatan, whose moral nature was shocked at 
riding with one addicted to opiuni amoking. At Hangtown 
he waa beat«n by a passing atranger, pnrely an act of 
Christian supererogation. At Dutch Fiat he was robbed 
by well-known handa from unknown motives. At Sacra- 
mento he was arreated on suspicion of being aomething or 
other, and discharged with a severe reprimand — possibly for 
not being it, and so delaying the courae of justice. At San 
Fraociaco he was freely atoned by children of the public 
Is ; but by carefully avoidiog theae monuments of en- 
jghtened progreas, he at last reoched in comparative aafety 
e Chinese quarters, where his abuse was confined to the 
tolice and limited by the strong arm of tho law. 

e next day he entered the wash-house of Chy Fook aa 
1 assiatant, and on the following Friday was sent with a 
isket of clean clotbea to Ohy Fook's aeveral clients. 
It waa the usual foggy aftemoon aa he climbed the long 



140 AN EPISODE OF FIDDLETOWN ^M 

wind-swept hill of California Street, one of those bleak gray 
intervals that made the summer a misnomer to any but the 
liveliest San Franciscaii fancy. There was no warmth nor 
color in earth or sky ; no Uglit nor ahade within ot without, 
only one monotonoiia, universal neutra! tint over everything, 
There waa a fierce unreat in the wind-whipped streete, there 
was a dreary vacaut qiiiet in the gray hoiises. When Ah 
Fe reached the top of the hill the Misäon ridge was olready 
hidden, and the chill sea-breeze made bim shiver. As he 
put down bis baaket to rest himself, it is possible that to bis 
defective intelligence and heathen experience thiE " God's 
own climate," as it was called, eeemed to posBesB but scant 
tenderness, softuess, or mercy. But it ie possible that Ah 
Fe illogically confounded tbis season witb bis old persecu- 
tors, the scbool-chüdren, wbo, being releascd from Btudioue 
conünement, at tbis bour were geaerally most aggressive. 
So he hastened od, and, tuming a comer, at last stopped 
before a small house. 

It was the usual San Franciscan uiban cottage. There 
was the little strip of cold green sbrubbery before it, the 
cbilly bare veranda, and above tbis again the grim balcouy 
on which no one sat. Ab Fe rang tbe bell ; a servant 
appeared, glanced at his basket, and reluctantly admitted 
bim as if he were aome necessary domestic animal. Ah 
Fe silently mounted the staira, and, entering the open door 
of the front cbamber, put down the basket and atood pas- 
siv ely on tbe threshold. 

A woman, wbo was sitting in the cold gray Ugbt of the 
window, witb a child in her lap, rose listlessly and came 
toward bim. Ab Fe inatantly recognized Mrs. Tretberick, 
but not a muscle of bis immobile face changed, nor did 
his slant eyes lighten as he met her own placidly. She evi- 
dently did not recognize bim aa she began to count the 
clotbes. But the cbild, curiously examining him, suddenly 
uttered a ahort glad cry : — 
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*' Why, it's John ! Mamma, it's our öld John whatwe 
had in Fiddletown." 

For an instant Ah Fe's eyes and teeth electrically 
lightened, The chüd ckpped her hands and Muglit at 
his blouse. Then he said shortly, " Me John — Ah Fe — 
alles same. Mb know you. How do ? " 

Mrs. Tretherick dropped the clothea nervously and looked 
hard at Ah Fe. Wanting the quick-witted instinct of afTec- 
tion that sharpened Carry's perception, ehe even then could 
not distinguish him above his fellows. With a recollection 
of paet pain and an obscure suspicion of impending dange^ 
she asked him when he had left Fiddletown. 

Longee time. No likee Fiddletown, no likee Tlevelick, 

:ee San Flisco. Likee washee. Likee Tally," 

Ah Fe's laconica pleased Mrs. Tretherick. Sbe did not 
atop to consider how much an imperfect knowledge of 
English added to his curt directness and sincerity, But ehe 
Said, " Don't teil anybody yoii have seen me," and took out 
her pocket-book. 

Ah Fe, without looking at it, saw that it v/aa nearly 
empty. Ah Fe, without examining the apartment, saw that 
it was scantily fumished. Ah Fe, without removing his 
eyea from blank vacancy, eaw that both Mrs. Tretherick 
and Carry were poorly dressed. Yet it is my dnty to state 
that Ah Fe'a long fingere closed promptly and firmly over 
the half-doUar which Mre. Tretherick extended to him. 

Then he began to fumble in his blouse with a series of 
estraordinary eontortiona. After a few momenta he ex- 
tracted from apparently no particular place a child'a apron, 
which he laid upon the basket with the remark — 

" One piece washman flagittee." 

Then he began anew his fumblinge and contortions. 

At last his effovts were rewarded by his producing, appar- 

itly from his right ear, a raany-folded piece of tisaue- 

Unwrapping this carefully, he at last diaclosed two 
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tweaty-dollar gold-pieces, which he handed to Mra. Treth- 
erick. 

" You leavee raoney top eide of blulow, Fiddletown, me 
findee money. Me fetchee money to you. All lightee." 

" But I left no money on the top of the bureau, John," 
Said Mrs. Tretherick eameatly. " There niust be some inia- 
take; it belongB to some other peraoti. Take Jt back, John." 

Ah Fe's brow darkened. He drew away from Mre. 
Tretherick's extended hand and began haetily to gather up 
hia baaket, 

" Me no takee back. Ko, no, Bimeby pleesman he 
catchee me ! He aay, ' God damn thief — catchee flowty 
dollar — come to jailee.' Me no takee back. You leavee 
money top side blulow, Fiddletown. Me fetchee money 
you. Me no takee back." 

Mra. Tretherick bcsitated. In the confusion of her flight 
she mighf have left the money in the manner he had eaid. 
In any event she lad no right to jeopardize this honest 
Chinaraan'a safety by refusing it So she said, " Very 
well, John, I will keep it. But you muat come agaiu and 
See me " — here Mra. T. heaitated with a new and eudden 
revelation of the fact that any man could wish to see any 
other than herseif — " and, and — Carry ! " 

Ah Fe'a face ligbtened. He even uttered a ahort ven- 
triloquistic laugh 'withotit moving hia mouth. Then shoul- 
dering his baeket he shut the dooi carefnlly, and slid quietly 
downstairs. In the lower hall he, however, found an unex- 
pected difficulty in opening the front door, ^and after fum- 
bling vainly at the lock for a moment, looked around for 
some help or Instruction. But the Iriah handinaid who 
had let him in wae contemptuously oblivious of his needs 
and did not appear. 

There occurred a mysterious and painful incident which 
I aball eiroply record without attempting to explatn. On 
the hall table a scarf, evidently the property of the m 
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»before alluded to, was Ijiiig. As Ah Fe tiied the lock with 
one hand, the other restctl ligbtly on the table. Suddenly, 
«nd apparently of ita own volition, the scarf began to creep 
elowty towards Ah Fe's hand, From Ah Fe's hand it 
began to creep up hia sleeve, slowly and with ati inainuating, 
snake-Iike motion, and then diaappeared soniBwhere in the 
recesses of hia blouse. Without betraying the leaet intereat 
or concem in tbis pbenomeuon, Ah Fe still lepeated bia 
experiments upon the lock. A moment later the tablecloth 
of red damaHk, moved by appatently the sanie mysterioua 
impulse, slowly gathered itself under Ah Fe's fingere, and 
sinuously disappeared by the eante hidden Channel. What 
further myatery might have followed I cannot say, for at 
tbis moment Ah Fe discovered the secret of the lock, and 
was enabled to open the door coincident with the sound of 

I lootatepa upon the kitchen stairs. Ah Fe did not hasten hia 

niovemetits, but, patiently ahouldcring hia baaket, closed the 

r carefullj behind him again, and etepped forth into the 

B'tbick eacompassing fog that now abrouded earth and sky. 
From her high caaement window Mra. Tretheriok watcbed 

FAh Fe's figure until it diaappeared in the gray cloud. In 
"her pieaent lonelineaa ahe feit a keen seose of gratitude 
towarda him, and may have ascribed ta the higher emotione 
and the conaciouanesa of a good deed tbat certaiti expanaive- 
Desa of the ehest and ewelling of the boeom that waa really 
due to the hidden presence of the acarf and tablecloth under 
bis Wonse ; for Mra. Tretherick waa atill poetically sensitive. 

I Aa the gray fog deepened into night abe drew Carry closcr 

■ towarda her, and ahove the prattle of the child puraued a 

■ Vein of aentimental and egotistic recollection at once bitter 
tnd dangeroos. The andden apparition of Ah Fe linked 

Kjier again with her past life at Fiddletown. Over the 

nSieaiy interval between ehe was now wandering, — a joumey 

piteouB, willful, thomy, and uaeleas tbat it waa no 

ironder tbat at laat Carry etopped suddenly in the midat of 
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her voluble confidencea to tlirow her small anns around the 
woman'a neck and bid her not to cry, 

Heaven forefend that I sho^ald ose & pen that ehoiild be 
ever dedicated to an exposition of uoalterable moral principle 
to tranacribe Mrs. Tretherick's own theory of this interval 
and episode, with its feeble palliatione, its illogical deduc- 
tions, its fond excuKes and weak apologies. It would seent, 
however, that her experience had been hard. Her alender 
Block of money was soon exhausted. At Sacramento ehe 
found that the compoBition of verse, althongh appealing to 
the higheet emotion of tlie human heart, and compelling 
the editorial breast to the noblest commendation in the 
editorial pages, was singularlj iaadeqnate to defray the 
expensea of herseif and Carry. Then she tried the stage, 
but failed signally. PoBsibly her eonception of the paasiona 
was different from that which obtained with a Sacramento 
aiidience, hut it was certain that her charming presence, so 
effective at short ränge, was not sufficiently pronouneed for 
the footlighta. She had admirers enongh in the grecn- 
room, but awakened no abiding affection among the audi- 
ence. In thia strait it occurred to her that she had a voice 
— a coTitralto of no very great corapass or cultivation, but 
singularly sweet and touching, and she finally obtained a 
Position in a chtircb choir. Sbe held it for three months, 
greatly to her pecuoiary advatitage, and, it ia aaid, much 
to the satiafaction of the gentlemen in the hack pews who 
faced towards her during the singing of the last hymn. 

I remember her quite distinctly at this titne. The light 
that slanted through the oriel of St. Dives's choir was wont 
to fall tenderly on her beautiful head with its atacked 
masses of deerskin-colored hair, on the low black archea 
of her brows, and to deepen the pretty fringes that shaded 
her eyea of Genoa velvet. Very pleasant it was to watch 
the opening and shutting of that amall atraigbt mouth, "ilb 
its quick revelation of the little white teeth, and to see the 
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foolish blood faintly deepen her Batia cheek aa you watched ; 
for Mrs. Tretherick was very sweetly conecious of admira- 
tion, and, like most pretty woroen, gathered herself undet 
yoTir eye like a racer under the epiir. 

And then, of course, there came trouble. I have it from 
the aoprano — a little lady who posaessed even more than 
the UHUal unprejudiced judgment of her sex — that Mrs. 
Tretherick'B conduct was simply Ehanieful ; that her coaceit 
vas unbearahle ; that if sha considered the lest of the choir 
BS slaves, she, the Boprano, would like to know it ; that her 
conduct on Easter Sunday with the hasso had attracted the 
atteDtion of the whole congregation, and that she herseif 
had noticed Dr. Cope twice look up diiring the Service; 
that her — the soprano'a — - frieniis had objected to her sing- 
iag in the choir with a person who had been on the stage, 
but she had waived thia, Yet she had it froni the best 
anthority that Mrs. Tretherick had tun away from her 
huabaad, and that thia red-baired child who Eometimea 
eame in the choir was not her own. The tenor confided 
to me, behind the organ, that Mrs. Tretherick had a way 
of suataining a note at the end of a line, in order that her 
Tolce might linger longer with the congregation, — an act 
that could he attributed only to a defective moral nature ; 
that as a man, — he was a vory populär dry-goode clerk on 
week-daya, and sang a good dcal from apparently behind 
hia eyehrows on the Sahhath, — that aa a man, sir, he would 
put up with it no longer. The basso alone — a short Ger- 
man with a heavy voice, for which he seemed reluctantly 
reaponaible, and rather grieved at its posaession — stood up 
for Mra. Tretherick and averred that they were jealous of 
her because ahe was " bretty." The climax was at last 
leached in an open quarrel, wherein Mrs. Tretlierick used 
ler tongue with such precision of Statement and epithet that 
the soprano burst into hysterical tears, and had to he sup- 
poited from the choir hy her huaband and the tenor. This 



146 



AS EPISODE OF FIDDLETOWN 



act was marted intentionally to the congregation by the 
Omission of the iiaual BOprano solo. Mra. Tretherick went 
home fluslied with triiimph, but oii reaching her room fran- 
tically told Carry that they were beggars henceforward ; tbat 
she — her mother — had just taken the very bread out of 
her darling'a moutb, and ended by burating into a flood of 
peiiitent teara. They did not come so quickly as in her 
old poetioal days, but wheu tbey came tliey atung deeply. 
She waa roueed by a formal visit from a vestryniaii, — ona 
of the Music Cotnmittee. Mra. Tretherick dried her long 
lashes, put on a new neck ribhon, and went down to the 
parlor. She stayed there two houra, — a fact that might 
have occaaioned some remark but tbat the vestrymar 
married and bad a family of grown-up daughters. WheS 
Mra. Tretherick retumed to her room, she sang to hersel^ 
in the glasa and scolded Carry. But ehe retained her plac 
in the choir. 

It was not long, however. In due course of time 1 
enemies received a powerful addttion to their forces ii 
committeeman's wife. That lady oalled «pon several of 
the cburch membera and on Dr. Cope's family, The reault 
was that at a later meeting of the Music Committee Mrs. 
Tretberick's voice was declared inadequate to the 6\m of 
the building, and sho was invited to reaign. She did so. 
She had beeu oiit of a Situation for two montha, and her _ 
Ecant raeans were almost exhausted when Ah Fe'a unexj 
pected treasure waa tossed into her lap. I 

The gray fog deepened into night, and the street lampal 
Btarted into ahivering life, as, absorbed in these unprofitable 
memoriea, Mra. Tretherick still sat drearily at her window. 
Even Carry had alipped away unnoticed, and her abrupt 
entrance with the damp evening paper in her band roused 
Mrs. Tretherick, and brought her back to an active realiza- 
tion of the preeent. For Mrs. Tretherick waa wont to scan 
the adverLiaemente, in the faint hope of Unding some 
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of eTnployment — ehe knew not what — open to her needs, 
and Carry had coted thia habit. 

Mrs. Tretlierick mechanically cloaed the shuttera, lit the 
lights, and opened the paper. Her eye feil instinctively oq 
the following paragraph in the telegraphic column : — 

" Fiddletown, 7th. Mr. Jamea Tretherick, an old resi- 
dent of thia place, died last night of delirium tremens, 
Mr. Tretherick waa addicted l« intemperate habits, aaid to 
haye been induced hy domestic trouble." 

Mrs. Tretherick did not start. She quietly tumed over 
another page of the paper and glanced at Carry. The child 
waa abaorbed in a book. Mrs. Tretherick uttered no word, 
but during the remainder of the evening was imusually silent 
and oold. When Carry waa undresaed and in bed, Mrs. 
Tretherick suddenly dropped on her kneea beeide the bed, 
and, taking Carry's flaming head botween her hands, said, — 

" Should you like to have another papa, Carry, darling ? " 

" No," aaid Carry, after a moment'a thought. 

"But a papa to help mamma take care of you, — to love 
to give you nice clothes, to make a lady of you when 
rou grow up?" 

Carry turned her sieepy eyea toward the questioner. 
" Should yoii, mamma ? " 

Mre. Tretherick suddenly fluahed to the roota of her 
hair. " Go to aleep," she said sharply, and tumed away, 

But at midnight the child feit two white arms close 
tightly around her, and was drawn down iuto a hosom that 
heaved, fiutt«red, and at last was broken up by sobs. 

"Don't ky, mamma," whispered Carry, with a vague 
retroapect of their recent converaation. " Don't ky. I 
fink I should like a new papa if he loved you very much — 
Very, very much ! " 

A. month afterwarda, to everybody'a astoniabment, Mre. 
Xretherick was married. The happy bridegroom was oae 
~ lonel Starbottle, recently elected to represent Calaveraa 
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County in the legislative Councils of the State, Ab I cannot 
record the event in fiaer language than that used by the 
correapondent of the " Sacramento Globe,"' I venture to 
quote aome of his graceful periods. " The relentlesa shafts 
of the sly god have been lately buay among our gallant 
Sölons. We quote 'one more imfortuiiate,' The latest 
victim is the Hon. G. Starbottle of Calaveras. The fair 
enchantress in the case is a beautiful widow, — a former 
votary of Thespis, and lately a fascinating St. Cecilia of one 
of the most fashionahle churchea of San Francisco, vheia 
ehe commanded a high aalary." I 

The "Dutch Fiat In teil ige nee r " saw fit, however, tel 
comment upon the fact with that humorous freedom char- 
acteristic of aa unfettered prees. " The new ciemocratic 
war-horee from Calaveras has lately advented in the Legia- 
Jature with a little bill to change the name of Tretherick to 
Starbottle. They call it a marriage certificate down there. 
Mr. Tretherick has been dead just one moDth, hut we pre- 
anme the gallant Coloncl is not afraid of ghoats." 

It ia but just to Mra. Tretherick to atate that the Colonel's 
victory was by no means ao easy one. To a natural degree 
of coyneaa on the part of the lady waa added the impediment _ 
of a rival, — a prosperoua undertaker Iroin Sacramento, whqJ 
bad firat seen and loved Mrs, Tretherick at the theatre an^fl 
church ; his profeasional habits debarring him from ordi-fl 
nary social iatercourse, and indeed any other than the moat 
formal public contact with the aex, As this gentleman had 
made a anug fortune during the felieitoua prevalence of a 
severe epidemic, the Colonel regarded him as a dangeroua 
rival. Fortunately, however, the undertaker waa called in 
profeasionally to lay out a brother Senator who had un- 
happily fallen by tlie Colonel's pistol in an affair of honor, 
and either deterred by physical conaideration from rivalry, 
or wisely concluding that tbe Colonel was profesaionall} 
raluable, he withdiew from the field. jS 
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Tho honeymoon was brief, and brought to a dose by an 
nntoward inciJent, During their hridal trip Carry had been 
placed in the charge of Colonel Starbottle's sister. Oa 
their return to the city, immediately on reaching their 
lodgingB, Mts. Staibottle anaoimced her iiiteatioii of at 
once proeeeding to Mra. Culpepper'a to bring the child 
bome. Colonel Starbottle, who had been exhibiting for 
some time a certain uneasiness nliich he had endeavored 
to oyercome by repeated Stimulation, finally buttoned his 
coat tightly across hig breast, and, after Walking unsteadüy 
once or twice up and down tha room, suddenly faced his 
wife with his moat impoaing manner. 

"I hava deferred," said the Colonel, with an exaggera- 
tion of port that increaeed with his inward fear, and a 
growing thicknesa of Bpeeeh, — " I have deferr — I may aay 
poshponed statement o' fack thash my duty ter dishclose 
ter ye. I did no wisb to mar au'shine mushal happ'ness 

— to bligh' bud o' proraise, to darken conjuglar sky by 
unpleasht revalashun, Musht be done — by G — d, m'm, 
musbt do it now. The chile is gone ! " 

" Gone 1 " echoed Mrs. Starbottle. 

There was something in the tone of her voice, in the 
radden drawing together of the pupila of her eyea, that for 
a moment uearly sobered the Colonel and partly collapsed 
his ehest. 

" I '11 'eplain all in a minit," he said, with a deprecating 
wave of the band ; " everjthing shall be 'eplained, The- 
Ihe-the-melenchoUy event wish preshipitate our happ'nesa 

— the myster'us prov'nice wish releash you — releash chile ! 
buneatan' ? — releash chile, The mom't Tretherick die — 
all claim jou have in cbile tbrough hini — die too, Thaab 
law. Wboee chile b'long to ? Tretherick ? Tretherick 
dead. Chile canH b'long dead man. Damn nonshenae 
b'long dead man. Ish your chile? No! Whoa' chile then? 
Chile b'long to 'ta mother, Unnerstan' ? " 
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"Where is ehe?" said Mrs. Starbottle, with 
white face and a very low voice. 

" I '11 'splain all. Chile b'loog to 'ta mother, Thf 
law, I 'tn lawyer, lesh'lator, and American sis'n. Iah 
duty aa lawyer, as leah'latot, and 'Merikan sis'n to reahtoi 
chila to sutfrin' muther at any cosb — any cosb.' 

" Where 18 sha ? " repeated Mra. Starbottle, with hw] 
eyea still fixed on tlie Colonel'fi face, 

" Gone to 'ts m'o'r. Gone East on ahteamer yesBerdayj 
Waffed by fav'rin' gales to auff'rin p'reut. Thash 

Mra. Starbottle did not move. The Colonel feit hia 
ehest slowly collapsing, but steadied himself againat a 
chair, and eiideavored to beam with chivalrous gallantry 
not unmixed with magisterial firmness lipon her as alie sat, 

" Tour feelin'a, m'm, do honor to yer sax ; but conahider 
aituftshun. Conshider m'or's leelin's — conahider wiy feel- 
in's.'' The Colonel pauaed, and flouriahing a. white hand- 
kerchief placed it negligently in bis breast, and then sniiled 
tenderly above it, as over laces and rutHea, on the womao 
before hiin, " Why ahoiild dark shedJer caas bligli' on 
two ahoula with eingle beat 7 Chile 'a fine cbile, good chile, 
but sumnionelse chile I Chile 's gone- Clar* ; but all iah n't 
gone, Clar". Conshider, dearesht, you aü's have me ! " 

Mra. Starbottle started to her feet. " You ! " she cried, 
bringing out a ehest note that made the chandeliers ling. 
" You, that I married to give my darling food and clotbi 
You ! a dog that I whistled to my side to keep the men 
me ! You ! " 

She choked up, and then dashed paat him into the inner 
room, which had been Carry *s ; then she swept by bim 
again into her own bedroom, and then suddenly reappeared 
before him erect, menacing, with a burning fire over her 
eheek-bones, a quick atraightening of her archeJ hrows and 
mouth, a squaiing of het jaw, and an opbidian Qatt«niug of 
tne head. 
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"Listen ! " she said, in a hoarse, half-grown boy'a voice, 
" Hear me 1 If you ever expect to set eyes on me agaia 
yoit must find the child, II you ever espect to speak to 
me again — to touch me — you muat bring her back. For 
where she goea, I go — you heat me ! — where ehe haa 
gone, look for me ! " 

She Struck out past bim again, with a quick feminine 
throwing out of her arma from the elbows down, aa if 
freeing herseif from some imaginary bände, and, dashing 
into her Chamber, slammed and locked the door, Colonel 
Starbottle, although no coward, stood in superstitioua fear 
of an aogry wonian, and recoiling as aha swept by, loat bis 
1iiiat«ady foothold and rolled helplesaly on the sofa. Here, 
e or two unauccessful attempta to regain bis foot- 
lold, he remained, uttering from time to time profane but 
itirely coherent or intelligible proteata, until at lost he 
succumbed to the exhauating quality of bis emotions, and 
the narcotic quantity oE bis potationa. 

Meantime, witbin, Mra. Starbottla was excitedly gatber- 
ing her valuablea and packing her trunk, even aa abe bad 
done once before in tbe courae of tbia remarkabla bistory. 
Perhapa aoine recollection of this was in her mind, for ahe 
atopped to lean her buming cheeks upon her band, aa if 
ahe saw again the figure of the child atanding in the door- 
way, and haard once more a cbildisb vöice asking, " Is it 
mamraa ? " But tha epithet now stung her to the quick, 
and with a quick, passionata gesture, abe daabed it away 
with a tear that bad gatberad in bar eye. And then it 
chanced that in turning over aome olotbes she came upon 
the child's slipper with a brokan aandal-string. She uttered 
a great cry here, — the first she had uttered, — and caught it 
to her breast, kissing it paasionately again and again, and 
rocking from aide to side with a motion peculiar to bar sex. 
And then ehe took it to the winduw, the better to see it 
irough her now atreaming eyea. Here abe waa taken with 
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a Budden fit of coughing that she could not etifle with the 
handkerchief ehe put to her feveriah lips. And thea ehe 
BuddcDly gcew very faint, the window eeemed to recede 
before her, the floor to sink heneath hei feet, and etaggering 
to the 1)ed, she feil proiie lipon it with the sandal and hand- 
kerchief presaed to her breast. Her face waa quite pali 
the orhit of her ejes dark, and there was a apot upon 
lip, another on her handkerchief, and still another oa 
white counterpane of the bed. 

The wind had risen, rattling the window sashes and' 
Gwaying the white curtains in a ghostly way. Later, a gray 
fog etole softly over the roofs, soothiag the wind-roughened 
Burfaces, aad enwrapping all things in an uneettain light 
and a measureless peace. Siie lay there very quiet — for 
all her troublea, still a very pretty biide. And on the other 
aide of the bolted door the gailant biidegroom, from hia 
temporary couch, anored peacefully. j 

A week before Christmaa Day, 1870, the little town of 
Genoa, in the State of New York, eshibited, perhapa more 
Etrongly than at any other time, the bitter irony of its foun- 
ders and apoDsors. A driving anowstorm, that had whitened 
every windward hedge, bush, wall, and telegraph pole, 
played around thia aoft Italian capital, whirled in and out 
of the great, staring, wooden Doric columns of ils post-office 
and hotel, beat upon the cold green shutters of its best 
houses, and powdered the angular, stiff, dark figures in its 
streets. From the level of the etreet the four principal 
churches of the town atood out starkly, even while tbeir 
misshapen apires were kindly hidden in the low driving 
Storni. Near the railroad Station the new Methodist chape), 
wbose resemblance to an enormoua locoraotive was fiirthet 
heightened by the addition of a pyramidal row of front 
Steps, like & cowcatcber, stood ae if waiting for a few more 
houses to be hitched on to proceed to a pleasauter locatü 
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But the pride of Getioa — the great CrammBi" Institute for 
Young Ladies — stretched ita bare bricb length and reared 
its cufxjla plainly from the bleak Pamassian hill above the 
principal avenue. There was no evasion in the Crammer 
Institut« of the fact that it was a public institution. A 
visitor upon ita doorstep, a pretty face at ita witidow, were 
clearly visible all over the townahip. 

The shriek of the engine of the lour o'cloek Northern 
Express brought but few of the usual loungers to the depot. 
Only a Single passenger alighted and was driven away in the 
solitarj waiting sleigh towards the Genoa Hotel. Aud then 
the traiu sped away again, — with tbat passionate indifference 
to hninan sympathies or curiosity peculiar to express trains, — 
the one baggnge truck was wheeled into the Station sgain, the 
Etation door was locked, and the Station maater went home. 

The locomotive whistle, however, awakened the guilty 
consciousnesB of three young ladies of the Crammer Institute, 
who were bvbq then BUrreptitiouHly regaling themselves in 
the bake-shop and confectionery saloon of Mre. Phillips, in a 
by-lane. For even the admirable regulations of the Institute 
failed to entirely develop the physical and raoral natures of 
its pupils : they conformed to the excellent dietary rules in 
public, and in private drew upon the luxurioue rationa of 
their village caterer ; they attended church with exeniplary 
formality, and flirted informally during service with the vil- 
lage beaux; they receivcd the best and most judicious 
Instruction during scbool hours, and devoured the trashiest 
novels during recess. The result of whieh was an aggrega- 
tion of quite healthy, qaite human, and very charming 
young creatures, that reflected infinite credit on the Insti- 
tute. Even Mrs. Phillips, to whom they owed vast sums, 
exhilarated by the exuberant spirits and youthful freshness 
of her guests, declared that the sight of " them young 
^linga " did her good, and had even been knowu to ahield 
Q by shamelesB equivocation. 
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" Four o'clock, girla ! and if we 're not back to prajere by 
five we '11 be missed," said the talleet of these foolish virgina, 
■with an aquiline nose and certain quiet eV-an that bespoke 
the leader, as ahe rose fiom her feat. " Have you got the 
booka, Addy ? " Äddy diaplayed tbree dissipated-looking 
novels undet her waterproof. " And the provialona, Carry ? " 
Carry ahowed a Buspicious parcel Alling the pocket of her 
Back. " All right, then. Come, girla, trudge, Charge it," 
she addod, nodding to her host, aa they paased towards the 
door. " I '11 pay you when my quarter'e allowance comes.' 

" No, Kate," interposed Carry, producing her pi 
" let me pay — it 'a my tum." 

" Kever ! " said Kate, arching her black browa loftily j 
"even if you do have rieh relativea aad regulär remittancea 
from California. Kever. Come, girla — forward, march 1 " 

As they opeaed the door a gust of wind nearly took them 
off their feet. Kindhearted Mrs. Phillips was aiarmed. 
" Sakea aliye ! galß, je muat n't go out in eich weatber ; 
hetter let me send word to the Institoot and make ye up a 
nice bed to-night in my parlor." But the last aentence was 
loet in a chonia of half-suppressed ahrieka as the girla, band 
in band, ran down the atepa into the atorm, and were al' 
once whirled away. M 

The short Decembei day, unlit by any sunset glow, ind 
failing fast. It vaa quite dark already, and the air was 
thick with driving snow, I"or some distance their high 
spirita, youth, and even inexperience kept them bravely «p, 
but in arabitiously attempting a short cut from the high- 
rood acrosa an open field their strength gave otit, the laugh 
giew lese frequent, and teara began to stand in Carry'a 
brown eyes. When they reached the road again they were 
nttetly exhauated. " Let us go back," said Carry. 

" We 'd never get acroes that field again," aaid Addy. 

" Let 'b stop at the firat house, tben," said Carry. 

"The firat house," said Addy, peering through 
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gathering daikness, " is Squire Robinaon's." She darted a 
misohievoua glance at Carry thut even in her diacomfort 
and fear brought the quick blood to her cheek. 

" Oh yes," aaid Kate with gioomy irony, " certainly, stop 
at the Squire's, by all means, and be invited to tea, and be 
drivan home after tea by your dear frieud Mr. Harry, with 
8 formal apology from Mrs. ßobicEon, and hupsa tbat the 
young ladies may be excuaed this time. No," continueU 
Kate with eudden energy, " that may suit you ; but I 'm 
going hack as I came, — by the window, — or not at all." 
Then ehe pounced auddenly, like a hawk, on Carry, wbo 
was betrayiDg a tendency to sit down on a snowbank aud. 
whiinper, and ehook her briakly. " You 'U be going to eleep 
next. Stay — hold your tonguea, all of you — what'B 
that ? " 

It was the sound of sieigh-bells. Coming down toward 
them out of the darkneea was a sletgh with a eingle 
occupant. " Hold down your beada, girls> if iE 'a anyboily 
that knowa ua — wo 're lost." But it was not, for a voioe 
stiange to their ears, but withal very kindly and pleasant, 
asked if its owner could be of any help to them. Äs they 
tarned toward him they saw it was a man wrapped in a 
handsome aealskin cloak, wearing a sealskin cap, hia face, 
half concealed by a mufller of the aame material, disclosing 
only a pair of long mustacbee and two keen dark eyee. 
" It 's a Eon of old Santa Claus," whispered Addy. The 
girla tittered audihly as they tumbled into the sieigh — they 
had regained their former Bpirits. " Where ahaU I take 
you ? " Said the atranger quietly. There waa a hurried 
whiapering, and then Eate said boldly, " To the Inatitute." 
They drove ailently up the hill until the long ascetic build- 
ing loomed up before them. The strangor reiaed up 
suddenly. " You know the way better than I," he aaid ; 
I do you go in ? " "Through the back window," 

d Kate with eudden and appalling franknesa. " I see I " 
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responded their stränge diiver qnietly, and aUghting quickly 
removed the bells frora the horees. "We can drive as 
near aa you please now," he added by way of explanatioiL 
" He certainly ia a son of Santa Claus," whiapered Addy ; 
" had n't we better ask after bis father ? " " Hueh," said 
Kate deoideiily, " He is an angel, I dare say." She added 
with a delicious irrelevanca, wbich was, however, perfi 
understood by ber feminine auditora, "We are looki 
like three frigbta." 

Cautiously ekirting tbe fences, they at last pulled iip 
a few feet from a dark wall, The stranger proceeded to 
assiat tbem to aligbt, There was still some ligbt from tbe 
reflected snow, and as he banded bis fair companiona to the 
ground each was conscious of undergoing an iotenae thoHgh 
reapectful scrutiny. He asBisted tbem gravely to open the 
Window, and then diBcreetly retired to the sleigh until tbe 
difßcttlt and aomewhat diacompoaing ingrees was made. 
He theo walked to the wiudow, " Thank you and good- 
night," whispered thrse voicos. A single figure still lin- 
gered. The stranger leaned over the window-sill. "Will 
you petmit tne to light my cigar here ? it might attract 
attention if I stiuck a match outside." By the upspringing 
light he saw the flgiire ot Kate very charmingly framed in 
by the window. The match humed slowly out in bis 
fingere. Kate amiled miscbievously. Tbe astute young 
woman had detected tbe pitiable suhterfuge. For what eise 
did she stand at the bead of her ctass, and for what eise 
had doting parenta paid three yeara' tnition ? 

The storm had pasaed, and the Eun was ehining quite 
cbeerily in the eastetn recitation-room the next moming, 
when Miss Kate, wbose aeat was nearest the window, 
placing her band patbetically upon her beart, affectad to- 
fall in basbful and extreme agitation upon the Shoulder ol' 
Carry, her neighbor. " Ile has come ! " abe 
thrilling whjaper. " Who ? " aaked Carry Bympatheticall; 
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rwho never clearly understood wheo Kate was in eamest, 
" Who ? — why, the man who rescued ua last night ! I saw 
him drive to tbe door tliis moment. Don't speak — I ahall 
be better in a moment ; there ! " ehe said, and the ahamelesB 
hypocrite passed her band pathetically acrose bar forehead 
with a, tragic air. 

»" What oan he want ? " asked Carry, whose curioBity was 
excited. 
" I don't know," said Kate, auddenly relapaing into 
glooray cyniciam. " Possibly to put his five daughtera to 
Bchool. Ferhaps to finiah. bia young wife and warn hei 
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" He didn't look old, and he did n't aeem like a married 
man," rejoined Addy thoughtfully, 

" That was his art, you poor creatuie ! " returned Kate 
scornfully ; "you can never teil anything of these man — 
they are bo deceitful, Besideg, it 'a just my fate 1 " 

"Why, Kate" — began Carry, in serious concem. 

" Huah, Miss Walker is saying aomething," said Kate, 
leughing. 

" The young ladies will please give attention," said a 
slow perfunctory voice. " Mise Carry Tretherick ia wanted 
in the parlor." 

Meantime Mr. Jaek Prince, the name given on the card 
and variouH letters and credentiale submitted to the Rev, 
Mr. Crammer, paced the aomewhat severe apattment known 
pnblicly as tbe " Keception Parlor," and privately to the 
pupils as "Furgatory," His keea eyea had taken in the 
various rigid details, from the äat steam "radiator" like 
an enormoua japaoned soda-cracker, that heated one end of 
the room, to the monumental buat of Dr. Crammer that 
hopeleasly chilled the other ; from the Lord's Frayer 
executed by a former writing- maater in such gratuitoua 
yariety of elegant caligraphic trifling as to considerably 
ftbate the serious value of the compoBitioa, to three viewa 
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of Genoa frota the Inatitute, whicli nobody ever rect^nUed, 
taken on the spot by the drawing teacher ; from two illu- 
miiiated teste of Scripture in an English letter, so gratui- 
touel; and hideously remot« as to chill all human intereet, 
to a large photograph of the senior clasB, in which the 
prettiest girU were Ethiopian in complexion, and eat (appar- 
ently) on each other'H heads and ehouldera ; — bis fingere 
had turned listlessly the leaves of echool cataloguee, the 
Sermona of Dr. Crammer, the Poems of Henry Kirke 
White, the " Laya of the Sanctuary," and " Lives of Cele- 
brated Women ; " — bis fancy, and it was a nervoualy activa 
one, had gone over the partinga and greetinga tbat must 
have taken place bere, and wondered wby the apartmeat 
had yet caught so little of the flavor of humanity ; — 
indeed, I am afraid he bad almost forgotten the object of 
hie viait when tbe door opened and Carry Tretherick stood 
before him. 

It vaa one of tbose faces he bad aeen the night before, 
prettier even than it had eeemed then, — and yet I tbink 
he was conscioua of some diaappointroent, nithout knowiog 
Bsactly why. Her abundant waving hair was of a guinea- 
golden tint, her complexion of a peculiar flower-like deli- 
eacy, her brown eyea of tbe color of seaweed in deep wat«F. 
Et certainly was not her beauty that diaappointed him. 

Witbout posaessing his aenaitivenesa to impreaaion, Carry 
iras, on her part, quite os v^uely ill at eaae. She saw 
before her one of thoae men whom tbe sex would vaguely 
generalize as "nicej" — that ia to aay, correct in all the 
Buperficial appointments of atyle, dreaa, mannera, and fea- 
ture ; yet there was a decidedly unconventional quality 
about him — he was totally nnlike anything or anybody 
that she could lemember, and, as the attributca of origi- 
nality are often aa apt to alann as to attract people, abe 
Waa not entirely prepoaaessed in his favor. 

"I can hardly hope," he began pleaaantly, "that yoa, 
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Piemember me. It ia eleven years ago, and you were e. very 
felittle girl. I am afiaid I cannot even claim to have enjoyed 
[{hat familiarity that might exist betwcen a child of eis and 
Is young man of twenty-one. I don't think I was fond of 
I ahildren. But I knew your mother very well. I was 
^editorof the 'Avalanche' in Fiddletowu when elie took 
Vjyou tio San Francisco." 

" Yo« mean my atepmother ; sho waa n't my mother, you 
■fciow," interposed Carry hastily. 

Mr. Prince looked at her curiously. " I mean your atep- 
L mother," he said gravely. " I never had the pleasure of 
meeting your mother." 

" No, mother haa n't been in California these twelve 
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There was an intentional emphaaizing of the title and of 
its distinction, that hegan to coldly intereat Prince after hie 
firat aatonishmeut was past. 

" Aa I come frora jour stepraother now," he went on, 
with a slight laugh, " I muat ask you to go back for a few 
: to that point. After your father's death, your 
mother — I mean your atepmother — recognized the fact 
that your mother, the first Mre. Tretherick, was legally and 
morally your guardian, and, although much againat her 
inclination and affectiona, placed you again in her charge," 
My atepmother married again within a month after 
father died, and sent me home," said Carry with great 
^ectcess, and the faintest tosa of her head. 

Mr. Prince amiled ao sweetly, and apparently so sym- 
thetically, that Carry began to like him. With no other 
itice of the interruption he went on : " After your atep- 
had performed thia act of simple juatioe, she entered 
into an agreement with your mother to defray the expensea 
your education until your eighteonth year, when you 
Ire to elect and choose which of the two should thereafter 
your guardian, and with whom you would raake your 
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homo. This agreement, I think, you are already aware o 
antt I believe knew at the time." 

" I was a mere child then," said Carry. 

" Certainly," said Mr. Priace with the same araile ; " still 
the coßditiooa, I think, have never been oppresaive to you 
nor your mother, and the only time they are likely to give 
you the least uneasinesa will be when you come to make up 
yonr mind in the choice of your guardian. That will be on 
your eighteenth birthday, — the 20th, I think, of the present 
month." ^H 

Carry was silent. ^H 

" Pray do not think that I am here to receive yoai^^| 
decision, even if it be alteady made. I only came to 
inform you that your atepmother, Mrs. Starbottle, will be in 
town tö-morrow, and will paas a few daya at the hotel. If 
it ia your wish to see her before you make up your mind, ehe 
will be glad to meet you. She does not, howeTer, wish to 
do aoythiDg to influence your judgment." 

" Does mother know ehe ia Coming ? " said Carry hastily. 

"I do not know," said Prince gravely. "I only know^^B 
that if you conclude to aee Mrs. Starbottle, it will be witfr^* 
your niother's permission, Mrs. Starbottle will keep sa- 
credly this part oE the agreement, mnde ten yeare ago. But 
her health is very poor, and the change and country quiet of 
a few days may heneiit her." Mr. Prince bent his keen, 
bright eyes upon the young girl, and atmoet held his breath 
until she spoke again. 

" Mother 'a Coming up to-day or to-morrow," she said. j 
lookiog up. 

" Ah ! " said Mr. Prince, with a sweet and languid smik 

" Is Colone! Starbottle here too ? " aaked Carry after ■ 
pause. 

" Colonel Starbottle ia dead ; your stepmother is a 
widow." 

" Dead ! " repeated Carry, 
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" YeB," replied Mr. Prince, " your stepmother has been 
eingiilarly uufortunate in surriving her affectiona." 

Carry did not know what he meant, and looked bo. Mr. 
Piince amiled reassuTingly. 

Presently Carry began to whimper. 

Mr, Prince aoftly steppet! heaide her chair. 

" I am afraid," he said, with a very peciüiar light in hia 
eye, and a singular dropping of the cornera of his miiatache, 
— "I am afraid you are taking this too deeply, It will be 
ome daye before you are called upon to make a decision, 
.et US talk of something elae. I hope you caught uo cold 
aat evening," 

Carry's face ahone out again in dimplea. 

"You must have thought ua so queer t It was too bad 
to give you so mucli trouble." 

' None whatever, I asaure you. My eenae of propriety," 
he added demurely, " which might have been outraged had 
I been called upon to help three young ladiea out of a 
Echoolroom window at night, was deeply gratified at beii^ 
able to assist thera in again." The door-bell rang loudly, 
and Mr. Prince rose. " Take your own time, and think 
well before you make your decision." But Carry'a ear and 
attention were given to the sound of voicea in the hall. At 
the Same moment the door waa thrown open and a servant 
announced, " Mrs. Tretherick and Mr. Eobinson." 

The afternoon train had just shrieked out its iiaual 
indignant protest at tttopping at Genoa at all, aa Mr. Jack 
Prince entered the outakirta of the town and drove towarda 
his hotel. He was wearied and cynical ; a drive of a dozea 
milea through unpicturesque outlying villages, paat staall 
economic farmbouaea and hideoua villaa that violated his 
fastidioua taste, had, I fear, left that gentleman in a captiooa 
State of mind. He would have even avoided his tacitum 
landlord ds he drove up to the door, but that functionary 
waylaid him on the stops, " There 's a lady in the sittin'- 
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room waitin' for ye." Mr. Prince hurried upataire and 
entered the room as Mrs. Starbottle flew towards him. 

She had changed sadly in the last ten ycarg. Her figure 
was wasted to half its size ; the beautüul curvea of her bnat 
and Shoulders were broken or inverted ; the once füll, 
rounded arm was shrunlcen in ita sleeve, and the golden 
hoops that encircled her wan wrists almost slipped ftom 
her hands aa her long, scant fingera closed convulaively 
around Jack'a. Her cheek-bones were painted that after- 
noon with the hectic of fever ; aomewheie in the hollowa ot 
thoae cheeks were bnried the diniples of long ago, bnt their 
gravea were forgotten ; her luatroua eyea were atill beautiful, 
though the orbita were deeper than before ; her mouth was 
atill sweet, although the lipa parted more eaaily over the 
little teeth, and even in breathing, and showed more of 
them thaa ahe waa wont to do before. The glory of her 
blonde hair waa still left ; it was finer, moie Silken and 
etbereal, yet it failed even in its plenitude to cover the hol- 
lowa of the blue-veined teniples, 

" Clara," aaid Jack reproachfully. 

" Oh, forgive me, Jack," she aaid, falHng into a chair, bat 
atill clinging to hia band, — " forgive me, dear, bnt I could 
not wait longer, I ahould have died, Jack, died before an- 
other night. Bear with me a little longer, — it will not be 
long, — bnt let me stay. I may not aee her, I know — I 
shall not speak to her — bnt it 's so eweet to feel that I am 
at lost near her — that I breathe the same air with my 
darling — I am better already, Jack, I am indeed. And 
you have seen her to-day ? How did she look ? what did 
she aay ? — teil me all — everythiag, Jack. Waa she beau- 
tiful? they say ahe ia ! Haa ahe grown? Would yon have 
known her again ? Will she corae, Jack ? Perhapa she has 
been here already — perhapa" — ahe had riaen with tremii- 
lons eJtcitement, and waa glancing at the door, — "perhapa 
ahe ia here now. Why don't yoa apeak, Jack ? teil me alL'U 
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The keen eyea that looked down, into here were glisten- 
iDg with an inünite teDdernesa that none perliapB but she 
would have deemed them capable of. "Clara," he said 
gently and cheerily, " try and compoae yonraelf. You aro 
trembling now with the fatigue and excitement of your 
journey. I have seen Carry — she is well and beantiful 1 
Let that sufflce you now." 

Hia gentle firmnesa composed and calmed her now as it 
had often done before. Stroking her thin hand, he said 
after a pause, " Did Carry ever write to you ? " 

" Twice — thanking me for some ptesenta ; they were 
only Bchoolgirl letters," ehe added, nervously anawering the 
interrogation of hia eyes. 

" Did ahe ever know of your own troublea ? of your pov- 
erty ? of the sacrificea you made to pay her billa ? of your 
pawning your clothea and jewela ? of your " — 

" No, no," interrupted the woman quickly, " no ! How 
could she ? I have no enetny cruel enoiigh to teil her 
that." 

"But if ahe — or if Mra. Tretherick — had heard of it? 
If Carry thought you were poor and unable to support her 
properly, it might influence her deciaion. Young girls are 
fond of the Position that wealth can give. She may have 
rieh frienda — maybe a lover." 

Mrs. Starbottle winced at the laat sentence. " But," ahe 
aaid eagerly, graaping Jack'a hand, "when you found me 
aick and helplesa at Sacramento; when you — God hleaa 
you for it, Jnck ! — offered to help me to the Eaat, you aaid 
you knewof something — you had aome plan — that would 
make me and Carry independent." 

" Yes," aaid Jack haatily, "but I want you to get atrong 
and well first. And now that you are calmer, you ahall 
listen to my viait to the school." 

It was then that Mr. Jack Prince proceeded to descril» 

le interview already recnrdcd ivith a aingular telicity and 
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diacretion that shames my own account of that procpeding: 
"Without BUppressing a single fact, without omitting 
or detail, he yet managed to throw a poetic veil over 
proaaic episode, — to inveat the heroine with a romanlic 
roaeate atmosphere, which, though not p«rhaps entirely 
imaginary, atili I fear eshibited that genius which ten years 
ago had made the columus of the " Fiddletown Avalanche " 
at once fasciaating aad iuetructive. It was not until he saw 
tbe heightening co!or, and heard the quick hreathing of his 
eager listener, that he feit a pang of self-rcproach, " Goi] 
help her and forgive me," he muttered between his clenchen 
teeth, " but how can I teil her all now ! " « 

That night when Mrs, Starbottle laid her weaiy head 
lipon her pillow ehe tried to picture to herseif Carry at the 
Game moment sleeping peacefully in the great Echoolhouse 
on the hill, and it was a rare comfort to thia yearning, fool- 
ish wontan to know that she was so near. But at thia 
moment Carry was sitting on the edge of her bed, half 
undreased, pouting her pretty Ups, and twistiug her long, 
leonine locks hetween her fingers, aa Miss Kate Van Corleat;^ 
dramatically wrapped in a long white counterpane, 
hlack eyes aparkliug, and her thoroughbred nose thro' 
high in the aii, stood over her like a wrathful and 
nant ghost ; for Carry had that evening imparted he 
and her hiatory to Miss Kate, and that young lady had 
" proved heraelf no friend," by falling into a State of fiery 
Indignation over Carry'a " ingratitude," and openly and 
ahamelessly espousing the claima of Mra. Starbottle. 
" Why, if the half you teil me ia true, your mother and 
those Robinsons are raaking of you not only a little coward, 
bnt a little snob, miss. Eespectahility, forsooth I Look 
you ! my family are centuries before the Trethericks, but if 
my family had ever treated me in thia way, and then asked 
me to turn my back on my best friend, I 'd whistle them 
down the wind ! " and here Kate snapped he 
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rher block brows, and glared around tbe room, aa ü in sesrch 
of a reereant Van Corlear. 
" You just talk tliia way because you have taken a fancy 
to that Mr, Prinoe," said Carry. 

In tbe debasing slang of tbe period that had even fonnd 
ita way into tbe virgin cloistcre of tbe Crammer laetitiite, 

IMisa Kate, as abe afterwards expresued it, instantly " went 
for her." 
First, with a ahake of her bead abe tbrew her long black 
bair over one aboulder, tben dropping one end of tbe coua- 
tcrpane fiom tbe other like a veatal tunic, sbe stepped 
before Carry with a purposely exaggerated classic stride. 
"And what if I have, tniss? What if I happen to know a 
gentleman wben I see bim ? What if I happen to know 
tbat aniong a tbousand such traditional, conventional, feeble 
editions of their grandfatbers as Mr. Harry Kobinaon, you 
cannot find oue original, independent, individualized gentle- 
man like your Pcince ! Go to bed, miss ! and pray to Hea- 
Iven tbat he may be your Prince indeed 1 Ask to bave a 
contrite and grateful beart, and thank the Lord in particnlar 
for having aent you such a friend as Kate Van Corlear ! " 
Yet, after an imposing dramatic exit, sbe reappeared tbe 
Hext moment as a straight nbite flasb, kissed Carry between 
the brows, and was gone. 
The next day was a weary one to Jack Prince. He was 
convinced in hia mind that Carry would not conie, yet to 
keep tbia consciousnesa from Mrs, Starbottle, to laeQt ber 
simple hopefulness with an equal degree of apparent faith, 
waa a bard and difficult task. He would bave tried to 
divert her mind by taking ber on a long drive, but sbe was 
fearful tbat Carry migbt come durüig her abaence, and her 
strength, he waa obliged to admit, had faüed greatly. As 
he looked into ber large and awe-inspiring clear eyea, a 
eometbing be tried to keep from bis mind — to put off day 
by day from contemplation — kept asserting itaelf directly 
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to bis inner conaciousaesa. He began to doubt the expe- 
diency and ivisdom of hia inanagement ; lie recalled eveiy 
incident of bis interview with Carry, and half believed 
tbat its failure was due to hiniself. Yet Mrs. Starbottle wu 1 
very patient and contident ; ber very confidence ahook MbI 
faith in liia own judgment, When her strength was equol'^ 
to the esertion, sbe was propped up in ber chait by the 
Window, where she could see the school and the entrance 
to the hotel. In the intervala she would elaborate pleasant 
plans for the future, and would sketcb a country home, 
She had taken a stränge fancy, as it seemed to Frioce, to 
the present location, but it was notable that the future 
alwaya thua outlined was one of quiet and repoae, She 
believed ehe would get well aoon ; in fact she thought sha 
was now much better than sbe had been, but it migbt be 
long before she should be quite etrong again. She would 
wbisper on in thia way until Jack would daah madly down 
into the bar-rooni, order liquors that he did not drink, 
ligbt cigara that he did not snioke, talk witb men that he 
did Dot listen to, and behave generally as our strenger sex 
is apt to do in perioda of delicate triala and perplexity. 

The day closed witb a clouded aky and a bitter aearching 
wind. Witb the night feil a few wandering flakes of inow. 
She waa still content and hopeful, and as Jack wheeled her 
from the window to tbe fire, she explained to hjm how that, 
OS the acbool-term was drawing neat ita dose, Carry was 
probably kept cloaely at her leaaona during the day, and 
could only leave the school at night. So she sat up the 
greater part of the evening and combed ber silken hair, and 
as far as her strength would allow made an undress toilette 
to reeeive her guest. " We must not frighten the child, 
Jack," she said apologetically and with something of her 
old coquetry. 

It was with a feeüng of relief that, at ten o'clock, Jack 
Teceived a measage from the landlord, saying that th*J 
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doctor would like to see liim for a moment downstairs. As 
Jaok entered the grim, dimly lighted parlor, he obaerved 
the booded figuce of a woman near the fire. He was about 
to withdraw again, when a voice that he remembered very 
pleasantly aaid, — 

" Oh, it's all right. I'm the doctor." 

The hood was thrown back, and Priuce aaw the shin- 
ing black hair, and blaclc, audaciouB eyea, of Kate Van 
Corlear, 

"Don't aak any question. I'm the doctor, and tbere'a 
my preBcription," and she pointed to the half-fright-ened, 
half-sobbing Carry in the comer ; " to be taken at once 1 " 

" Then Mra. Tretherick has given her pennisaion ? " 

"Not much, if I know the sentimenta of that lady," 
leplied Kate aaucily. 

" Then how did you get away ? " aaked Prince gravely. 

" Bt the WINDOW." 

When Mr. Ftince had left Carry in the arms of her 
»tepmother, he retumed to the potior. 

" Well ? " demanded Kate. 

"She will stay — yaa will, I hope, also, to-night." 

"Ab I ahall not be eighteen and my own mistress on the 
20th, and as I haven't a sick atepmother, I won't." 

" Then you will give me the pleasnre of seeing you aafely 
through the wiiidow again ? " 

When Mr. Prince retumed an hour later, he found Carry 
aitting on a low atool at Mra, Starbottle's feet. Her head 
was in her atepmother'e lap, and ahe had aobbed heiself to 
sleep. Mrs. Starbottle put her Rnger to her lip. " I told 
you she would come. God bleaa you, Jack, and good- 

The next mnrning Mrs. Tretherick, indignant, the itov. 
Asa Crammer, Principal, injured, and Mr. Joel Eobinaon, 
Senior, complacently respectable, called upon Mr. Prince. 
There waa a stormy meeting, ending in a demand for 
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Carry. " We certainly canDot admit of thia interference," 
Said Mra, Tretherick, a faähionably dressed indiatinctive- 
looking woiuan ; " it is several days before the expiration of 
our agreement, and we do not feel, under the circumstancea, 1 
justified in releasing Mre. Starbottle from ita conditions.'?] 
" Until the expiration of the school-term, we must considef 
Mies Tretherick as complying entirely with its niles and 
discipline," interposed Dr. Crainmer. " The whole proceed- 
ing is calculated to injure the proBpects and compromise 
the poeition of Mise Tretherick in society," Euggested Mr. ■ 
Bohinson. 

In vain Mr. Printe ui^ed the failing condition of HrStl 
Starbottle, lier absolute treedom from complicity with Carry'« 
tlight, the pardonable and natural instincts of the girl, anc 
his avra aBsurance tbat tliey were willing to abido by heffl 
decieion. And then, with a rising color in his cheek, 
dangerous look in his eye, but a singular calmness in l 
Speech, he added, — 

" One Word more. It becomes my duty to infonn yat 
of a circumatance whiuh would certainly juatify n 
executor of the late Mr. Tretherick, in fully reB_JBtiiig youi j 
demands. A few months after Mr. Tretherick'a death, 
through the ^ency of a Chinaman in his ettplojment it 
was discovered that he had made a will, wbich was subse- 
quently found among his papera. Tho insignificant value of 
bis bequest — mostly laod, then quite valueleaa — prevented 
hia executora from carrying out hia wishea, or from even 
proving the will, or making it otherwiae publicly known, 
until within the last two or three years, when the property 
has enonnoiisly increased in value. The provisions of that 
boquest are simple, but unmiatakable. The property JB 
divided between Carry and her atepmother, with the expiicit 
condition that Mra. Stavbottle sball become her legal guard- 
ian, provide f or her education, and in all details etand to her 
IM loco parentia." 
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"What is the value of thia bequest?" asked Mr. Eobin- 
Bon. " I oannot teil exactly, but not far f rom half a million, 
I should eay," returned Prince. " Certainly, with thia 
knowledge, aa a friend of Miaa Tretheriek, I niust say tbat 
her coaduct ia aa judicioua aa it ia honorable to her," re- 
sponded Mr. Eobmson. " I ehall not preaume to question 
the wishea or throw any obstaclea in the way of carrying out 
the intentions of my dead huaband," added Mrs. Tretheriek, 
and the interview was closed. 

When its reault was laade known to Mra. Starbottle, ehe 
raiaed Jaek's hand to her feverish lipa. " It cannot add to 
■my happjness now, Jack ; but teil me, why did you keep it 
from her ? " Jack saiiled, but did not leply. 

Within the next week the necesaary legal formalitiea were 
concluded, and Carry was restored to her stepmother. At 
Mra. Starbottle's tequest a small houae in the outskirta of 
the town was procured, and thither they temoved to wait 
the spring and Mrs, Starbottle's convaleeceüce, Eoth came 
tardiJy that year. 

Tet she was happy and patient. She was fond of watohing 
the badding of the trees beyond her window, — anovel sight 
to her Caiifornian experience, — and of asking Carry their 
namea and seaaona. Even at thia tirae she projected for 
that summer, which seemed to her so myaterionsly withheld, 
long walka with Carry through the leafy wooda whose gray, 
miaty ranka she could aee along the hilltop. She even 
thought abe could write poetry about tlieni, and recalied 
the fact as evidence of her gainlng strength ; and there ia, I 
belieya, still treasured by one of the membera of tbis little 
household, a little carol, so joyoua, so simple, and so innocent 
that it might have heen an echo of the robin that called to 
her fiom the window, aa perhapa it wae. 

And then, without waming, there dropped from heaven 
B day BO tender, so myatically aoft, so dreamily bcauliful, so 
throbbing and alive with the fluttering of ioviaible wings, so 
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replete and bounteously overflowing with an awakening and 
joyoue resurrection not taught by man ot limited by creed, 
that they thought it flt to bring her out and lay her in that 
gloriouB Bunshine that sprinkled like the droppings of a 
bridal torcb the happy lintela and doore. And tbere shs 
lay, beatified and calm, 

Wearied by watching, CaiTy had fallen asleep by her 
aide, and Mre. Starbottle'e tbin fingere lay like a benedio- 
tion on her head. Fresently she called Jack to her aide. 

""Who was that?" ehe whispered ; "whojustcft 

" Miss Van Corlear," aaid Jack, answering the look in. 
her gteat hollow eyes. 

"Jack," Ehe Bald after a moinent'a silence, " sit by me a 
moment, dear Jack ; I 've sometbüig 1 mnst aay. If I ever 
seemed hard or cold or csquettish to jou in the old daye, it 
was because I loved you, Jack, too well to mar your future 
by linkiiig it with my own. I always loved you, dear Jack, 
even when I seemed leaat worthy of you. That ia gone 
now ; but I had a dream latcly, Jack, a foolieh woman's 
dieam, that you might find what I lacked in her," and she 
glanced lovingly at the sleeping girl at her aide ; " that 
jou might love her as you have loved me, But even that 
ia not to be, Jack — is it ? " and she glanced wistfuUy in 
bis face. Jack pressed her band, but did not speak. Alter 
a few moments' ailence she again said, " Feihaps you are 
right in your choice. She is a good-hearted girl, Jack — • 
but a little bold." 

And with thie last flicker of foolish, weak humanity in 
her struggling spirit, she spoke no more. When they came 
to her a moment later, a tiny bird that had lit upon her 
breast fiew away, and the band that tbey lifted from Carry's 
head feil lifeleea at her side. 
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Ä PASSÄGE IN THE LIFE OF MR. JOHN 
OAKHÜEST 

He always thought it inxiat have been Fate. Certainly 
notbiog could bave been more inconsistent with bis habita 
than ta have been in the Plaza at seven o'clock of that 
midsummer morning. The sjght of his colorleas face ia 
Sacramento was rare at that aeaean, and indeed at any 
aeason, anywhere, puhlicly, before two o'clock in the after- 
noon. Looking back upon it in aft«r years, in the ligbt of 
iceful life, he determined, with the characteristic 
iphy of bis profeasion, that it must have been Fate. 

Yet it ia my duty, as a strict cbronicler of facta, to state 

it Mf. Oakhurat's presencB there that moming was due 
very simple cause. At exactty half paat six, the bank 
being then a winnet to the amount of twenty thouaand 
dollara, he had risen froni the faro-table, relinqui^hed hia 
Heat to an accompliabed assiatant, and withdrawn quietly, 
without attracting a glance from the sitent, anxious facea 
howed over the table. Eut when he entered his luxurioua 
sleeping-room, across the paasagoway, he was a little 
abocked at flnding the sun atreaniing through an inadvert- 
ently opened window. Something in the rare beauty of 
the morning, perhaps something in the novelty of the idea, 
atruck him aa he was about to close tbe hlinda, and he 
heeitated. Then, taking hia hat from the table, he stepped 
down a private staircase into the street. 

The people who were abroad at that early hour were of 
■ claae quite unknown to Mr. Oakhutst. There were 
and faucksters delivering their warea, small 
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tradeBpeopIe opening their ahope, houaemaids Bweeping 
doorstepa, and occaaionally a child. These Mr. OaKhuist 
regarded with a. certain cold curiosity, perhapa qujte free 
from the cynical disfavor with which he generally looked 
upon the more pretentioua of Iiifi race whoni he was in the 
hsbit of meeting. Indeed, I think he was not altogetfaer 
displeased with the admiring glances ivhich these humble 
women threw after his hanilaome face and figure, conapic- 
H0U8 even in a country of fine-looking men. While it is 
very probable that tbis wicked vagabond, in the pride of 
his social iaolation, would have been coldly indifferent to 
the advances of a fine lady, a little girl who ran admiringly 
by hia aide in a ragged dress had the power to call a faint 
flush iiito his colorless cheek. He dismissed her at laat, 
but not until she had found out — what sooner or later her 
large-hearted and discriminating sex inevitably did — that 
he waa ezceedingly free and open-handed with his money, 
and also — what perhaps none other of her sex ever did — 
that the bold black eyes of this fine geutleman were in 
reality of a browniah and even tender gray. 

There was a amall garden before a white cottage in a 
side-street that attracted Mr. Oakhurst'a attention. It was 
filled with toses, heliotrope, and verhena, — flowere familiär 
enough to hira in the expensive and more portable form of 
bouquets, but, as it seemed to him then, never before so 
notably lovely, Perhapa it was because the dew was yet 
freah upon them, perhapa it waa because they were un- 
plucked, hut Mr. Oakhurst admired them, not as a possifale 
future tribute to the fascinating and accomplished Miss 
Ethelinda, then performing at the Varieties, for Mr. Oak- 
hnrat's eapecial benefit, aa she had often assured him ; nor 
yet aa a douceur to the enthralling Miss Montmorrissy, with 
whora Mr. Oakhurat expected to snp that evening, hut 
siraply for himaelf, and mayhap for the flowera' aake. How- 
beit, he passed on, and so out into the open plaza, where,^ 
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finding a bench under a cottonwood-tree, he firet dusted 
the seat with hia handkerchief, and then sat down. 

It was a fine moming. The air was so still and calra 
that a sigh from the ejcaraores seeined like the deep-drawu 
breath of the just swakening tiee, and the faint rustle of ite 
boughs as the outatretching of cramped and reviving limbs. 
Far away the Sierras stood out agaiust a eky so remote aa 
to be of no positive color, — so remote that even the aun 
despaired of ever reaching it, and so expended its strength 
recklessly on the whole landacape, until it fairly glittered in 
a white aud vivid contrast. With a vety rare impulse, Mr. 
Oakhurat took off his hat, and half reelined on the bench, 
with his face to the sky. Certain birde who bad taken a 
critical attitude on a spray above him apparently began an 
animated discussion regardiog hia posaible malevolent in- 
tentions. One or two, emboldened by the ailence, hopped 
on the ground at his feet, until the sound of wheela on the 
gravel walk frightened them away. 

Looking up, he aaw a man Coming slowly towards him, 
wheeling a nondescript vehicle in which a wonian was partly 
aitfing, partly reclining. Without knowiiig why, Mr. Oak- 
huist instantly couceived that the carriage was the invention 
and workmanship of the man, partly from its oddity, partly 
from the strong, mechanical band that giasped it, and partly 
from a certain pride and visible consciousness in the manner 
in which the man bandled it. Then Mr. Oakburst saw 
something more, — the man'a face was familiär. With that 
regal faculty of not forgetting a face that had ever given 
him professional audience, he instantly classiüed it uuder 
the following mental formula : " At 'Frisco, Polka Saloon. 
Lost his week's wages. I tockon seventy do'iare — on 
Never came again." There was, howeve.', no trace 
lis in the calm eyea and nnmoved face that he turned 
[ton the atranger, who, on the contrary, b]ue;ned, looked 
tnbarraased, hesitated, and then stopped with an involun- 
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tary motion that brought the carriage 8nd its fair occupi 
face tiO face with Mr. Ookhuret. 

I ehould hardly do justice to the position she will occu] 
in tliia veracioua chronicle by describing the lady 
indeed, I am able to do it at all, Certainly, the popi 
OBtimate was conflicting. The late Colone! Starbottle — 
wboBe large experience of a charming eex I bave beforo 
been indebted fnr many valuable suggestionB — had, I re- 
gret to say, depreciated her faeciDatione. " A yellow-faced 
cripple, by daah — a sick woman, with mahogany eyes. Ono 
of your blanked spiritual creaturea, with no flesh 
bones." Ob the other band, however, ahe enjoyed la1 
much coraplimeatary disparagement from her own eex. 
Miss Celestina Howard, Gecoud leadei in the ballet at the 
Yarieties, Lad, with great alliterative diroctneas, in aft«r 
yeara, denominated her aa an "aqutline asp." Mlle, 
Brimborion remembered that Ehe had alwaya warned 
Jack " that thia woman would " empoison " him. But Mr.j 
Oakhurst, whoae impreaaions are perhapB the most impor- 
tant, only aaw a pale, thin, deep-eyed woman, raised ahove 
the level of her companion hy the refinement of long suffer- 
ing and isolation, ond a certain ahy virginity of manner. 
There was a Suggestion of phyaical purity in the folds of her 
freGb-looking robe, and a certain picturesque tastefulncss in 
the details, that, without knowing why, made him toink 
that the robe waa her invention and handiwork, even as the 
•arriage she occupied waa evidently the work of her com- 
panion. Her own band, a trifte too thin, but well-ahaped, 
subtle-fingersd, and gentlewomanly, rested oti the si 
the carriage, the counterpart of the strong mechanical 
of her companion' 8. 

There was aome obstruction to the progreaa of the vehicle, 
ajd Mr, Ljakhurat atepped forward to asaist. While the 
wheel WB8 lieing lifted over the curbatone, it waa neceaaary 
that she shou^ld hold hia arm, and for a tnoment her thin 
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haod rested tbere, light and cold aa a. snowllake, and theo 

— as it seemed to him — like e. enowäake melted awey, 
Theti there was a pause, and then conversation — Ihe lady 
joining occasionally and shyly, 

It appeared that they wore man and wife. That for tbe 
past two yeare she had been a great invalid, and had lost 
the use of her lower limba from rheumatiam. That until 
lately she had been confined to ber bed, until her huFsband 

— wbo was a master carpenter — had bethought himself to 
make her thia carriage. He took her out regularly for an 
airing before going to vork, becanse it was bis only time, 
and — they attracted leaa attention, They had tried many 
doctors, but without avail. Tbey had been advised to go 
to tbe Sulphur Springs, but it was expensive. Mr. Decker, 
the busband, had once saved eighty dollara for tbat purpose, 
but while in San Francisco had bis pocket picked — Mr. 
Decker was so senaeless. (The intelligent reader need not 
be told that it is tbe lady who is speaking.) They had 
Dever been abie to niako up the sum again, and they bad 
given up tbe idea. It waa a dreadful thing to bave one's 
pocket picked. Did he not think so ? 

Her huaband'a face was crimson, but Mr. Oakhurat'a 
countenance was quite calm and unmoved, as he gravely 
agieed with her, and wslked by her side until they passed 
the'little garden that be had admired. Here Mr. Oakhurst 
commanded a halt, and, going to the door, astounded tha 
proprietor by a preposterously extravagant offer for a choice 
of the flowera. Preaently be retumed to tbe carriage with 
bis arma füll of rosea, heliotrope, and verbena, and caat 
them in the lap of the invalid. While she was bending 
over them with cbildish delight, Mr. Oakhurst took the 
opportunity of drawing her husband aside. 

"Perhapa," he aaid in a low voice, and a manner quite 
free from any peraonal annoyance, — " perhaps it 's juat aa 
well that you lied to her as you did. You can aay now that 
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the pickpocket was arrested the other day, and jou got 
your money back." Mr. Oakhuret quietly süpped four 
twenty-dollar gold-pieces into tbe broad band of the ba- 
wildered Mr. Decker. " Say that — or anything you like — 
but the tnith. Promise me you won't say that ! ' 

The man promised. Mr. Oakhurst quietly retumed t 
the front of the little carriage. The eick woman was still 
eagerly occupied with the flowers, and aa she niised her 
eyea to bis, her faded cheek eeenied to have canght some 
color froni the roses, and ber eyea aorae of their dewy fresh- 
ness. But at tbat instant Mr. Oakhurst lifted bis hat, and 
before ahe could thauk bim was gotie. 

I grieve to say that Mr. Decker abamelessly hroke bis 
promise. That night, in the very goodnesa of bis beart and 
uxorious self-abnegation, be, like all devoted husbanda, not 
only offered himself, but bis friend and benefactor, as a 
sacrifice on tbe family altar. It is only fair, however, to 
add tbat he spoke with great fervor of tbe generosity of 
Mr. Oakhurst, and dealt with an entbuaiasm. quite common, 
witb bis class on tbe mysterious fame and prodigal yices of 
tbe gambler. 

" And now, Elsie, dear, say that you '11 forgive me," said 
Mr. Decker, dropping on one knee beaide bis wife'a couch. 
"I did it for the best. It was for you, dearey, tbat I put 
tbat money on tbera cards tbat night in 'Frisco. I tbought.— 
to win a heap, — enough to take you away, and enongh 1«Em 
to get you a new dress." H 

Mrs. Decker smiled and pressed ber husband's band..! 
"I do forgive you, Joe, dear," she said, still amiling, with ■ 
eyea abstractedly fixed on the ceiling ; " and you ougbt to be 
whipped for deceiving me so, yon bad hoy, and making me 
make such a apeech. There, say no more about it. If 
you '11 be very good hereafter, and will just now band me 
that Cluster of rosea, I '11 forgive you." She took the 
brauch in her fingera, lifted tbe roses to her face, and ] 
sently aaid, bebind their Jeaves, — 
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" Joe 1 " 

" What is it, lovey ? " 

" Do you think that th JB Mr. — -what do you call him 7 
— Jack Oakhurat would bavs given that maney back to 
you if I hadn't made that speech?" 

" Yes." 

" If he had n't eeen me at all ? " 

Mr. Decker looked up. His wife had managed in some 
■way to Cover up her wbole face with the roaea, except her 
yes, which were dangeroualy bright. 

" No ; it was you, Elsie — it was all along of seeing you 
that made him do it." 

" A pöor aick woman like me ? " 

" A aweet, little, lovely, pooty Elsie — Joe's own little 
wifey ! How could he help it ? " 

Mrs. Decker fondly cast one arm around her husband's 
neck, still keepiug the roses to hei face with the othei, 
From behind them ahe began to murniur gentlj and idiot- 
ically, "Dcar, ole Square Joey. Elsio's oney booful big 
bear." But, really, I do not see that my duty as a chroni- 
cler of facta compels me to continue thia little lady's speech 
any further, and out of respect to the unmamed reader I 

Nevertheless, the next moming Mre. Decker betrayed 
Bome slight and apparently nncalled-for irritability on reach- 
ing the plaza, and preseiitly deaired her husband to wheel 
her back home. Moreover, ehe waa very mnch aatoniahed 
at meeting Mr. Oakhurat just as they were teturning, and 
even doubted if it were he, and questioned her husband as 
to bis identity with the straoger of yeaterday as he ap- 
proacbed. Her manner to Mr. Oakhurat, also, was quite in 
contrast with her husband's frank welcome. Mr. Oakhurst 
instantly detected it. " Her husband has told her all, and 
she dislikes me," he said to bimaelf, with that fatal appre- 
ciation of the half-truths of a womao's motives that cause» 
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the wisest raasculine critic to stumble. He lingered only 
long enough to take the buaineaa address of the husband, 
and tben, lifting bis bat gravely, nitbout looking at tbe 
lady, went bis way. It Struck tbe boneat mast«! carpenter 
aa one of tbe cbarming anonialiea of bis wife'e cbaractei 
tbat, altbougb tbe meeting waa evidently very mucb con- 
strained and unpleaaant, inatantly afterward his wifa's spir- 
itfl began to riae. " You was bard on bim — a leetle hard, 
was n't you, Elaie ? " said Mr. Decker deprecatingly. " I 'm 
afraid be may tbink I've broke my promise." "Ab, in- 
deed," aaid tbe lady indifferently. Mr. Decker instantly 
Btepped round to the front of tbe vehicle. " You look like 
an A 1 fivst^ilasa Jady riding down Broadway in her own 
carriage, Elsie," aaid be ; "I never aeed yoa lookin' so 
peart and aaaay before," 

A few dsya later tbe proprietor of tbe San Isabel Sulpbue 
Springs received tbe following uote in Mi. Oakburat's well* 
luiown daintj htmii : — 



Deab Steve, — I 've been thinking over yout pro| 
aition to buy Nichola's quarter intereat and have concludi 
to go in. But I don't see how tbe thing will pay until yoa 
bave more accommodation down tbere, and foi tbe beet clasB 
' — I mean m^ customera. Wbat we want is an extension to 
tbe main building, and two or tbree cottages put up. I 
send down a builder to take bold of the job at once, 
takes bis aick wife witb bim, and you are to look after thei 
as you would for one of ua. 

I may run down tbere myaelf, after tbe races, just 
look after tbinga ; but I sba'n't set upon any game tbis 
eon. YouTS alwaya, 

John OAKBUsax. 

It was only tbe last sentence of tbia letter tbat provokeJ 
diticism. "I can undeiatand," aaid Mi. Hamlin, 



but M 
ell.fl 



I 



I 



PASSAGE IN THE LIFE OF MR, JOHN OAKBURBT 17a 

feBsional brother, to whom Mr. Oakhurst's letter was 
ehown, — "I can underBt«nd why Jack goea in heavy and 
builds, for it 'a a siire spec, and is bound to be b migbty 
soft thing in tirae, if he comes here regularlj. Bat why in 
blank he don't set up a bank thie BeaBon and take the 
cbance of getting Bome of the money back tbat he puts into 
circulation in building, ia what geta me. I wonder now," 
he mused deeply, " what ts bis little game." 

The seasoü had been a prosperous one to Mr. Oakburat, 
and proportionally diaastrous to eeveral members of the 
Legislature, judgea, colonels, and others who had enjoyed 
bat briefly the pleaaure of Mr. Oakhurat's midnight aociety. 
And yet Sacraniento had become very dull to bim. He 
bad lately formed a habit of early morning walks, — ho un- 
tisual and Btartling to hiB friends, both male and female, aa 
to occasion the intenaest curioaity. Two or three of the 
latter set apiea upon his ttack, but the inquisition resulted 
Oßly in the discovery that Mr. Oakhurst walked to the 
plaza, aat down upon one particular bench for a. few mo- 
menta, and then retnrned without aeeing anybody, and the 
theory that there was a woman in the case waa abandoned. 
A few BUperstitious gentlemen of his own profession believed 
that he did it for "luck." Some others, more practica!, 
declared that he went out to " study points." 

After tbe races at MarysviUe, Mr. Oakhurst went to San 
Francisco ; from that place he retnrned to Maryaville, but 
a few days aftev waa aeen at San Joa^, Santa Cruz, and 
Oakland. Those who met hira declared that his manner 
was restless and fevorish, and quite unlike bis ordinary 
calmness and phlegm, Colonel Starhottle pointed out the 
fact that at San Franciaco, at the Club, Jack had declined to 
deal. "Hand ahaky, sir — depend upon it; don't stimu- 
late enoagh — blank him ! " 

From San Jose he started to go to Oregon by land with 
B Tather expensive outfit of horses and camp equipage, but 
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on reaching Stockton he suildenly diverged, and fout boi 
latet found him, with a Single horee, entering the caUoii 
the San Isabel Warm Sulphnr Springs. 

It was a pretty triangulär Valley lying at the foot of three 
sloping niountaiiiH, dark with piuea and futitaatic with ma- 
drono and manzaiiita. Kestling agäinst the mountain-side, 
the straggling buildiiigs and long piazza of the hotel glit^ 
tered through the leaves ; and here and there shone a white 
toy-like cottage. Mr. Oakburst was not an admirer of 
nature, but he feit something of the same novel satiafac- 
tion in the view that he experienced in his first moining 
walk in Saciamento. And now carriages began to paB8 
bim on the road fiUed with gayly dressed wonien, and tl 
cold California outlinea of the landscape begni 
upan theniaelves somewbat of a human warnith and colt 
And then the long hotel piazza came in view, 
with the full-toileted fair. Mr, Oakburst, a good rider 
atter the California fashion, did not check hia speed 
he approached his destination, but charged the hotel at 
gallop, tbrew his horae on his baunches within a foot of tl 
piazza, and then qnietly emerged from the cloud of di 
that veiled his diemounting. 

Whatever feverish excitement might have raged withiif^J 
all hia habitual calm returaed as be etepped upon tbs 
piazza. With the instiiiot of long babit be turned and faced 
the battery of eyes with the aame cold indifference with 
which he had for years encoimtered the balf-hidden aneera 
of men and the half-frightened admiration of women. Only 
one peraon stepped for ward to welcome him. Oddly 
enough, it was Dick Hamilton, perhapa the only one pre- 
aent wbo, by birth, education, and position, might have 
satisfied the most fastidious social critie. Happily for Mr. 
Oaklmrst's reputatiou, he was also a very rieh banker and 
Bocial leader. " Do you know wbo that is yoii spoke to ?" 
asked young Parker, with an alarraed expresaion. " Yes,' 
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replied Hauiilton, with characteristic efifronterj ; " the man 
yoti lost a tbousand dollara to laat week. / only know him 
'.Uy." " But is n't he a gambler ? " queried the young- 
est Mies Smith. "He ia," replied Hamilton; " but I wish, 
my dear young lady, that we all played as open and honest 
a game as cur friend yonder, and were as willing ae he is to 
ahide by ite foitunea," 

But Mr. Oakhnrst was happily out of hearing of this 
colloquy, and was even then lounging liatlessly, yet watch- 
fully, along the upper hall. Suddenly he heard a light 
footstep bebind him, and then bis iianie called in a familiär 
voice that drew the blood quickly to hia heatt. He turned, 
and she stood before him. 

But how transformed ! If I bave hesitated to deectibe 
the hoUow-eyed cripple, — the quaintly dressed artisan'a 
wife, a few pagea ago, — wbat shnll I do with this graceful, 
shapely, elegantly attired gentlewoman into whom she haa 
beeo aier^d witbin these two mcrnths 1 lu good faitb, (^he 
was very pretty. Tou and I, my dear madam, would have 
been quick to see that those charming dimples vere mis- 
placed for true beauty, and too fixed in their quality for 
honest mirthlulness ; that ths delicate lines around those 
aquilina ooatrils were cniel and Kelfish ; that tbe sweet, 
virginal surpriae of thoae lovely eyes was as apt to be 
opened on her plate as upon the gallant Speeches of her 
diimer partner ; that her syrapathetic color came and went 
more with her own spirita than yours. But you and I are 
not in love with her, dear madam, and Mr. Oakhurst ia. 
And even in the folds of her Parisian gown, I am afraid 
this poor fellow saw the same euhtle strokes of purity that 
Le had seen in her bomespun robe. And then there was 
the delightful revelation that she could walk, and that she 
had dear little feet of her own in the tiniest slippera of her 
Frencb shoemaker, with such preposteroue blue bows, and 
Chappell*B own stamp, Bue de something or other, Paris, 
on tbe narrow sole. 
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He ran towards her with a heightened colar aud onfc- 
Btretched Lands. But she whipped Ler owa bebind her, 
glanced rapidly up and down the long hall, and atood 
looking at Lim with a half-audacioua, half-miuchievoi 
admiration in ntter contraat to her old reserve 

" I 've a great mind not to shake hande with you at allal 
You pafised me juet now an the piaeza without epeaking, 
and I ran after yoa, as I suppoee many another poor woman 
hoB done." 

Mr. Oakhurat stammered that she was so changed. 

" The more reason wby you ehould know me, 
cbanged me ? You. You have re-created me. You fo' 
a helpleas, crippled, eick, poverty-stricken woman, with one 
dress to her back, and that her owu make, and you gave 
her life, health, etrength, and fortune. You did, and you 
know it, eir. How do you like your work ? " She caugbt 
the eide seams of her gown in either band and dropped bim 
a playful courtesj. Then, with a sudden, relentii^ geatare, 
ehe gave him both her hande. i 

Outrageous aa tbis speech was, and unfeminine, as I tniriS 
every fair reader will deem it, I fear it pleased Mr. OaU 
burst. Not Lut that he was accustomed to a certain frank 
female admiration; but tben it was of the cauliases and 
not of the cloister, with which he always petsisted in 
associating Mrs. Decker. To be addreseed in this way by 
an invalid Puritan, a eick saint, with the austerity of Buffei- 
ing still ciothing her, — a woman who had a Bible od the 
dresaing-table, who went to church tbree times a day, and 
was devoted to her hueband, completely bowled him over. 
He still beld her hands aa she went on, — 

" WLy did n't you come before ? Wbat were you doing 
in Marysville, in San Jose, in Oakland ? You see I have 
foUowed you. I saw you aa you came down tbe caSon, 
and knew you at once. I saw your letter to Joseph, an 
knew you were comiog. Why did n't you write to me 
You will Bome time I Good-evening, Mr. Hamilton." 
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She had withdrawn her hands, but not until HamiltoD, 
»Boending the staircase, was nearly abreast of them. He 
laiaed hia hat to her with well-bred composure, nodded 
familiarly to Oakhuret, and passed on. Whcn he bad gone 
Mre. Decker Kfted her eyes to Älr, Oakhurst, " Some day 
I shall aak a great favor of you ! " 

Mr. Oakhurst begged that it should be now. " No, not 
iintil you know me better. Then, some day, I shall want 
you to — kill that man ! " 

She laughed, auch a pleasatit little ringing laugh, such a 
display of dimples, — albeit a little fixed in the coraera of 
mouth, — such an innocent light in her brown eyes, and 
such a iovely color in her cheeka, tliat Mr. Oakhurst — who 
aeldom laughed — was fain to laugh too. It was as if 
& lamb had proposed to a fox a foray int« a neigbboring 
eheepfold, 

A few eveninga after thia, Mre. Decker aroae from a 
charmed circle uf her admirers on the hotel piazza, escused 
herseif for a few momeiitB, laughingly declined an escort, 
and ran over to her little cottage > — one of her huaband'a 
ereation — acroaa the road. Perhaps from the sudden and 
UBwonted exercise in her still convalescent etate, she 
breathed hurriedly and feverishly as she entered her boudoir, 
and ouce or twice placed her band upon hei breast. She 
waa atartled on turning up the light to find her husband 
lying on the Hofa. 

" You look bot and excited, Elsie, love," eaid Mr. 
Decker; " you ain't took worae, are you ? " 

Mrs. Decker'a face had paled, but now fiuahed again. 
"No," ahe said, "only a little pain here," aa ehe ^ain 
placed her band upon her coisage. 

" Can I do anything for you ? " said Mr. Decker, rising 
with affectionate concerti. 

"Run ovei to the hotel and get me some biandy, 
I" 
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Mr. Decker ran, Mrs, Decker closed and bolted the 
door, aud then putting her haiid to her bosom, drew out 
the pain. It was folded foursquare, and was, I grieve to 
eay, in Mr. Oakhyrat's handwiiting. 

She devoured it with buming eyes and cheeke until there 
came a step upon the porch. Then she humedly replaced 
it in her bosom and unbolted tho door. Her huaband 
entered ; she raiaed the spirita to her lips and declared her- 
eeli better. 

" Are you going over thete again to-night ? " asked Mr, 
Decker submiasively. 

" No," Said Mrs. Decker, with her eyes fixed dreamüy 
oa the flooi. 

" I would n't if I was you," said Mr. Decker with a sigh 
of relief. After a pause he took a seat on the sofa, and 
drawing hia wife to his side, said, " Do you know what I 
was thinking of when you came in, Elsie ? " Mrs. Decker 
ran her üngera through his etiff black hair, and could n't 

" I was thinkiog of old times, Elaie ; I was thinking of 
the daya when I built that kerridge for you, Elsie — when I 
nsed to take you out to ride, and was botli hosa and driver ! 
We was poor then, and you was sick, Elsie, but we was 
happy. We 've got money now, and a house, and you 're 
quite another woman. I may saj, dear, that you 're a new 
woman. And that 's where the trouble comes in, I could 
build you a kerridge, Elsie ; I could build you a liouae, 
Elsie — but there I atopped. I could u't build up you. 
You 're strong and pretty, Elsie, and fresh and new. But 
Bomehow, Elsie, you ain't no work of mine I " 

He pauaed. With ono band laid gently on his forehead 
and the other preased upon her bosom aa If to feel certain 
of the presence of her pain, abe aaid sweetly and sooth- 
ingly : — 

" But it was youi work, dear." 
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Mr. Decker Bhook hia head sorrowfully, " No, ElBie, 
not mine. I had the cbance to do it once and I iet it go. 
It 'b done now ; but not by me." 

Mrs. Decker laised ber surprised, innocent ejes to hia. 
He kissed her tenderly, and then weut oa in a more cbeei- 
fiil voice. 

■That ain't all I was thinking of, Elaie. I was thinkicg 
that niaybe you give too much of your Company to that Mr. 
Hamilton. Not that there 's any wrong in it, to you or bim. 
•But it might make people talk. You 're the only one here, 
Elsie," Said the niastor carpenter, looking fondly at his wife, 
who ie n't talked about ; whose work ain't inspected or 
condemned." 

Mrs. Decker was gliid he had spoken about it. She had 
thought so, too, but she could not well he uncivil to Mr. 
Hamilton, who was a fine gentleman, without making a 
powerful enemy. " And he 's alwaya treated me aa if I was 
a born lady in hia own circle," added the little ivoman, witb 
a ceitain pride that made her husband fondly Bniile, " But 
I have thought of a plan. He will not stay here if 1 
flhonid go away. If, for inatanc«, I went to San Francisco 
to vifiit ma for a few daya, he would be gone before I 
ahonld return." 

Mr. Decker was delighted. " By all means," he said ; " go 
to-morrow. Jack Oakhurat is going down, and I '11 put you 
in his Charge." 

Mra, Decker did not think it was prudent. 
huret is onr friend, Joseph, but you know bi 
In fact, she did not know that ehe ought to go 
that he waa going the same day ; but witb a ki 
overcame her scruples. Sbe yielded gracefully. 
in fact, knew how to give up a point as charmingly aa sbe. 

She Btayed a week in San Francisco. "When she returned 
she was a trifle thinner and paler than she had beeu. Tliis 
xplained as the result of perhapstoo active 
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escitement. " I was out of doora nearly all the time, as ma 
will teil you," she said to her husband, "and alwaja alone. 
I am getting quite tndependent now," she added gayly. " I 
doa't want any escort — I believe, Joey daar, I could g 
along even without you — l'm so brave I " 

But her viait, apparently, had not been productive of heä 
impelling design. Mr. Hamilton had not gone, but had ■" 
remained, and calied upou them that very evening, " I 've 
thought of a plan, Joey, dear," said Mra. Decker when he 
had departed. " Poor Mr. Oakhurst has a miserable room 
at the hotel — suppoBe you ask bim when he returns from San 
Fraucisco to stop with us. He can have our spare room. 
I don't think," ehe added arclily, " that Mr. Hamilton will 
call often." Her hueband laugbed, intimated that she was 
a little coquette, pinched ber cheek, and complied. " The 
queer thiug about a woman," he aaid afterwards eonfidentially 
to Mr. Oakhurst, " is, that without haviog any plan of her 
own, aha 'U take anybody's and build a bouso on it entirely 
different to suit herseif. And dern my akin, if you ''11 be able 
to eay wbether or not yon did n't give the scale and raeasure- 
ments yonrself. That 's what geta me." 

The next week Mr. Oakhurst was instalied in the Deckera' 
cottagc. The buainess relations of her husband and bimseU 
were known to all, and her own reputation was fllx^ve hub- 
pioion. Indeed, Jew women were more populär. She was 
domestic, she was prudent, she was pious. In a country 
of great feminine freedom and latitude, she never rode or 
walked with anybody but her husband ; in an epoch of 
slang and ambiguous expression, she was always precise and 
formal in her speech ; in the midst of a faahion of ostenta- 
tioua decoration she never wore a diamond, nor a Single 
valuable jewel. She never permitted an indecorum in public ; 
flbe never countenanced the familiarities of California aociety. 
Sbe declaimed against the prevailing tone of infidelity and 
flkepticism in religion. Pew people who were preaent wiH-J 
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Iever forget th.e digmified yet stately manner with which she 
lebuked Mr. Hamilton in the public parlor for enteriug 
npon the diacussion of a. ivork on materialisra, lately piib- 
liühed ; and some among tbem, also, will not forget the 
expression of amused Gurprise on Mr. Harailton'a face, that 
gradually cbanged to sardonic gravity aa he courtcously 
waived bis point. Certainly, not Mr. Oakburst, wbo from 
that moment began to be uoeaaily impatient of hia friend, 
and even — if euch a term could be applied to any moral 
quality in Mr. Oakhurat — to fear him. 

For, during thia time, Mr. Oakhurat had begun to ahow 
Byroptoma of a change in liia usual habita. He waa aeldom, 
er, aeen in hia old haunta, in a bar<room, or with bis old 
I oaBociates. Fink and white notea, in dtstracted handwriting, 
I Mcumulated on the dressing-table in bis rooma at Sacra- 
[ meato, It was given out in San Franciaco that he had some 
1 organic diaeaae of tbe beart, for which bis physician had 
I prescribed perfect rest. He read more, he took long walks, 
f te Bold bis faat horaea, he went to cburch. 

I haye a very vivid recollection of hia firat appearance 

here. He did not acoompany the Deckers, nor did he go 

r into their pew, but came in aa tbe aervice oommenced, and 

r -took a aeat quietly in one of the back pewa. By some mys- 

i terioTia inatinct bia presence became presently known to the 

r congregation, some of whom so far forgot tbemaelvea, in 

\ their curioaity, aa to face around and apparent!y addreaa 

I their responaes to him. Before tbe Service waa over it was 

pretty well understood that " miserahie ainners " meant Mr. 

Oakhurat. Nor did thia myaterious influence fail to afiect 

the officiating clergyman, wbo introduced an alluaion to Mr. 

Oakhurat'a ealling and habita in a aermon on the architecture 

of Solomon'a Temple, and in a raanner ao pointed and yet 

I labored aa to cause tbe youngcst of us to flame with indig- 

I lation. Happilyj however, it was lost upon Jack ; I do not 

I think he even heard it. His handsome, colorleas face — 
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albeit a trifle wom and thouglitful — was inscrutable. Only 
once, during tlie singing of a hymti, at a ccrtain note in the 
contralto's voice, there crept into hia dark eyes a look of 
wifltful tendemees, so yearuing and yet so hopelesa that those 
who were watching hitn feit tlieir own glisteu. Yet I retain 
a Tery vivid reinembrance of hie atanding up to receive the 
benediction, with the Suggestion, in hia manner and tightly 
buttoned coat, of taking the fire of hia adversary at ten 
paeea. After church he disappeared as quietly as he had 
entered, and fortunately escaped hearing the commetita oa 
hia cctsh act. His appearance was generally considored bg 
an impertinence — attributable only to sonie wanton fancy — 
or possihiy a bet. One or two thoiight that the fiexton was 
exceedingly remisa in not tnming him out after discovering 
wlio he was ; and a prominent pewholder remarked that if 
he could n't take his wife and daughters to that church 
without exposing them to auch an influence, he woiild try 
to find Home church where he could. Another traced Mr. 
Oakhurat's presence to eertain Eroad Church radical ten- 
dencies, which he regretted to say he had lately noted in 
their paetor. Deacon Sawyer, whose delicately orgaoized, 
sickly wife had alreadj borne him eleven chüdren, and died 
in an ambitioua attempt to complete the dozen, avowed that 
the presence of a person of Mr. Oakhurat's yarioua and in- 
diacrim.inate gallantries waa an insult to the memory of the 
deceaaed that, as a man, he could not brook. 

It was about this time that Mr. Oakhurst, contraating 
himself with a conventional world in which he had hitherto 
rarely mingied, became aware that there was something in 
hia face, figure, and carriage quite unlike other men, — 
something that if it did not betraj hia forraer career, at 
least showed an individuality and originality that was 
suspicioua. In this beliof he shaved off his long, silken 
mustache, and religiously brushed out his clustering curla 
every morning. He even went so far as to affect a 
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genco of dresa, and hid his small, slim, arched feet in the 
largest and heaviest walkin g-shoes. There is a Btory told 
that he went to hia tailor in Sacmmento, and aaked him to 
make him a suit ot clothes like everybody eise, The taüor, 
familiär with Mr, Oakhurst's faatidiousness, did not know 
what he meant. " I inean," said Mr. Oakhurst savagely, 
"something rcspectable, — something that does n't exactly 
fit me, you know." But however Mr. Oakhurst might liide 
his shapely limbs in homespua and home-made garments, 
there was something iü his carriage, something in the pose 
of his beautiful head, something in the strong and fine 
manlinesa of his presence, something in the perfect and 
utter diacipline and control of his muscles, something in 
the high repose ot his natura — a repose not so much a 
matter of intellectual ruling as of his very natura — that go 
where he would, and with whom, he was always a notahle 
man in ten thousand. Ferhaps thia was never so clearly 
intimated to Mr. Oakhurst as when, eraboldened by Mr. 
fiamilton'a ad vice and assistance and his predilections, 
he became a San Francisco broker, Even before objection 
was made to bis preaenoe in the Boards the objection, I 
remember, was urged very eloquently by Watt Sanders, 
who was Bupposed to be the inventor of the " freezing-o«t " 
System of disposing of poor stockholders, and who also 
enjoyed the reputation of having been the impelling cause 
of Briggs of Tuolurone's min and suicide — even before 
this formal protest of respectability against lawlessnese, the 
aquiline suggestioaa of Mr. Oakhurst's mien and counte- 
nance not only prematurely fluttered the pigeons, but abso- 
Intely occasioned much uneasinesa among the fish-hawka, 
who cireled beJow him with tbeir booty, "Daah mel 
but he 's as likely to go after us as anybody," said Joe 
Fielding. 

It wanted but a few daya before the cloae ot the briaf 
mmer season at San Isabel Warm Springs. Already 
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there had beeö Bome migration of the more fashionable, 
and there was an iincomfortable auggeation of dregs and 
leea in the social life that remained. Mr. Oakhurst was 
moody ; it waa hinted that even the secure leputalian of 
Mra. Decker could no loDger protect ber from the gossip 
wbich bis presence excited. It ia but fair to ber to say that 
during tbe last fitw weeks of thia trying ordest she looked 
like a aweet, pale mortyr, and conduoted herself toward her 
traduoera with the geutle, forgiving mauner of one who 
relied not upon the idle homage of the crowd, but upon 
the secarity of a principle that was dearer than populär 
favor. " They taik about myself and Mr, Oakhuret, my 
dear," ahe aaid to a friend, " but Heaveu and my husband 
can best auswer tbeir cahimny, It never shall be aaid that 
my hiiaband ever tamed bis back upon a friend in the 
moment of bis advereity because the position waa changed, 
becaiise his frieud was poor and he waa rieh." This 
was the ficst intimation to the public tbat Jack had 
lost nioaey, although it was known generally tbat the 
Deckers had lately bougbt some valuable property in Sau 
Francisco. 

A few eveniogB after this an incident occurred which 
seemed to unpleasantly diecord with the general social 
hanuony tbat had always exiated at San laabe!. It was 
at dinnei, and Mr. Oakhurat and Mr. Hamilton, who sat 
together at a aeparate table, were observed to rise in aome 
agitation. When they reached the ball, by a common 
inatinct tbey stepped into a little hreakfast-room which was 
vaoant, and closed the door. Then Mr, Hamilton turned, 
with a half-amused, haLf-eerious amile, toward bis friend, 
and eajd, — 

"If we are to quarre], Jack Oakhurat, — you and I, — in 
the uame of all that is ridiouloua, don't let it be about 
a" — 

I do not know what was tbe epithel intended. It waa 
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Ieither unspoken ar lost. Tot at that very instant Mr. 
Oakhurst raised a wine-glaas and dashed ita Contents into 
Hamilton' a face. 
As they faced each other the men aeemed to have 
changed natures. Mr. Oakhurst was trembling with excite- 
ment, and the wine-glaas that he retumed to tbe table 
shivered between Ms fingers. Mr. Hamilton stood there, 
grayish white, ereot, and dripping. After a pause he said 
coldly, — 

t" So be it. But remember ! our quarrel commencea 
here. If I fall by your band, you shall not use it to clear 
lier character ; if you fall by mine, you shall not be called 
B martyr. I am aoiry it has come to this, but amen I — the 
Booner now the better." 

He turned proudly, dropped bis lids over bis cold steel- 
blue oyes, as if abeatbing a rapier, bowed, and passedooldly 
ont. 

They met twelve hours later in a little hoUow two miles 
from the hotel, on the Stockton road. Aa Mr. Oakhurst 
leceived his pistol from Colonel Starbottle's hauds he said 
to bim in a low voice, " "Whatever turns up or down I shall 
not retum to tbe hotel. You will find some directions in 
my room. Go fcbere " — but bis voice suddenly faltered, 
and he turned his glistening eyes away, to hia aecoad'a 

Iint^nse astonishment. "I 've been out a dozen timea with 
Jack Oakburat," said Colonel Starbottle aft«rwards, " and I 
never saw him anyways cut before. Blank me ii I didn't 
think he was losing hia sand, tili he walked to position." 
The two reports were almost simultaneoua. Mr. Oak- 
huret's rjght arm dtopped auddenly to bis side, and his 
pifltol would have fallen from his paralyzed fingers, but the 
diacipline of trained neive and muscle prevailed, and he kept 
his grasp untU be bad shifted it to the other band, with- 
out changing hia position. Then tbere was a silence that 
I ieemed intetminable, a gathering of two or three dark fig- 
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Urea where a smoke curl still lazily floated, and thea th« 
hurried, huaky, panting voice of Colonel Starbottle in hia 
ear, " He 'b hit hard — througU the lungB — you muat rirn 

Jack tumed his dark, questioning eyea upon bis second, 
but did not aeem tei lifiten ; rathei seemed to hear BOiiie 
other voice, remoter in the diatance. He heaitated, and 
then niadö a atep forwatd in the direction of the distant 
group. Then he paused again as the flgurea eeparated, and 
the eurgeon carae hastily toward him. 

" He would like to apeak with you a moment," aaid the 
man. " You have little time to loae, I know ; but," he 
added in a lower voice, " it is my duty to teil you he has 
still leaa." 

A look of deapair so hopelesa in its intenaity swept over 
Mr. Oakburst's uaually impasaive face that the aurgeoa 
etart«d. " You ate hit," he said, glancing at Jack's help- 
lesa arm, 

" Nothing — a mere acratcb," aaid Jack haatily. Then he 
added, with a bitter laugh, " I'm not in luck to-day. Bnt' 
como 1 We'll eee what he wants." ' ' 

His long feverish stride outstripped the aurgeon'a, and in 
another moment he atood where the dying man lay — like 
moat dying men — the one calm, composed, central figure of 
an anxious gtoup, Mr, Oakhurat's face was lesa calm as he 
dropped on one knee beaida liim and took his band, " I 
want to speak with thia gentleman alone," said Hamilton, 
with something of hia old imperious manner, as he tumed 
to tbose ahont him. When they drew baek, he looked 
in Oakhurst'a face. 

"I've something to teil you, Jack." 

Hia own face was white, but not so white aa that which 
Mr, Oßkhurst bent over him — a face so ghaatly, with haunt- 
ing douhta and a hopelesa presentiment of Coming evil, 
face BO piteous in its infinit« weariness and envy of deal 
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that the dying man was touched, even in tho languor ot 
disEolution, witli a pang of compassion, and the cynical 
smile faded from hia lips. 

Forgive me, Jack," he whispered more feebly, " for 
what I have to say. I don't say it in anger, but only 
beoause it must be said. I could not do my duty to you — 
I could not die contented until you knew it all. It's a 
miserable business at best, all around. But it can't be 
helped now. Only I ought to have fallen by Decker's 
pistol and not yours." 

Ä flush like fire cama into Jack'a cheek, and he would 
have riaen, hut Hamilton held him fast. 

" Listen ! in my pocket you will find two lettera. Take 
them — there 1 You will know the handwriting. But 
prondse you will not read them until you are in a place 
of eafety. Promise me 1 " 

Jack did not speak, but held the lettera between bis 
Sngers aa il they liad beeu buiniag coala. 

** Promise me," said Hamilton faintly. 

" Why ? " aaked Oakhuret, dropping hia friend'a band 
coldlj. 

" Becauae," said the dying man with a bitter emile, — 
"becauae — when you have read them — you — will — go 
back — to eapture — and death!" 

Tbey were his last words. He pressed Jack's hand 
faintly. Then hia grasp lelaxed, and he feil back a coi'pse. 

It was nearly ten o'clock at night, and Mra. Decker 
reclined Janguidly upou the sofa with a novel in her band, 
while her husband discussed the politics of the country in 

: the bar-room of the botel. It was a warm night, and the 
French window looking out upon a little balcony was pattly 
open. Suddenly sbe heard a foot «pon the balcony, and 

1 Bhe raised her eyes from the book with a glight start. The 

1 next moment the window was hurriedly thrust wide and a 

I n&n entered. 
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Mrs. Decker rose to her feet with a little cry of alarm. 

" For Heaven'a sake, Jack, are you mad ? He has onlj 
gone for a little while — he may retum at aay moment. 
Comean hoitr later — to-morrow — any time when I ean 
rid of him — but go, now, dear, at once," 

Mr. Oakhurst walked toward the door, bolted it, ani 
theu faced her without s Word. His face waa haggard, 
coatrsleeve huDg looaely over an arm that was bai» 
and bloody. 

N^evertbeless, her voice did not faltet as ehe tamed eg( 
toward him. " What haa happeued, Jack ? Why are ji 
here ? " 

He opened hia coat, and threw two letters in her lap, 

" To retum your lover's letters — to kill you — and thea 
myself," he said in a voice so low as to be almoet 
inaudible. 

Among the many virtues of thls admirable 
invincible courage. ähe did not faint, ehe dld not cry oat 
She sat quietly down again, folded her handa 
and said calnily, — 

" And why should you not ? " 

Had ahe recoiled, had ehe shown any fear or contrition, 
had sbe essayed an explanation or apology, Mr. Oakhurst 
would hnve louked upon it as an evidence of guilt. But 
there is uo quality that courage recognizes so quiokly as 
courage, there is no condition that desperation bowa hefore 
but desperation ; and Mr. Oakhurst's power of analyaia was 
not ao keen as to prevent him from confounding her 
courage with a moral quaÜty, Eyen in his fury he conld 
not help admiriug this dauntiess invalid. 

" Why should you not ? " ehe repeated with a smile. 
" You gave me life, bealth, and happinesa, Jack. You gave 
me your love. Why should you not take what you have 
given ? Go on. I am ready." 

She held out her hands with that same infinite gtace 
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yielding witb whicE ehe had taken his own on the firet day 
of their lueeting at the hotel. Jack ratsed hiB head, looked 
Bt her for one wild moment, dropped upoo his knecB besido 
her, and raised the folda of her dresa to his feverish Ups, 
But she waa too clever not to instantly see her victory; alle 
■was too much of a woinan, with all her cleverness, to refrain 
froni pressing that victory home. Ät the eame moment, aa 
with the Impulse of an outraged and wouoded woman, she 
rose, and with an imperious geatnre pointed to the window. 
Mr. Oakhurst roae in hia tum, caat one glance upon her, and 
without auother word paased out oE her presence forever. 

When he had gone, ahe cloaed the window and bolted 
it, and going to the uhimneypiece placed the letters, one 
by one, in the llame of the candle until they were consumed, 
I would not have tbe reader tbink that during thia painful 
Operation she was unmoved. Her band trembled and — 
not being a brate — for some minntes {perbapa longer) ahe 
feit very badlj, and tbe corners of her sensitive month wero 
depreaaed. Wben her busband arrived it waa witb a 
genuine joy that abe ran to bim, and nestled againet hia 
broad breast with a feeling of security that tbrilled the 
honeat fellow to the core. 

"But I've heard dreadful news to-night, Elaie," said 
Mr. Decker, after a few endearmenta were excbanged. 

"Don't teil me anytbing dreadful, dear; I'm not well 
to-nigbt," ahe pleaded sweetly. 

" But it 'a about Mr. Oakhurst and Hamilton." 

" Pleaae I " Mr. Decker could not resist tbe petitionary 
grace of tboae white hands and that aensitive moutfa, and 
took her to hia arraa. Suddenly bo said, " What 'e that 1 " 

He waa pointing to the boaom of her white dreas. 
Wbere Mr. Oalchurat had touched her tbere was a spot 
of blood. 

It waa nothing ; ehe had aligbtly cut her band in closing 
the window ; it ahut ao bard ! If Mr. Decker had remem- 
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bered to close and bolt the ehutter before he went out, he 
might have eaved her this. There was euch & genuine 
Üritabilit; and force tu thie remark tha.t Mr. Decker waa 
quite overcome by remorae. But Mrs. Decker forgaTe him 
with tliat graciousnesB which I have before pointed out in 
tbese pages, and with the halo of that forgivenesa and 
marital confidence still lingering above the pair, with the 
reader's permisaion we will leave them and retum t« Mr. 
Oak huret. 

But not for two weeka. At the end of that tiine he 
walked iuto bis rooma in Sacrameuto, and in bis old manner 
took bis seat at the faro-table. 

" How 'a jour arm, Jack ? " aaked an incautioua player. 

There was a smile followed the question, which, bowevi 
ceaaed as Jack looked up quietly at the Speaker. 

" It bothera my dealing a Httle, but I can shoot as well 
with my left," 

The game wae coatinued in that decorous silence wbich 
usually diatiuguiahed the table at which Mr. Johu Oakhunt' 
pieaided. 
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THE EOSE OF TUOLUMNE 
CHÄPTER I 

It was nearly two o'clock in the moming. The Itghts 
were out in Bobinaon'a Hall, where theie had been dancing 
and revelry, and the moon, riding high, painted the bleck 
Windows with silver. The cavalcade that an hour ago had 
shocked the sedate pines with song and laughter were all 
dtspersed ; one enamored swain liad ridden east, another 
west, another north, another Eouth, and tbe ohject of theii 
adoration, left within her bowei at Chemisal Eidge, was 
calmly going to bed. 

I regret that I am not able to indicato the exact stage of 
that procesa. Two chaira were already filled with deliaata 
enwrappiaga and white confusion, and the young lady her- 
eelf, half hidden in the silky threads of her jellow hair, had 
at one time hörne a faint resemblance to a partly husked 
ear of Indian com. But she was now clothed in that ooe 
long, formless gariuent that makea all women equal, and 
the round Shoulders and neat waist that an hour ago had 
been so fatal to the peace of mind of Foui Forks had utterly 
disappeared, The face above it was veryipretty; the foot 
below, albeit ahapely, was not sraall. "The flowers, aa s 
general thing, don't raise tbeir heads tnuch to look aftei 
me," sbe had eaid with supeib franknesa to one of her 

The expression of " The Eose " to-night wua contentedly 
placid. She walked slowly to the window, and, making tbe 
emallest poaaible peep-hole through tbe curtain, looked out. 
The motionlesB figure of a horeBinui still lingered on thb 
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road, with an excess of devotion that ouly a eoquette or s 
woman very much in love could tolerate. " The Eoae " at 
that moment was neither, and after a reasonable pause 
turned away, saying, quite audibly, that it was " too ridicu- 
louB for anytliing." Äs ehe camo back to her dressin g'table 
it was noticeable that she walked eteadily and erect, withaut 
that slight affectation of lamenesa common to people with 
whom bare feet are only an episode. Indeed, it was ooly 
four yeare ago tbat, without shoea or stockings, a long- 
limbed, colty girl, in a waistless calico gown, ahe bad leaped 
from the tail-board of her father'a emigrant wagon wheti 
it firat drew np at Chemisal Eidge. Certain wild habita 
of The Rose had outlivad transplantiug and cidtivation. 

A knock at the dooi aurpriaed her. In another moment 
she had leaped into bed, and, with darkly Irowning eyea, 
from ita secure recessea demanded, " Who 'e there ? 

Aa apologetic luurmar on the other side of the door 
the response. 

" Why, father, is that you ? " 

There were further murmurs, affirmative, deprecatoi 
and persistent. 

" Wait," Baid The Roae. She got iip, imlockedthi 
leaped nimbly into hed again, and said, " Come." 

Tho iloor opened timidly. The hroad, etoopicg ahouldi 
and grizzled head of a man paat the middle age appeared} 
after a moment'a heaitation a pair of lat^e, diffident feet, 
shod with canvae alippere, concluded to follow, When tbe 
apparition was complete it closed the door softly, and stood 
there — a very shy ghost indeed, with apparently more than 
the usual spiritual Indisposition to begin a converaation. 
The Rose resented thia impatiently, though I fear not alto- 
gether intelligibly ; — 

" Do, father, t declare I " 

" You was ahed, Jinny," eaid Mr. M'Cloaky slowly^ 
glancing with a Singular mixture of mascoline 



!yea, 

I 

redt ' 




THE ROSE OF TUOLUMNK 



199 



' petemal pride upon the two chairs and tbeir coatenta. 
" You iras abed and ondiessed." 

" I was," 

" Surelj," Said Mr. M'Closky, aeating himself on tha 
extreme edge of the bed, and painftill; tiicking his feet 
away linder it, — " surely." After a pause he rubbed a 
ehort, thick, atumpy beard, tbat bore a general resemblaßce 
to a bedly wom blacking-bmsh, with the palm of bis band, 
aod went on, " You had a good time, Jinny ? " 

" Yes, fatber." 

" Tbey waa all there ? " 

" Yes ; Eance and York and Eyder and Jack." 

" And Jack 1 " Mr, M'Closky endeavored to throw an 
espression of arch inquiry into bis Hmall, tvemulous eyea, but 
meeting the unabaahed, widely opened lid of hia daughter, 
be winked rapidlj and blushed to the roots of bis hair. 

" Yes, Jack was tbere," said Jinny, without change of 
coloT, or the least aelf-conscionsneas in her great gray eyes, 
"and he came honte with me." She paused a moment, 
locking her two bands under her bead, and assuming a 
more comfortable poaition on the pillow. " He aaked ma 
that aame queation again, father, and I said, 'Yes.' It'a to 
be — soon. We 're going to ütb at Fonr Forka, in hia own 
bouae, and next winter we 're going to Sacramento. I 
Buppoae it 'a all right, father, eb ? " Sbe empbasized the 
question with a sltgbt kick throngh the bedclotbea as the 
parental M'Closky had fallen into an ahstmct reverie. 

" Ybb, ßurely," aaid Mr. M'Closky, recovering himaelf 
with Bome confusion. After a pause he looked down at the 
bedclothes, aud, patting tbem tenderly, continued. " You 
could n't bave done better, Jinny. They ia n't a girl in Tuo- 
lunuie ez conld Btrike it ez rieh ez you hev — even if they 
got the Chance." He paused again and then aaid, " Jinny ? " 

" Yea, father." 

" You 'ae in bed and ondresaed ? " 
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" Yaa couldn't," said Mr. M'CIoaky, glancing hopeleealj 
at the two chaira aad slowly rubbing bis chin, — "yon 
coutd n't dreBS youraeK again, could yer ? " 

" Why, father ? " 

"Kinder get youreelf mto them things agala 
added hastily. "Not all of 'em, you know, but Bome 
'em. Not ü I helped you ? — sorter stood by and lent a 
hand now and then with a strap or a buckle, or a necktie 
or a, shoe-atring," he eontinued, still looking at the chairs, 
and evideutly trying to boldly familiarize bimBelf vith their 
Contents. 

" Are you crazy, father ? " demanded Jinny, suddenly 
aitting up with a portentous ewitch of her yellow mane. 
Mr. M'Closky rubbed one side of bis beard, which tdready 
had the appearance of baving heen quite woni away by thst 
procesa, and faintly dodged the question. 

" Jinny," he said, tenderly etroking the bedclothea as he 
epoke, " this yer 's whät 's the matter. Tbar U b strangei 
downataira — s stranger to you, lovey, but b, man ez I 've 
knowed a long time. He 's been here about an hour, and 
he '11 he here ontil fower o'clock, when the up at^e passes. 
Now I wanta ye, Jinny, dear, to get up and come down- 
stairs and kinder help nie pasa the time with him. It 's no 
use, Jinny," he went on, gently raising his hand to depre- 
oate any intemiption, — " it 'a no use, he won't go to bed 1 
He won't play keerds ; whiakey don't take no efi'ect on Lim. 
Ever since I knowed him he was tbe most onsatiafactory 
critter to hev round " — 

" What do you have him round for, then ? " interrupl 
Miss Jinny sharply. 

Mr. M'Closky's eyes feil. " Ef he hed n't kern out ol' 
his way to-night to do me a good tum, I would n't aak ye, 
Jinny. I would n't, so help me I But I thought ez 1 
couldn't do anythiug with bim, you might come down aiu]^ 
Borter fetch him, Jinny, as you did the othere.' 
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^H Miss Jinny ehrugged her pretty Bhoulders. 

^B " la he old or young ? " 

^1 "Hb'b youDg enough, Jinny, but he knows a power of 

^H things." 

^H " What doea he do ? " 

^P "Kot mucb, I reckon. He 's got nioney in the mill at 
Fom Forks. He travels round a good deal. I 've heard, 
Jinny, that he 's a poet — writes them rhymes, you know." 
Mr. M'Cloaky bere appealed submisaively, but directly to his 
daughter. He remembered that she bad frequently been 
in receipt of printed eiegiac coupleta known as " mottocH," 
containing inclosures equally saccharine. 

Miss Jinny elightly curled her pretty lip. She had that 
fine contempt for the iltusions of fancy whicb belongs to 
the perfectly healthy youug animal, 

"Not," continued Mr. M'Closky, rubfeing hia head re- 
fleotively, — " not ez I 'd adviae ye, Jinny, to say anything 
to him about poetry. It ain't twenty minutea ago ez / did. 
I aet the whiskey afore him in the parlor. I wound up the 
muBic-lwx and set it goin'. Then I sez to him, aociable- 
like and free, ' Jest consider yourself in your own houee, 
and repeat what you allow to he your finest production,' 
— and he raged. Tbat njan, Jinny, jest raged. Thar'a no 
end of the names he called me, You seo, Jinny," con- 
tinued Mr. M'Cloaky apologetically, "he 's known me a 
long time." 

But his daughter had already dismissed the queetion with 
her UBUsl directness, " I '11 be down in a few momenta, 
father," she said after a pause, " but don't say anything to 
him about it — don't say I waa abed," 

Mr. M'Closky'a face beamed. " You was allera a good 
girl, Jinny," be said, dropping on one knee the better to 
imprint a respectful kiss on her forehead. But Jinny 
CBUght him by the wriste and for a moment held him cap- 
(dve. "Father," said ehe, trying to fix his shy eyes with 
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the clear, eteady glanc« of her own, "«11 the girU 
were there to-nigbt had some ooe with them. Mame 
insoti had her aunt, Lucy Baoce had her mother, Kate 
•on had her eister — all except me had some other woman. 
Father, dear," — her lip trembled just a little, — "I wish 
mother had n't died nhen I was so Eiaall. I wish theie 
was some other woman in the family besides me. I atn't 
lonely with you, father, dear ; but if there was only some 
one, you know, when the time comes for John and me " — 

Her voice here euddenly gave oiit, but not her brave 
ejes, that were still ftied eameetly upon hb face. Mr. 
M'CIosky, apparently traciog out a pattem on the bed-quilt, 
easayed words of comfort. 

"There ain't one of them gals ez you've named, JinnjJ 
ez could do what you 've done with a nhole Koah's ark o£l 
relationa at their backs ! Thar ain't one ez wonldn't sacri- 
lice her nearest relation to uiake the etrike that you her. 
£z to mathers, maybe, my dear, you 're doin' better witboot 
one." He rose euddenly, and walked toward the dooi. 
Wben he reached it he tumed, and in bis old deprecatia^J 
manner, said, " Don't be long, Jinny," smi 
ished from the head downward, bis canvaa slippers aaaertin^J 
themaelves resolutcly to the last, 

When Mr. M'Closky reached hts parlot again bis troublt 
ionie guest was not there. The decanter stood on the table 
untouched, three or four booke lay upon the floor, a nuraber 
of Photographie views of the Sierraa were scattered over 
the Bofa ; two sofa pillowB, a newspapec, and a Mesican 
blanket lay on the carpet, aa if the late occupant of 
the room bad tried to read in a. recumbeut poaition. A 
Frenoh window, opening upon a voranda, which never 
before in the history of the bouse had been unfastened, 
now betrayed by ita waving lace curtain the way that the 
fugitive had escaped. Mr. M'Closky heaved a sigh of 
deapair ; he looked at the gorgeous carpet purchased in 
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Sacramento at a fabulous price, at the crimson satin and 
rosewood furoiture unparalleled in the history of Tuo- 
lumne, at the masaively framed pictures on tho walls, and 
looked beyond it, through the open. window, to the reckless 
mau who, fleeing these sybaritic alluremeots, was smoking 
a cigai lipon the moonlit road. Tbis room, which had so 
often awed the youth of Tuolumne into filial respect, was 
evidently a failure. It remained to be seea if The Roeb 
heraelf had lost her fragrance. " I reckon Jinny will fetch 
him yet," said Mr. M'Closky, with parental faith. 

He atepped from the window upon the veranda. But he 
had Bcaicely done this before bis figure was detected by the 
etranger, who at once ctosaed the road. Wheo within a 
few feet of M'Closky he stopped. " You persistent old 
plantigrade," he said in a low voice, audible only to the 
person addressed, and a face toll of afiected anxiety, " why 
don't you go to bed ? Did n't I teil you to go and leave 
me here alone ? In the name of all that 's idiotic and 
imbecile, why do you continue to ahuffle about here ? Or 
are you trying to drive nie cra/y with your preeence, as you 
hnve with that wretched music-box that I 've just dropped 
under yonder tree 1 It 'a an hour and a half yet before the 
Btage pasaes ; do you thiuk, do you imagiae for a Single 
moment, that I can tolerate you until then-— eh? Wby 
don't you speak ? Are you aaleep ? You don't mean to 
say that you have the audacity to add aomnambuliani to 
your other weakneasea ; you 're not low enough to repeat 
youraelf undet any auch weak pretext as that — eh ? " 

A fit of nervoua coughing ended this estraordinary esor- 
dium, and half sitting, half leaniag againat the veranda, 
Mr. M'Closky's gueat turned bis face, and part of a alight, 
elegant figure, towards hia hoat. The lower portion of thia 
npturned face wore an habitual expreasion of faatidioua dis- 
content, with an occasional line of physical sufFering, But 
I (he brow above was frank and critical, and a pair of dark 
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mirthful eyes eat in playful judgment over tbe supereensitivS 
moutK and its Suggestion. 

" I allowed to go to bed, Kidgeway," Said Mr. irCloaky 
meekly, " bat nty girl Jinny 's jist got back from a little tear 
up at Kobinson's, and ain't jnclined to tum in yet. You 
know what girla is. So I thought we three would jiat have 
a social chat together to pass away ths time." 

" You mendacious old hypocrite 1 she got back an houi 
ago," Baid B,idgenay, " as that aavage-looking escort of heis, 
who has been haunting tbe houae ever since, can testify, 
My belief is, that, likö an enterprising idiot bb you are, 
you 've dragged that girl out of hei bed that we might 
mutually bore each otber." 

Mr. M'Closky was too much atunned by thia evidenot 
of Kidgeway's apparently supethuman penetration to reply.l 
Alter enjoying hia host's confusion for a moment with hi>^ 
eyes, Kidgeway's niouth asked grimly, — 

" And who is this girl, anyway ? " 

" Nancy 's." 

" Your wife's ? " 

" Yes. Eut look yar, Eidgeway," said M'Closky, layii^ 
one hand imploringly on Eidgeway'a aleeve, "not a woi 
abotit her to Jiuny. She thinks hei mothei 's dead — die^ 
in Missouri. Eh 1 " 

Ridgeway nearly roUed fiom the veianda in an excess d ' 
rage. " Good God ! Do you mean to say that you have 
been concealing from her a faot that any day, any moment, 
may come to her eais ? That you 've been letting hei grow 
up in ignorance of something that by thia time she might 
have outgrown and foigotten ? That you have been, like a 
besotted old asa, all these yeara slowly foiging a thunder- 
bolt that any one may crush her with ? That " — but heie 
ßidgeway'a cough took posseasion of bis voice, and even put 
a tnoisture into his dark eyes, aa he looked at M'Cloaky'B 
aimlesa hand feebly employed upon hia beaid. 
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^H " But," Said M'Closky, " look, how she 'a done. She 's 
^H lield her head as high as any of 'em. She 'a to be mairied 
^H in a inonth ta the richost man in the county, and," he added 
^H evmnicgly, " Jack Äshe ain't the kind o' man to ait by 
^H and hear anything said of hia wife or her relations, you 
^V bet. Bat hush — that 's hei foot od the stairs. She 'b ciiiti' 

She cama. I don't think the Fiench window ever held a 
fioer view than when she put aaide the cuitains and stepped 
out. She had dresBed herseif simply and huiriedly, but with. 
a woinan'B knowledge of her best poiuts, so tbat you got 
the long curves of her sbapely limbs, the short«r curves 
of hei lound waiEt and Shoulders, the long sweep of her 
yellow braids, the light of her gray eyes, and even the 
delicate rose of hei complexion, wlthout knowing bow it 
■was delivered to you. 

The intioduction by Mi. M'Closky was brief. Wien 
Kidgeway had got over tbe fact that it was two o'clock in 
the morniiig, and that tbe cheek of tbia Tuolumne goddess 
neaiest him was as dewy and fresh as an infant'a, — tbat sbs 
looked like Marguerite, without probably ever having heard 
of Goethe's heroine, — he talked, I dare say, very aensibly. 
When Miss Jinny, who from her childhood had been brought 
'np among the sons of Anak, and who was accustomed to 
Iiave a supremacy of oui noble sex presented to her as a 
pliysical fact, found herself in the presence of a new and 
etiange power, in the slight and elegant figute beaide her, 
she was at first frightened and cold. But finding that 
this power, against whicb the weapons of hei own phyaical 
charms weie of no avaü, was a kindly one, alheit geneial) 
ehe feil to worshiping it, after the fashion of woman, and 

iting before it the feticbes and othei idols of her youth. 
i confesaed to it. So that in half an houi Kidge- 

y wae in possession of all tbe facts connected with her 

I, and a great many,.T feai, of hei fanciea — except one. 
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When Mr. M'Cloaty found the young peopla thuB ainicably 
disposed, he calmly went to sleep. 

It was a pleasant time to each. To Miss Jtnny it had 
the chana of novelty, and she abandoned hereelf to it J 
that reaeon nmah more freely and ianocently thai 
panion, who knew something roore of the inevitable logir 
of the poaitioD. I do not think, however, he had any 
inteDtion of love-making. I do not think he was at all 
coDscious of being in the attitude. I am quite positive 
he would have shruok from tbe Suggestion of dialoyalty 
to tbe one woman whom he admitted to himself he loved. 
Eut, lika most poets, be waa rauch more true to an idea 
than B fact, and, having a very lofty conception of woman- 
hood, with a very sanguine nature, he saw in each new face 
tbe paasibilities of a realization of bis ideal. It vas, per- 
hapa, an unfortunate thiag for the womeu, particutaily aa 
he brought to eacb trial a surprisiog freEhneas whicb was 
very deceptive, and quite diatinct from the Uasi familiarity 
of the raan of gallantry. It was this perennial virginity of 
the afTectioDS that moat endeared him to the best women, 
■who were prone to exerciae towards him o chivalrous pro- 
tection, — aa of one likely to go astray unless looked after, 
— and indulged in the dangeroua combination of aentiment 
with the highest maternal inatincts. It was thia quality 
which caused Jinny torecognize in bim acertain boyishness 
that required her womanly care, and even induced bei to 
offer to accompany him to tbe croas-Foads when the time of 
bis departuce arrived, With her superior knowledge of 
woodcraft and the locality, sbe would have kept bim from 
being lost. I wot not but that sbe would have protected 
him frora bears or wolves, but chiefly, I think, from the 
feline fascinationa of Mame Robinson and Lucy Kance, 
who might he lying in wait for tbia tender young poet. 
Nor did sbe cease to be thankful that Providence had, bo to 
speak, delivered him aa a trust isto ber banda. 
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It waa a lovely night. The moon swung low and 
languished softly on the süowy ridge heyond. There wera 
quaint odors in the etill air, and a stränge incense ftom the 
Woods perfiinied their young blood and seemed to swoon 
ia their pulses. Small wonder that they lingered on the 
Vhite road, tliat their feet climbed unwillingly the little 
TjüI where they were to part, and that when they at last 
leacfaed it, evcti the saving grace of Bpeech seemed to have 
foisaken them. 

For there they atood, alone. There was no soimd nor 
motion in earth, or wooda, or beaven. They might have 
been the one man and woman for whom thie goodly earth 
tfaat lay at their feet, rimraed with the deepest azura, was 

lated. And seeing this, they tumed towards each other 
idden inetinct, and their hands met, and then their 
lips in one long kisa. 

And then out of the mysteriona diatance came the sound 
of voices and the sharp clatter of hoofa and wheelB, and 
Jiiiny slid away — a white moonbeam — fiom the hill. 
For a momeot she glimmered through the trees, and then, 
reaching the bouse, passed her sieeping father on the 
Veranda, and, darting into her bedroom, locked the door, 
open the window, and, falling on her knees beside it, 

med her hat cheeka upon her hands and liatened. In a 
fow momenta she waarewarded hy the sharp clatter of hoofa 
on the stony road, but it waa only a horseman, whose dark 
fignre was swiftly loat in the sbadows of the lower road. 
At aaother time elie might have recognized the man, but 
her eyes and eara were now all intont on something elae. 
It came presently, with dancing lighta, a muaical rattle of 
hamesa, a cadencs of hoof-beatB, that set her heart to beat- 
lon, and waa gone. A audden sense of loueliness 
her, and tears gathered in her aweet eyes. 
ie and looked around her. There was the little 
'•tablt! the roses that ehe had wora last 
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night, sttli fresh and blooming in the little vase. Every- 
thing was there, but everything looked stränge ; the rosea 
ahould havB been withered, for the party seemed so long 
ago ; Ehe could hardly remember when she had wom thia 
dress that lay upon the chair. So she came back to tbe 
Window and sank down beaide it, with her cheek, a trifle 
paler, leaning on her himd, and her long braida reaching to 
the floor. The stara paled slowly, like her cheek, yet with 
eyes that saw not ehe still looked from her window for the 
Coming dawn. 

It came, with violet deepening into purple, with purple 
flushing into rose, with rose shining into silver and glowing 
into gold. The straggling line of black picket fence below, 
that had faded away with the stars, came back with the ann. 
"What was that object moving by the fence V Jinny raised 
her head and looked intently. It was a man endeavoring 
to climb the pickets, and falling backward with each attempt. 
Suddenly she atarted to her fest, ae if the roey flushes of 
the dawn had crimaoned her from forehead to Shoulders ; 
^hen she stood, white as the wall, with her hands clasped 
npoQ her hosora. Then, with a single bound ehe reached 
the door, and, with flying braids and fluttering akirt, sprang 
dowD the stairs and out in the garden walk. When within 
B, few feet of the fence she «ttered a cry — the Erat she had 
tfiven — the cry of a mother over her stricken habe, of a 
tigreas over her mangled cub, and in another moment she 
had leaped the fence and knelt besida Eidgeway, with hia 
fainting head npoa her breaat. 

" My hoy — my poor, poor boy 1 who has done thia ? 

Who, indeod ? Hia clothes were covered with dual, hisi 
»aistcoat was torn open ; and bis handkerchief, wet with 
the blood it could not ataach, feil from a cruel etab beneath 
Kis Shoulder. 

" Kidgeway ! — my poor boy — teil me what has hap. 
(ÄUed." 
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Sidgeway slowly opened hia heavy, blue-veined lida and 
gazed lipon her. Preaently a gleam o£ mischief came into 
hie dark eyes, a smile stole over liis lipa aa he whispered 
slowly, — 

" It — was — your kisa — did it — Jinny, dear ! I had 
forgotten — how high-priced — the artide was here. Never 
mind, Jinny ! " — he feebly raised her hand to his white 
lipa — " it was — worth it," and fainted away. 

Jinny slarted to her feet and iooked wildly around her. 
Then, with a eudden resolutiou, ehe atooped over the inaen- 
Bible tnaa, and, with one strong effort, lifted hiro in her 
arras aa if he had been a child. When her father, a moment 
later, rubbed hia eyes and awoke from hia sleep npon tho 
Veranda, it was to aee a goddese, erect and triumphant, 
striding toward the houee, with the helptess body of a man 
lying serosa that breast whete man had never lain before, — 
a goddeas at whoae imperioua mandate he arose and cast 
open the doora before her. And then when ahe had laid 
her unconaciona bürden on the aofa, the goddeaa fled, and 
a woman, helpless and tremhling, stood before him, — a 
■woman that cried out that ahe had " killed him," that she 
was " wicked ! wicked ! " and that, even saying ao, stag- 
gered and feil beeide her late bürden. And all that Mi. 
M'Closkj could do was to feebly rub hia beard, and aay 
to himaelf, vaguely and incoherently, that "Jinny had 
Uetched him." 

C CHAPTER n 

Brfore Doon the next day it was generally helieved 
throughout Four Forks that Eidgeway Dent had been Ai- 
tacked and wounded at Chemisal Ridge by a bighwayman, 
whu fled on the opproach of the Wingdam coach. It is to 
be preanmed that this statement met with Ridgeway's ap- 
as he did not contradict it, nor Supplement it with 
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nny detail«. His wound was Beveie, but not dangerouL 

After tbe first ezcitement had eubsided, there was, I think, 
II jirevailing impreasioD, common to the pravincial mind, 
thut bis misfurtune was the result of tLe defective moral 
quality of his being a ettanger, and waa in a vague sort 
of a way a waming to othera ond a lesson to bim. " Did 
you hear bow that San Francieco feller was took down tbe 
otber night ? "' was tbe average tone of introdcctory remark. 
Indeed, there was a general Suggestion that Bidgeway' 
presence wae one that no self-respecting, high-micded higb*' 
waymon, iionorably conaervative of the best int«resta 
Tuolurane C'ounty, oould for a motnent tolerate. 

Except for the few worda spoken on that eventful mom-' 
ing, Ridgeway was reticent of the paet. When Jinny strove 
to gather some detaila of the a&Vay that might offer a eine 
to his unknown assailant, a aubtle twitikle in his bronn 
eyes was the only response. When Mr. M'Closky attempted 
the same process, the young gentloman tbrew abuBive epi- 
thets, and eventnally slippers, teaspaons, and other lighter 
artioles within the reach of an invalid, at the head of hia 
questioner. " I think he 's coming round, Jinny," said Mr. 
M'Closky [ " he laid forme tbis morning with a candlestick." 

It was about this time that Miss Jinny, having sworn her 
father to secrecy regarding the manner in which Eidgeway 
had been carried into the house, conceived the idea of 
addressing the young man as " Mr. Dent," and of apologiz- 
ing for intniding whenever ehe entered the room in the 
discharge of her houaehold duties. It was obout thia time 
that ehe became more rigidly conacientious to those dutiee, 
and lesa general in her attentions ; it was at tbis time that 
the quality of the invalid's diet improved, and that she con- 
Bulted bim less frequently about it. It was about tbis time 
that she began to see more Company, that the bouse was 
greatly frequented by her former admirers, with wbom sha 
rode, walked, and danced. It was at about this time, ali 
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and when Ridgeway was able to be bronght out on the 
Teranda in a cbair, that, witb gieat archness of msDnei, she 
introdnced to hira Miss Lucy Ashe, the aiater of her be- 
trothed — a flashing brünette and temble haart-breaker of 
Fuur Forks. And in tho raidat of this gayety sbe concluded 
that she would apend a week with the Kobinsons, to whom 
she owed a visit. She enjoyed herseif gieatly there, BO 
much, indeed, that she became quite hollow-eyed, the result, 
OS she Bxplained to her father, of a too fiequent indulgence 
in festivity. " You see, fathor, I won't bave niany chancea 
after John and I are married, — you know how queer he is, 
— and I must raake the most of luy time," and she laughed 
an odd little laugh, which had lately become habitual to hei. 
" And how is Mr, Dent getting oo ? " Her father teplied 
that he was getting on very weU indeed, so well, in fact, 
that he was abla to leave for San Francisco two daya ago. 
" He wanted to be remerabered to you, Jinny — ' remem- 
bered kindly,' — yea, they iß the very words he used," aaid 
Mr. M'Closky, looking down and Consulting one of his largo 
ehoee for corroboratioit. Miss Jinny was glad to hear that 
he was so much better. Miss Jinny could not imagine 
anything that pleaaed her more than to know that he was so 
Btrong aa to be able to rejoin hia triends again, who must 
love hira so rauch and be ao anxioiia about him. Her father 
thought she would be pleased, and now that he was gone 
there was really no necesaity for her to hurry back. Miss 
Jinny, in a high, metallic voice, did not know that ehe had 
expreased any deaire to stay ; still if her presence had be- 
cotne distastefu^ at home — if her own father was deairoua 
of getting rid of her — if, when she was ao soon to leave hifl 
roof forever, he still begrudged her those few days remain- 
ing — if — "My God, Jinny, so help me ! " aaid Mr, 
M'Cloaky, clutching despairingly at his beard ; " I did n't 
go for to say anything of the kind. I thought that you " — 
" Never mind, father," interrupted Jinny magnanimously, 
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" you miBunderstood me ; of couree you did, you could n't 
help it — you 're a Man I " Mr. M'CIosky, aorely crushed, 
woiild have vaguely protested, but hia daughter, having 
relieved bersflf, atter the manner of her sex, with a mental 
pereonal »pplication of an afastract etatement, forgave him 
with a kias. 

Nevertheless, for two or three days after her return, Mr. 
M'CIoaky followed bis daughter about ths houae with yearn- 
ing eyes, and occasionally with timid, difhdeut feet. Some- 
times he came upou her euddenly at her household tasks 
with an excuee so palpahly falee, and a carelesa manner so 
outmgeously atudied, that ehe was fain to he embarraased 
for him. Later he took to rambling about the houae at 
night, and was oftea seen noiaelesal; passing and repassing 
through the hall after abe had retired. On one occBBian he 
was Burprised first by aleep and then by the early rising 
Jinny as he lay on the rüg outaide her Chamber door. 
" You treat me like a child, father," aaid Jinny. " I 
thought, Jinny," aaid the fatber apologetically, — "I thought 
I heard sounda as if you was takin' on inside, and liatenin' 
I feil aeleep." " You dear, old, siniple-minded baby," 
Said Jinny, looking paat her father's eyes, and lifting bia 
grizzled locks one by one with meditative fingers; " what 
ahould I he takin' on for ? Look how much taller I am 
than you," she said, auddenly lifting hereelf up to the 
extreme of her auperb figure. Then rubbing bis bead 
rapidly with both bands, as il she were anointing bia bair 
with some rare ungueot, she patted bim on the back and 
returned to her roora. The reault of tbis and one or two 
other equally sympatbetic interviewa was to produce a 
change in Mr. M'Closky's manner, which was, if possible, 
still more discompoaing. Hb grew unjuatifiably bilarious, 
cracked jokes with the servauta, and repeated to Jinny 
bnmorous stories, with the attitude of facetiouaneaa carefulljf^ 
preeerved throughout the entire narration, and the ] 
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ntterly ignored and forgotten. Certain incidents reminded 
him of funny thinge, which invariably tumed out to have 
not the BÜghtest relevaucy or application. He occasionally 
brought home with him practical humoriatB, with a san.- 
guine hope of eetting tbem going, like the nraeic-bos, for 
hia dftughter's edification. He esaayed the Hinging of melo- 
dies with great freedom of style and singular limitation of 
note. He sang " Come, Hast« to the Wedding, ye Lasaes 
and Maidens," of which he knew a single line, and that 
incorrectly, aa boing peculiarly apt and appropriate. Yet 
away from the house and bis danghter's preaence he was 
BÜent and distraught. His absence of mind was partica- 
larly noted by bis workinen at the Empire Quartz Mill. 
" Ef the old man don't look out and wake up," said bis 
foreman, " he '11 hev them feet of bis yet under the stampB. 
Wben he ain't givin' bis mind to 'em, they ja altogether 
too promiskuas." 

A few nighte later, Miss Jinnj recognized her father's 
band ia a timid tap at the door. Sbe opened it, and be 
fitood before her, with a valiae in bis band, equipped as for 
a joutney. " I takea the stage to-night, Jinny, dear, from 
Four Eorks to 'Frisco. Maybe I may drop ia on Jack 
afore I go. I '11 be back in a week. Good-by." 

" Good-by." He atill held her band. Presently he drew 
her back into tbe room, cloaing the door carefully, and glan- 
cing around. There waa a look of profound cunning in hia 
eye as he said slowly, — 

" Bear up and keep dark, Jinny, dear, and truat to tbe 
old man. Yarious men has various ways. Thar ia waye 

and waya aa is oneasy. Bear up and keep dark." Witb 
this Delpbic utterance he put bis fingei to bia lipa and 
vanished. 

It waa ten o'clock when be reached Four Forks. A few 
minutea later be atood on the threahold of that dwelUng 
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described by the Four Forks " Sentinel " as " the palatial 
residence of John Aahe," and known to the local eatirist ob 
the " ash-bos." " Hevin' to lay by two houra, John," he 
BSid to bis prospective Eon-io-law, as he took bis band at 
the door, " a few words of Gocial converse, not on busineBS, 
but strictly private, seems to be about as nat'ral a thing sb 
a man oan do." Tbia introduction, evidently the result of 
some study and plainlj committed to raemory, eeemed so 
satisfactory to Mr. M'Cloaky that he repeated it again, aftei 
John Ashe had led him into bis private ofBce, where, 
depositiiig bis valise in the middle of the fioor, and ettting 
down before it, he began carefully to avoid the eye of bis 
hoat. John Ashe, a tall, dark, bandsome Keatuckian — 
witb whoni even the triflea of life were evidently füll of 
Berious Import — waited witb a kind of cbivalrous respect 
ibe further speech of bis guest. Being utterly devoid of 
any aense of the ridiculous, he always accepted Mr. 
M'Closky as a grave fact, aingular only from bis own want 
of experience of the clasa, 

"Orea ia running light now," said Mr. M'Cloaky, wil 
eafiy indifference. 

John Ashe retumed that be had noticed the aame fact ä 
the receipta of the mill at Four Forka. 

Mr. M'Cloaky rubbed bis beard and looked at hia Taltsa^! 
aa if for sympatby and auggestioo. 

" You don't reckon on having any trouble witb any of 
them cbaps ez you cut out witb Jinny ? " 

John Ashe, rather haughtily, had never thougbt of that, 
"I Eaw Eance hanging round your house the other night 
when I took your daughter honie, but he gave me a wido 
berth," he added carelesaly. 

" Surely," said Mr. M'Cloaky, witb a peculiar winking of 
the eye. After a pause, he took a fresh departure fiom hia 
valise. 

"A few vfords, John, ez between man and man. 
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between my daughtei*» father and her hueband who expects 
to be, is about the thing, I take it, aa is fair and Square. I 
kern hera to say them, They 're about Jinny, my gal." 

Ashe'a grave face brightened, to Mr. M'Closky'a evident 
discompoBuiB. 

" Maybe I ahould have said, about her mother ; but the 
same bein' a stranger to you, I eays, nat'rally, ' Jinny.' " 

Ashe nodded courteously. Mr. M'Closkj, with hia eyes 
OD hia valise, went on : — 

" It is sisteen year ago aa I married Mra. M'Closky in 
the State of Missouri. She let on, at the tiiae, to be a 
■Widder, — a widder with one child. When I say let OQ, I 
mean to imply that I subsequently found out that she vaa 
not a widder, nor a wife, and the father of the child was, 
BO to apeak, onbeknownst, Thet child was Jinny — my 

g.1." 

With hia eyes on his valise, and quietly ignoring the 
«hoUy crimaoned face and awiftly darkening brow of hia 
host, he continued, — 

" Many little thinga sorter tended to raake out home in 
Missouri onpleaaant. Ä dispoaition to smash furniture and 
heave knives around, an inclination to howl when dniuk, 
and that frequent ; a habitooiil uae of vulgär language, and 
a tendency to cuaa the caaooal visitor, seemed to pint," 
added Mr. M'Closky with submiasive hesitation — "thet — 
she — was — so to spenk — quit« onauited to the marriage 
relation in ita holiest aspeck." * 

" Damnation ! Why didn't" — hurat out John Äahe, 
erect and furious. 

" At the end of two year," continued Mr. M'Closky, 
still intent on the valise, " I allowed I 'd get a diworce. 
Et about tbet time, however, Providence sends a circus into 
thet towE and a feller ez rode three hoases to onct. Hevin' 
sllsz a taste foi athletic sports, ahe left town with this 
feller, leavin' me and Jinny behind. I sent word to her 
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thet if ehe would give Jinny to me we'd call it quita. 
Aiid Blie did." 

" Teil me," gasped Ashe, " did you ask your daughter to 
keep thia from me, or did alle do it of her own accord 

" She does n't know it/' aaid Mr. RTCUosky ; " ehe tl 
I 'm her father and that her mother 'e dead." 

" Then, sir, tbis is your " — 

"I don't know," said Mr. M'Cloaky elowly, "ez I 've 
aeked any one to marry my Jinny. I don't know ez I 've 
perHood that ez a biziness, or even taken it np as a healthful 
recreatioa," 

John Asbe paced the room furioualy. Mr. M'Cloeky' 
eyes left the valiae and followed him curioualy. " Wh( 
is this woman ? " demanded Ashe suddenly, M'CIob] 
eyes sought the valiae again. 

" She went to Kansas ; from Kansas ehe went into Texai: 
From Texas she eventooally came to Californy, Being 
here, I 've purvided her with money — when her bnainess 
was Black — through a friend." 

John Aehe groaned. " She 's gettin' rather old and shaky 
for hosaes, and now doea the tight-rope busineas and flying- 
ttapeze. Never hevin' seen her perform," continued Mr. 
M'Closky, with conEcientioua caution, " I can't say how ehe 
gets OD. Oti the hüls she looks well. Thar is a poster," 
eaid Mr. M'Closky, glancing at Aehe, and opening hia 
valise, — " thar ia a poster givin' her performanee at Marya- 
vüle nest month." Mr. M'Closky slowly unfolded a largo 
yellow and blue printed poster, profusely illuatrated. " She 
calla herseif ' Mam'selle J. Miglawaki, — the gieat Bt 
Trapeziste.' " 

John Ashe tore it from hia hand. *' Of conrse, 
euddenly faoing Mr. M'Closky, "you don't expeot me 
go on with thia ? " 

Mr. M'Cloaky picked up the poster, carefully refolded 
and returned it to hia valise, " When you break off wi 
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Jinny,"' ho said quietly, " I dou't want anything said 'bout 
this. Sbe doea n't know it She 's a woman, and I reckoa 
you 're a white man," 

" But wbat am I to say ? How am I to go back of my 
Void?" 

" Write her a note. Say aomething hez come to your 
knowledge — don't say what — that makea you break it off. 
You need u't be afeard Jiimy '11 ever ask you what." 

John Ashe hesitated. He feit he had been cnielly 
wronged. No gentleman — no Aahe — could go on futtber 
in tbis affair. It was prepoateroua to thiak of it, But some- 
how he feit at the moment very unlike a gentleman or an 
Asbe, and tras quite Bure be Bhould break down imder 
Jinny'a steady eyea. But then — he could write to her. 

" So orea is ahout as light here as on the Ridge. Well, 
I reckon they '11 corae up before tbe raina. Good-night." 
Mr, M'Closky took tbe band that bis hoat mechanically 
extended, sbook it gravely, and waa gone, 

When Mr. M'Cloaky, a week later, atepped again upon 
bis own Veranda, he aaw through the French window the 
ligure of a man in bis parlor. Under his hospitable roof 
the aight was not unusual, hut for an inslant a aubtle sense 
of disappointment tbrilled bim. When he saw itwas not the 
face of Aahe turned toward him be waa relieved ; hut when 
he aaw the tawny beard and quick, paaaionate eyes of Henry 
Gance he feit a new sense of apprehension, ao thnt he feil 
to ruhbing his beard almost upon his very threahotd. 

Jinny ran into tbe hall, and seized her fatber witb a little 
cry of joy. " Fatber," aaid Jinny, in a hurried whisper, 
"■don't mind kirn " — indicating Kance with a toas of her 
yellow braids ; " he 'a going soon, and I tbink, fatber, I 've 
done bim wrong. Eut it 's all over with John and me now j 
read that note, and see how be 's insulted me." Her lip 
qnivered, hut ehe went on : " It 'a Eidgeway that he meana, 
father, and I believe it ivaa his hand Struck Eidgeway down, 
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or that he knows who did. But hush, now *, not 

She gave him a fererish kiss, and glided back into t] 

parlor, leaving Mr. M'CIosky perplexed and irreaolute wil 
tbe note iu hia haiid. He glacced at it hurriedlf and 
that it was couched in almost the very worda he had Bug- 
gested. But a sudden apprehensive recoUection eame over 
him ; he listened, and with an exclamatioa of dismajr he 
seized his hat and ran out of the house. But too late 
the same moment a quick, nervous footetep was heaid upon. 
the Veranda, the French window flew open, and with a 
laugh of greeting Kidgeway eteppcd into the room. 

Jinny's finer ear tirst caiight the etep, Jinny's ewifter feel- 
ings had Gounded the depths of hape, of joy, of despair 
befure he entered the roora. Jinny's pale face waa the 
only one that met his, eelf-poesessed and aeU-Teliant, when 
he stood before them. An angry flush euffuBed even thn 
pink roota of Rance's beard as he rose to his feet ; an omi- 
nouB fire sprang into Bidgeway's eyes, and a apasm o{ hate 
and scorn passed over the lower part of his face and left 
the mouth and jaw iniinobile and rigid. 

Yet he was tho first to speak. " I owe you an apology," 
he jaid to Jinny, with a suave Bcorn that brought the indig- 
nant l!ood back to her cheek, " for tbia intrusion, but I ask 
DO pardon for withdrawing from the only spot vrhere that 
man dare confront rae with safety." 

With an exclamation of rage, ßance sprang towaid him. 
But OB quickty Jinny stood between them, erect and mena- 
eing. " There muet be no quairel here," she Said to Banc«. 
" While I Protect your right aa my gneat, don't oblige me 
to remind you of mine as yoiir hoatess." She tumed with 
a half-deprecatory ait to Ridgeway, but he waa gone. 
was her father. Only Kance remaioed, with a look of 
concealed triumph on his face, 

'Withoiit loal;ing et him ehe paesed toward the di 
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When ahe reached it she tumerl. " Yoh asked me a question 
an hoiir ago, Coiiie to me in the garden at uiue o'clock 
to-night and I will answer you. Eut promise me firat to 
keep away from Mr. Dent ; give lue your word not to s«ek 
him — to avoid hiai if he aeeka you. Do you promise ? 
It is well." 

He would have taken her hand, but she waved him away. 
In another moment he heard the swift rustle of her dresa 
in the hall, the sound of her feet upon the atair, the sharp 
closing of hei bedroora door, and all waa quiet. 

And even thua quietly the day wore away, and the night 
rose alowly from the Valley and overahadowed the mountaina 
with putple wing3 that fanned the still air into a breeze, until 
the moon followcd it and lulled everything to rest as with 
the laying on of white and benedictory hands. It was a 
lovely night, but Henry Kance, waiting impatiently beneath 
S syramore at the foot of the garden, saw no beauty in earth 
«I air or sky. A thoiiaand euspiciona common to a jealous 
natute, a vague superstition of tbe spot, tilled bis mind with 
distrust and doubt. " If this should be a trick to keep my 
hands off that insolent pup I " he muttered — but even aa the 
tbought passed bia tongue, a white figure slid from tbe shrub- 
iry neat the houae, glided along the line of picket fence, 
id then stopped, midway, motionleaa in the nioonlight. 

ä ehe. But he scarcely recognized her in the white 
drapery that covered her bead and Shoulders and breast. 
He approached her with a hurried whisper. " Let us with- 
draw from the moonlight. Everybody can aee üb here." 

" We have nothing to say that cannot be said in the moon- 
light, Henry Kance," she replied, coldly receding from his 
profTered band. She trembled for a moment, as if with a 
chill, and then suddenly turned upon him : " Hold up 
your bead, and let me look at you ! I 've known only what 
men are ; let me see what a traitor looka like ! " 

He recoiled more from her wild face than her words. 
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He saw for the first time that her hollow cheeka and hoUon 
eyes were blazing with fever. He was no coward, Lut he 
would have fled. 

" Tou are ill, Jinny," he said ; " you had best retum to 
Ihe houee, Another time " — 

" Stop ! " ahe cried hoarsely ; " move from thia spot, and 
I '11 call fot help ! Attempt to leave me now, and I 'U pi 
claim you the asBBssin that you are ! " 

" It was a fair fight," he Said doggedly. 

" Was it a fair fight to creep behind an unarmed and' 
unsuspecting man ? Was it a fair fight to try to throw 
auspicion on some one eise ? Waa it a fair iight to deceive 
me ? Liar and coward that you are ! " 

He made a stealthy step toward her with evil eyes, and 
a wickeder hand that crept within his breast, She saw the 
motion, but it only atung her to newer fury. 

" Strike I " she said, with blazing eyes, throwing her hands 
open before him. " Strike I Are you atraid of the woman 
who dares you ? ot do you keep your koife for the backs of 
UDBoapecting men ? Strike ! I teil you ! No ? Look then ! " 
With a sudden movement ehe tore from her head and 
Shoulders the thick lace shawl that had concealed her figure 
and stood before him. "Look!" she cried paseionately, 
pointing to the hosom and ehouldera of her white dress, 
darkly streaked with faded stains and ominous discoloration. 
" Look ! Thia ia the dresa I wore that momiiig when I 
found him lying here — kere — bleediag from your cowardly 
knife. Look! Do you see ? This is hia blood — mydarling 
boy's blood I — one drop of which, dead and faded aa it is, 
is more preciona to me than the whole living pulse of any 
other man ! Look ! I come to you to-night ehristened with 
his blood and dare you to strike — dare you to strike him 
again through me and mingle my blood with hia 1 Strike, 
I iroplore you ! Strike ! if you have any pity on me — tat 
God's sake ! Strike ! if you are a man ! Look ! Hi 
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Jaj his head on my Shoulder ; here I held him to my breast, 
where never — so help me, my God! — another man — 
Ah!" — 

She reeled agaiDst the fence, and Bometbing tbat had 
flaabed in Eance'a band dropped at ber feet ; for another 
flaah and report tolled bim over in the duat, and acrosa 
hia writhing body two men strode and caught her ere sbe 
feU. 

" Sbe has only fainted," said Mr. M'Closky. " Jinny, 
dear, my girl, speak tö me ! " 

" What is thjs on her dress ? " said Eidgeway, kneeJing 
beside her, and lifting his set and coloriess face. At the 
Bound of bis voice tbe color came faintly back to hei cheek ; 
she opened her eyes and smiled. 

" It 's only your blood, deat boy," sbe said ; " but look a 
little deeper and you '11 find my own," 

She put up her two yeaming handa and drew bis face 
and lipfl down to her own. Wheu Ridgeway raised his head 
again her eyes were closed, but ber moutb still smiled as 
with the memory of a kiss. 

They bore her to the house, still hreathiag, but uneon- 
Bcious. That night the road was filled with clattering 
horsemen, aad the summoned skill of the country-side for 
leagues away gathered at ber couch. Tbe wound, they said, 
was not easentially dangerous, but they had grave fears of 
the shock to a System that already Keemed Buffering from 
some Strange and unaccoun table nervous exhaustion. The 
best medical ekül of Tuolumne happened to be young and 
observing, and waited patiently an opportuntty to account 
for it. He was presently rewarded. 

FoT towaid moming she rallied and looked feebly aiound. 
Then she beckoned her father toward her, and whiapered, 
«■Where iahe?" 

" They took bim away, Jinny, dear, in a cart. He woü't 
e you agin." He stopped, for Mise Jinny had raiaed 
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heraelf on her elbow, and was leveling her black browB 
him. But two kicks frora the young surgeon, and 
nificant motion toward the door, aent Mr. M'Closky awajil 
muttering, " How should I know that 'Äe' meaiit Bidg»«] 
way ? " he aaid apologetically, as he weiit and teturned' 
with the young gentleman. The sm^eon, who was still hold- 
ing her pulse, amiled, and thought that with a little 
and att«ntion — the stimulanta — might be — dimimshed — 
aod — he — might leave — the patient for some hours, with 
perfect safety. He would give further directions to Mr. 
M'Closky — downstaira. l 

It was with great archneaa of nianner that half an hoi^ 
later Mr. M'Closky entered the room with a preparatory 
cough, and it was with some disappointment that he found 
Eidgeway atanding quietly by the window, and hia daughtei 
apparently fallen into a light doze. He was still 
coneerned when, after Kidgeway had retired, noticing 
pleasant smile playing about her Ups, he said softly, — 

" You was thinking of some one, Jinny ? " 

" Ybs, father " — the gray eyes met hia ateadily — '' 
poop John Ashe ! " 

Her recovery was awift. Nature, that had aeemed 
stand jealously aloof from her in her mental anguish, was 
kind to the physical hurt of her favorite child. The süperb 
phyaique which had heen her charm and her trial now stood 
her in good stead. The healing balsam of the pine, the balm 
of resinouB gums, and the rare inedicamenta of Sierran alti- 
tudes touched her, as it might have touched the wounded 
doe. So that in two weeks she was able to walk about, and 
when at the end of the month Eidgeway retumed from a 
flying Visit to San Francisco, and jumped from the Wingdam 
coaeh at four o'clock in the morning, The Eose of Tuolumne, 
with the dewy petaia of either chcek freah aa when fitat luw'« 
folded to bis kisa, confronted him on the road. 

With a common inatinct their young feet both climbed'l 
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5 littU hill DOW sacred to their tliought. When they 
■ zeached itB summit they were both, I think, a little disap- 
r pointod. There is a ftagrance ia the unfolding of a pasBion 
that escapes the perfect flower. Jinny thought the night 
Wi£ not OB beautiful ; Ridgeway, that the long ride had 
bluntad his perceptions. But they had the frankness to 
confesa it to each other, with the rare delight of such a con- 
fessioii and the comparison of details whtch they thought 
each had forgotten. And with thia and an occaaional pity- 
iitg tefarence to the blank period when they had not known 
Bfloh other, hand in hand, they reached the house. 

Mr. M'Closky was awaiting them impatiently npon the 
Veranda. When Miss Jinny had slipped upstairs to re- 
place a collar that atood somewhat suspiciously awiy, Mr. 
M'Closky drew Ridgeway solemuly aside. He held a laige 
theatre poBter in oue band, and an opea newepaper in the 

" I allue Said," he reinarked elowly, with the air of merely 
renewing a suspended conversation, — "I allua said that 
liding thiee hosses to onct was n't exactly in her line. It 
wonid seem that it ain't. From remarks in this i/er paper, 
it would appear that ahe tried it on at Marysville last week 
and broke hei neck." 
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HOW OLD MAN PLUNKETT WENT HOME 

I THiNK we all loved him. Even after he mismanaged 
the affairs of the Amity Ditch Company, we commiserated 
him, although most of ua were stockholders and li 
heavily. I remember that the blackamith went bo fa: 
to say that " them chapa as put that reaponsibility on 
old man oughter be lynched.'' But the hlacksmith was not 
B stockholder, and the expreaaion waa looked upon as the 
exoiisable extravagance of a large sympathizing nature, that, 
■when coaibined with a powerful frame, waa unworthy of 
notice. Ät least, that was the way they put it. Yet I 
think thera wae a general feeling of regret tbat thie miBfop- 
tune vould interfere with the old man's long'cherished plan 
of "going home." I 

Indeed, for the last ten years he had been " going homa.** 
He waa going home after a six months' sojoura at Mont« 
Fiat. He waa going home after the firat rains. He waa 
going home when the raina were over. He was going home 
when he had eut the timber on Buckeye Hill, when there 
waa paature on Dow'a Hat, when he Struck pay-dirt on 
Eureka Hill, vhen the Amity Company paid ita first divi- 
dend, when the election was over, when he had received 
an answer from hia wife. And so the yeara roUed by ; the 
spring rains came and went, the wooda of Buckeye Hill 
were level with the gro\ind, the pastnre of Dow's Fiat grew 
aere and dry, Eureka Hill yielded ita pay-dirt and swamped 
its owner, the first dividends of the Amity Company were 
made from the asaessmenta of atockhoIderE, there 
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new count; officers at Monte Fiat, bis wife's answet had 
chaaged iato a peraistent question, — and still old man 
Piunkett remaiued. 

It is oaly fair to say tLat he had made aeveral distinot 
essaya towards going, Five yeara before he hpd bidden 
good-by to Monte Hill with much eETusion and band-ahak- 
ing. Biit he never got any farther than. tbe nest town. 
Here he was induced to trade the aorrel colt be was riding 
for a bay mare, — a tronsaction that at once opened to bis 
lively fancy a vista of vast and successfnl future speculation. 
A few daya after, Abner Dean of Angel's received a letter 
from bim stating that he was going to Visalia to buy 
horaea. " I am satisfied," wrote Plmikett, with that ele- 
vated rbetoric for wbicb hia conespondence was remarka- 
ble, — "I am satisfied that we are at last developing tbe 
real resources of California. The world will yet look to 
Dow'a Fiat ae the great stock-raising centre. In view of 
the interesta involved I have defeired my departure for a 
maatb." It was two months before he again returned to 
US, penniless. Six montba latei he was again eoabled to 
etart for the Eastein States, and tbie time he got aa far aa 
San Francisco, I have before me a letter which I received 
a few daya after his arrival, from wbicb I venture to giye 
an extract : " You know, my dear boy, that I have always 
believed that ganibüng, as it is absurdly called, is atill in 
ila infancy in California. I have alwaya maintained tbat a 
perfect syatem might be invented, hy which the game of 
paker may be made to yield a certain percentage to tbe 
intelligent player. I am not at liberty at present to dis- 
close the System, hut before leaving thia eity I intend to 
perfect it," He seems to have done so, and returned to 
Monte Fiat with two doUara and thirty-aeven cents, the 
absolate remainder of bis capital after such perfection. 

It was not until 1868 that he appeared to have finally 
■ucceeded in going boma. Ha left ua by the overland route, 
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— a route which he declared nould give great opportunity 
for tbe discovery of uodeyeloped resourceB. His last lett-et 
was dated Virginia City. He was abaent three years. At 
the close of a very bot day in miilaummer he alighted from 
the Wingdam stage with hair and beard powdered with dust 
and age. There was a certain Ghyness about his greeting, 
quite difierent from his uaual frank volubility, tbat did not, 
however, impreas mh as any accession of character, For 
some days he was reaerved regardiug his recent vieit, con- 
tenting himself with asserting, with more or lesa aggressive- 
tiGss, that he had " always said he was going home, and 
now he had been there." Later, he grew more communi- 
cative, and spoke freely and critically of the mannera and 
customs of New York and Boston, commented on the social 
changea in the yeara of his absence, and, I remember, was 
■very hard upon what he deemed the folÜes incidental to a 
high State of civilization. Still later, be darkly alluded to 
the moral laxity of the higher planes of Eaatern society, 
but it was not long before be completely tore away the veil 
and revealed the naked wickedneas of Kew York social life 
in a way I even now shudder to lecall. Vinous intoxica- 
tion, it appeared, was a common hahit of tbe first ladies of 
the city ; immoralitiea which he scarcely dared name were 
daily practiced by the refined of botb sexes ; niggardljneaa 
and greed were the common vices of the rieh. " I have 
always asserted," he continued, " that corruption muat exist 
wbere luxury and riches are rampant, and capital is not 
used to develop the natural resonrces of the country. 

— Thank you, I will take mine without sugar." It is poa- 
sible that some of these painful details crept into tbe local 
Journals. I remember an editorial in the " Monte Fiat 
Monitor," entitled " Tbe Effete Eaat," in which the fatal 
decadence of New York and New England was elaborately 
etated, and California ofTered as a meana of natural salva- 
tion. " Perhaps," said the " Monitor," " we mäght b 
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rtbat Calaveras County offers auperior inducemcDts to the 
Eastem viaitor with capital." 
Later be spoke of bis family. The daughter he had left 
a child had grown into beaiitiful womanhood ; the son was 
already taller and lai^er than his father, and in a playful 
trial of Btrength, " the yoimg raacal," added Plunkettj with 
a Toic« broken witb paternal pride and bumorouB objurga- 
tion, had twice thrown his doting parent to the ground. 
Bat it was of hia daughter he chiefly spoke. Ferhaps 

Iemholdened by the evident intereat wbich masculine Monte 
Fiat held in feminine beauty, he expatiated at eonie length 
on her Tarious cbarms and accompüshments, and tinally 
produced her photograph — that of a very pretty girl — to 
their infinite peril. But his account of his firat maeting 
■with her was bo peouliar that I muat fain give it after bis 
own methoda, wbich were, perbaps, Bome sbadea less precise 
and elegant than bis written style. 

" YoH See, boys, it'a alwaya been my opinion that a man 
oughter be able to teil his own fleeh and hlood by instinct. 
It 's ten yeara aince I 'd seen my Melindy, and ehe was 
then only eeven, and about so high. So when I went to 
New York, what did I do ? Did I go straigbt to my house 
and ask for my wife and daughter, like other foUcs ? No, 
sir ! I rigged myself up as a peddter, — as a peddler, sir, — 
and I rung the bell. When the servant caiue to tbe door, 
I waoted, don't you see, to show tbe ladies some trinket». 
Then there waa a voice over tbe haniater, saya, ' Don't want 
anjtbing — send him away.' ' Sorae niee laces, ma'am, 
Bmuggled,' I aays, looking up. ' Get out, you wretcb,' Kays 
ahe. I knew the voice, boys, — it was my wife ; sure as a 
gun — tbar was n't any inatinct tbar. ' Mayhe the young 
ladies want somethin',' I said. ' Did you hear me ? ' saya 
Bhe, and witb that sbe Jumps forward, and I left. It 's ten 
years, boys, since I 've seen tbe old woman, but eomehow, 
Then she fetcbed that leap, I naterally left." 
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He had been standing beeiile the bar — his ueual attitiide 
— when lie made this speech, bu.t at this point he half-faced 
bis auditors with a look that was very effective. Indeed, a 
iaw, who had exbibited some eigaa of skepticism and lack 
of interest, at once assumed an appearance of intense grati- 
ficatioQ and curiosity aa he went on. 

" Well, by hangin' round there for a. day or two, I found 
out at last it was to be Melindy'a birthday nejtt week, and 
that she was goin' to have a big party. I teil ye wbat, boys, 
it were n't no sloucb of a reception. The whole house waa 
bloomin' with flowers, and blazin' with lighta, and there 
was no end of servante and plate and refreshments and 

" Uncle Joe." ^H 

"Well?" fl 

" Where did they get the money ? " M 

Flunkett faced hia interlocutor with a severe glance. 
"I always said," he replied alowly, "that when I went 
horaa, 1 'd send on ahead of me a draft for ten thousand 
dollars. I always Said that, did n't I ? Eh ? And I said 
I was goin' home — and I've been home — have n't I? 
Well ? " 

Either there was sometbing irresistibly conclusive in this 
logic, or eise the deaire to hear the remainder of Plunkett's 
story was stronger, but there was no more Interruption. 
His ready good humor quickly retumed, and, with a alight 
chuckle, he went on. 

"I went to the biggest jeweliy shop in town, and I 
bought a pair of diamond earrings and put tbem in my 
pocket, and went to the house. ' What name ? ' says the 
chap who opened the door, and he looked like a crosa 
'twixt a reataurant waiter and a parBon. ' Skeesicks,' said 
I. He takea me in, and pretty aoon my wife comes sailin' 
into the parlor, and says, 'Excuse me, but I don't think 
I recognize the name.' She «as niighty polite, for I had I 
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Von a. red wig and aide-whiskera, ' A friend of your huaband'a 
H'irom California, ma'am, with a preaent for your daughter, 
■ Miss* — and I made aa I had forgot the name. But all 
of a suddea a voice said, ' That'a too thin,' aud in walked 
Melindy. ' It 's playin' it rather low down, father, to pre- 
tend you don't know your daughter's name — ain't it oow ? 
How are you, old man ? ' And with that she teara off my 
vig and whiaketa, and throwa her arms around my neck, 
— instinct, sir, pure instinct ! " 

Emboldened by the laughter which followed hia deacrip- 
tioa of the filial utterances of Mellnda, he again repeated 
her epeech, with more or leaa elaboration, joining in with, 
and indeed often leading, the hilaiity tbat accompanied it, 
and returning to it with more or lesa iucoherency, aeveral 
timea during the evening. 

And BO at varioua timea, and at various placea — but 

Lchiefly in bar-rooraa — did thia Uiyasea of Monte Fiat 

loimt the atory of hia wandetinga. There were aeveral 

tdiscrepancies in hia statement, there was aometimes con- 

■Äiderable prolixity of detail, there waa occaaional change 

\fd charact«r and acenery, there waa once or twice an 

(»bfiolute change in the denouement, but alwaya the fact 

8 baving viait«d his wife and children reniained. Of 

le in a akeptical Community like that of Monte Fiat — 

^» Community aceuatomed to great expectation and araail 

realization — a community wherein, to use the local dialect, 

" they got the color and Struck hardpan " more frequently 

than any other miuing camp — in such a community the 

füllest credonce was not given to old man Plunkett's facts. 

There waa only one exception to the general unbelief, — 

Henry York of Sandy Bar. It was he who was always an 

attentive listener ; it was hia acant purse that had often 

fumished Plunkett with means to pursue hia unprofitable 

specolations ; it was to him that the charms of Melinda 

re frequently rehearaed ; it waa he that had bor- 
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rowed her photograph ; and it was he that, sittiog alone in 
his little cabin ooe night, kiesed that photograpb uatil hia 
honest, handsome face glowed again in the firelight. 

It was duety in Monte Fiat, The ruins of the long, dry 
eeason were crumhling everywhere ; everywhere the dying 
Bumnier had Ktrewn ite red ashea s foot deep, or exhaied ita 
last breath in a red cloud above the troubled hjghways. The 
aldera and cottonwoods that marked the line of the wat«r- 
couraea were grimy with dust, and looked as if they might 
have token root in the open air; tbe gleaming stones of the 
parched water-courses themselves were dry as bones in the 
Valley of death. The dusty sunset at times painted the 
flanks of the dietant hilla a dull, coppery hue ; on other 
days tbere was an odd, indefinable earthquake halo on the 
volcanic cones of the farther coast - spurs ; again, an acid, 
resinous smoke from the buraing wood on Heavytrea Hill 
amarted the eyea and choked the free breath of Monte Fiat, 
or a fierce wind, driving everything — including the ahriv- 
eled Summer like a curled leaf — before it, swept down the 
flankB of the Sierras and chased the inhabitants to tbe doora 
of tbeircabins, and abook its red fiat in at their Windows. 
And on such a night aa this — the dust having, in some 
way, choked the wheela of material progress in Monte Fiat 
— most of the inhabitants were gathered listlesely in the 
gilded bar-room of the Moquelumne Hote), epitting silentlj 
at the red-hot stove that tempered the mountain winde to 
the ahom lamba of Monte Fiat, and wniting for the rain. 

Every method known to the Fiat of beguiling tbe tirae 
until the advent of this long-looked-for phenomenon had 
been tried. It is true the methods were not many, heing 
limited chiefly to tbat form of populär faceti» known as 
practical joking ; and even tbia bad assumed the seriousneas 
of a business pursuit. Tommy Roy, who had spent two 
hours in digging a ditch in front of hia own door — into 
".vhich a few friends easually dropped during the evening— 
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Jooked ennuyi and disBatisfied ; the faur prominent Citizens, 
ivho, disguised as footpads, had stopped the County 
Treasurer on the Wingdam road, were jaded from their 
playful efforts nest morning ; the principal physician and 
lawjer of Monte Fiat, who had entered into an imhallowed 
conspiracy to corapel the Sheriff of Calaveras and his posse 
to Berve a writ of ejectment on a grizzly bear, feebly dis- 
guised under the name of " one Major UrauB," who haunted 
the grovea of Heovytree Hill, wore an expreasion of resigned 
wearineea. Even the editor of the " Monte Fiat Monitor," 
■who had that morning written a glowing account of a battle 
with the Wipneck Indiana for the benefit of Eastern 
readers — even he looked grave and worn, When, at last, 
Abner Dean of Angel's, who had been on a visit to San 
Francisco, walked into the room, he was, of course, victim- 
ized in the nsual way by one or two apparently honest 
queations which ended in his answering them, and then 
falling into the trap of asking another to his ntter and com- 
plete shame and mortiflcation — bnt that was all. Nobody 
laughed, and Abnei, although a victim, did not lose hia 
good bumor. He turned quietly on hia tormentors and 
Baid, — 

"I'vegot Bomething better tban that — you know old 
man Plunkett ? " 

Everybody simultaneoualy spat at the stove and nodded 
his bead. 

" Y011 know he went home three yeara ago ? " Two of 
three cbanged the position of their legs from the backs of 
different chairs, and one man said, " Yes." 

" Had a good time home ? " 

Everybody looked cautiously at the man who had said 
' and he, accepting the responsibility with a faint- 
äarted smile, said, " Yes," again, and breathed hard. 

" Saw hia wife and cbild, — puxty gal 7 " said Ahnet 
lutiously. 
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" Yes," answered the n 

" Saw her photograph, perhaps ? " continued Abner Deal 
qtiietly. 

The man looked hopelessly around for suppott. Two oi ' 
three who had been sitting Dear bim, and evidently e 
aging him with a look of interest, now shamelessly aban- 
doned him and looked another way. Henry York flusbod 1 
a little and veiled hie hrown eyes. The man hesitated, aaÜl 
then with a sickly smile that was intended to convey thafl 
fact that he was perfectty aware of the object of 
questioning, and was only humoring it from abatract goo 
feeling, returned, " Yes," again. 

" Sent bonie — let 's see — ten thousand dollars, was n'lj 
it ? " Abner Dean went on. 

"Yes," reiterated the man, with the same smile, 

" Well, I thought ao," said Abner quietly ; " but t 
fact is, you see, that he nevet veut home at all- 

Everybody stared at Abner in genuine aurprise and inte 
est, as with provoklng calmness and a half-lazy manner h 
went on. 

"You see, thar was a man down in 'Friaco as knowed 1 
him and saw him in Sonore, dnring the whole of that three 
years. He was herding aheep or tending cattle, or Bpekilat- 
ing all that time, and had n't a red cent. Well, it 'mounts 
to this, — that 'ar Flunkett ain't been east of thB Eocky 
Mountains since '49." 

The laugh which Ahner Dean had the right to confideutly 
espect came, but it was bitter and sardonic. I think indig- J 
nation was appareat in the minds of his hearers. It was» 
feit, for the first time, that there was a limit to prectical^ 
joking. A deception carried on for a year, compromising 
the sagacity of Monte Fiat, was deserving the Beverest 
reprobation. Of course nobody had believed Plunkett ; hut 
then the supposition that it might be believed in adjacent J 
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catnps that they had believed him was gall and bitterness. 
The lawyer thought that an indictment for obtaining money 
under false pretenses might be found; the physician had 
long BuapBcted himof insanity, and was not certain but that 
he ought to be confined. The four prominent jnercbantB 
thought that the business intereats of Monte Fiat demanded 
that something abould be done. In the midat of an excited 
and angry di^cnssion the dooi slowly opened, and old inan 
Plunkett eta^ered into the room. 

He had changed pitifully in the last eiz months. His 
hair was a, dusty yellowish-gray, like the chemisal on the 
flanka of Heavytree Hill ; his fac« was waxen-wbite and 
Ttlue and puffy under the eyes ; his clothee were soiled and 
shabby, — streaked in front with the stains of burried lunch- 
n standing, and fluffy behind with the wool and 
hair of hurriedly extemporized couches. In obedienoe to 
that odd law, that the mote aeedy and soUed a man's gar- 
meiitB hecome tue lesa doea he eeeiu inclined to pact with 
them, even duriag tliat pottion of the twenty-four hours 
wben they are deemed least essential, Plunkett's clothes 
hctd gradually taken on the appearance of a kind of baik, oi 
an OTitgrowth from within, for which their possessor was 
not entirely reaponaible. Howbeitj as he entered the Toom 
he attempt«d to button hia coat over a dirty ahirt, and 
passed his fingers, after the manner of some animal, ovei 
his cracker-strewn beard — in recognition of a cleanly public 
■entiment. But even as he did so the weak emile faded 
from his lips, and his band, after fumbling aimlessly around 
a hutton, diopped helplesaly at hia side. For, aa he leaned 
hia back against the bar and faced the gTotip, he for the firät 
time became aware that every eye but one was fixed upon him. 
Hin quick, nervousapprehension at once leaped to the truth. 
His miaerable secret was out and abroad in the very air about 
him. As a last resort, he glancad despairingly at Henry 
York, but his flushed face was turned toward the Windows. 
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No Word was spoken. Ab the barkeeper eilently swung 
a decanter and glass before him, he took a cracker from a 
dish and mumbled it with affected unconcem. He liogered 
over hia liquor, untU its potency stiffened tia relaxed sinewa 
and dulled the nervous edge of his appreheneion, and then 
he euddenlj faeed around. " It don't look as if we wer« 
goin' to hev aDy rain mucb afore Cbhatmas," he said vüIlI 
defiaut ease. ^M 

No one made any reply. ^B 

" Just liko thia ia '52 and again in '60. It 's alwayi 
been my opinion that these dry seasons come reg'lar. I've 
aaid it afore. I say it again. It 's jist as I said about go- 
ing bome, you know," be added with desperate reckle^sness. 

"Thar's a man," aaid Abner Dean lazily, " ei hm you 
never went bome. Thar 'b a man ez eez you 've been three 
years in Sonora. Thar 's a man ez sez you hain't seen your 
wife and daughter sioce '49. Thar 'b a man ei sei you 've 
been playin' tbis camp for sis monthe." 

There was a dead silence. Then a Toice said, qnite ata 
quietly, — H 

" That man lies." ^| 

It waa not the old man's voice. Everybody tnmed «8* 
Henry York slowly rose, stretching out his six feet of length, 
and, bruabing away the ashes that had fallen from bis pipe 

Lupon his breaat, deliberately placed himself beside Plunkett, 
and faced the others. 
" That man ain't here," continued Abnet Dean with liat- 
lesB indifference of voice and a gentle preoccupation of 
matmer, as be careleasly allowed his right band to rest on 
his hip near hia revolver. " That man ain't here, but if 
I 'm called upon to make good what he says, why, I 'm on 
hai 
agi 
: 



All roee as the two men — perhaps the leaet externally 
agitated of them all — approacbed eaoh other. The lawyei 

stepped in between them. 
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r" Perhaps there 's aome miatake here. York, do you 
ow that the old man has beea honie ? " 
"Yes." 

" How do you know it ? " 

York turned hia clear, lioneat, frank eyea on his questioner, 
snd without a tremor told the only direct and unmitigated 

»Üb of his life. " Because I 've seen him there." 
The anawer was conclusive. It was known that York 
tad been visiting the Eaat during the old man's absence. 
The colloquy had diverted attention from Plunkett, who, 
pale and breathless, was staring at his unexpected deliverer. 
Ab he turned again toward hia tormentora, there was some- 
thing in the expression of his eye that cauaed those that 
were nearest to him to fall back, and sent a atrange, indefin- 
able thrill through the boldest and moat recklesa. Äs he 

Iuade a step forward the physician almost unconsciouslj 
^iaed his hand with a warning geatare, and old man Plun- 
^tt, with hie eyea fixed lipon the red-hot stove, and an odd 
Amile playing about hia month, b^an, — 
" Yea — of oourae you did. Who says you did n't ? It 
ain't no lie ; I said I was goin' home, and I 've been home. 
Have n't I ? My God ! I have. Who saya I 've been 
lyin' ? Wbo says I 'm dreamin' ? la it true — why don't 
you Bpeak ? It ia true, after all. You say you aaw rae 
there — why don't you speak again ? Say ! Say ! — is it 
true? It's going now, my God — it 's going again. 
It 's going now. Save nie ! " and with a fierce cry he feil 
forward in a fit upon the floor. 

When the old man regaioed hia senses he found himself 
in York'a cabin. A flickering fire of pine bougha lit up the 
rüde rafters, and feil lipon a photograph taatefully framed 
with fir-cones, and hung above the brush whereon he lay. 
It was the portrait of a young girl. It was the firat object 
to meet the old mau's gaze, and it biought with it a flush 
sf such painful consciouauess that he atarted and glanced 
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quickly around. But hia eyea only enoountered those ( 
York, — clear, brown, critical, and patient, and tfaey feil 
again. 

" Teil me, old man," Baid York, not uokindly, but wiÜ| 
tbe same cold, clear tone in bisvoice that his eye betrayedn 
moment ago, — " toll me, ie that a lie too ? " and he pointe 
to the picture. 

The old man closed bis eyes, and did not reply. Tin 
houra before the question would bave stung htm into eom 
evasion or bravado. But the revelation contained i 
question, ae well aa the tone of York'a voice, was tc 
now, in his pitiable condition, a relief. It was piain 
to hia coufused braiu that York bad lied when he haol 
indoreed his story in the bar-room ; it was clear to himv 
now that he had not been home — that he was not, i 
had begun to fear, going mad. It was such a relief thaf 
with charactetjstic weakneas, his former recklessness t 
estravagance returned. He began to chuckle — finally, I 
laugh uproarionsly. 

York, with his eyes still fixed on tbe old man, withdreH 
the band with whicb he bad taken his. 

" Did n't we fool 'em nicely, eb, Yorky ? He I he I The ' 
biggest thing yet ever played in this camp ! I alwaya said 
I 'd play 'em all eome day, and I have — plajed 'em for six 
months. Ain't it rieh — ain't it the riebest thing you ever 
seed ? Did you aee Abner's face when he spoke 'bout that 
man as seed me in Sonora ? — wa'n't it good as the min- 
strels ? Oh, it 'a too niuch I " and striking his leg with tbe 
palm of his band, he almost threw hiniself from the bed in 
a paroxyam of laugbter^ — a paroxyam that, neverthelesa, 
appeared to he half real and half affected. 

"Ib that photograph hers ? " eaid York in a low % 
after a slight pause. 

" Hera 7 No I It 's one of the San Francisco actn 
Ha I he I Don't you aee — I bought it for two bita in o 
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the bookstores. I never thought they 'd Bwaller that too ! 
but they did I Oh, but the old man played 'em this time, 
did n't he — eh ? " and he peered curioualy in York'a face. 

" Yes, and he plajed nie too," eaid York, looking steadily 
in the old man's eye. 

" Yes, of course/' interposed Plunkett hastily ; " but you 
know, Yoirky, you got out of it well ! You 've Bold 'em too. 
We 've both got 'em ob a atring now — you and me — got 
to stick together now. You did it well, Yorky, you did it 
■well. Why, when you said you 'd aeen me in York city, 
1 'm d— d if I did n't " — 

" Did n't what ? " said York gently, for the old man had 
■topped with a pale face and wandering eye. 
Eh?" 

You say when I said I had seen you in New York you 
thought " — 

" You lie ! " said the old man fiercely ; " I did n't say I 
thought anything. What are you trymg to go back on me 
for ? Eh ? " His hands were trembling as he rose, mut- 
t«ring, from the bed, and made his way toward the hearth. 

" Ginime some whiskey," he said presently, " and dry up. 
You oughter treat, anyway. Them fellows oughter treated 
last night. By hookey, I'd made 'em — only I feil sick." 

York placed the liquor and a tin cup on the table beside 
hini, and going to the door tumed his back upon his guest 
and looked out on the night. Although it was clear moon- 
light the familiär prospect never to him seemed so dreary. 
Tha dead waate of the broad Wingdam highway never 
seemed so monotonous — so like the days that he had passed 
and were to come to him — so like the old man in ita 
Suggestion of going soraewhere and never getting there. 
He turned, and going up to Flunkett put his band upon 
hie Shoulder, and said, — 

" I want you to answer one question fairly and squarely." 

The liquor seemed to have warmed the torpid blood in 
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the old man'a veins and softened his acerbity, for the face 
he turned up to York was mellowed in its rugged outline 
and more thoughtful in exptession ae he eaid, — 

"Go on, my boy," 

" Have you a wife and — daughtet ? " 

" Before God, I have ! " 

The two men were silent for a motnent, both gazing at 
the fire. Then Plunkett hegati "rubbing hie knees slowly, 

"The wife, if it comes to that, ain't much," he begao 
cautiously, " being a little on the Shoulder, you know, and 
wantin', ao to speak, a liberal California education — which 
makes, you know, a bad coiubiuation. It 'a always been 
my opinion that there aia't any worse. Why, she 'h aa ready 
with her tongue as Äbner Bean ia with his revolver, only 
witb the difference that ehe shoots frora pcinciple, as ehe 
calla it, and the consequenc« is she 'a alwaya layin' for you. 
It 's the effete East, my boy, that 'b ruinin' her ; it 's them 
ideas she gets in New York and Boaton that 's made hei 
and me what we are. I don't mind her havin' 'em if abe 
did n't shoot. But havin' that propensity, them principlea 
ought n't to he lying round looae no more 'n firearme." 

" But your daughter ? " aaid York. 

The old man's handa went up to his eyes here, and then 
both hands and head dropped forward on the table. " Don't 
aay anything 'bout her, my boy ; don't ask me now." With 
one band concealing big eyes he fumbled about with tbe 
other in bis pocketa for his handkerchief — hut vainly. 
Perhaps it was owing to this fact that he repreaaed his tears, 
for when he removed hia band from hia eyes they were 
quite dry. Then he found his voice. 

" She 'a a beautiful girl, — beautiful, though I say it ; and 
you shall see her, my boy, — you shall see her, eure. I 've 
got things about fixed now. I shall have my plan for redu- 
ciu' eres perfected in a day or two, and I 've got proposals 
früm all the smeltin'worka here" — here he hastily produced 
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fc biindle of papers that feil upon the floor — "and I 'ra goin' 
to send for 'em. I 've got the papera here as will give me 
ten thousaad düllars clear in the neKt month," he added, ae 
he atrove to collect the valviable documenta again, " I '11 
have 'em here by Christroas, if I live, and you shall est 
your Chriatmas dinner with me, York, my hoy — you ehall, 

With hia tongue now fairly loosened hy liquor and the 
Bu^eative vaatneBs of hia proapecta, he tambled on more 
or lesB incoherently, elaborating and amplifying bis plana -t- 
occasionally even apeakiiig of them as already accomplisbed, 
until the moon lode high in the heavena, and York led him 
again to hia couch. Ilere he lay for some time muttering 
to himaelf, until at last he aank into a heavy aleep. When 
York had satiafied bimself of the factj he gently took down 
the picture and frame, and, going to the heartb, toseed 
them on the dying emhera, and sat down to eee them hum. 

The fir-cones leaped instantly into Same ; then the 
featnrea that had entranced San Francisco audiences nightly 
flaahed up and pasaed away, — as Eucb things are apt to 
paaa, — and even the cynical atnile on York'a Ups faded too. 
And then tbere came a supplemental and nnexpected flash 
as the embera feil together, and hy its light York aaw a 
paper upon the floor. It was one that had fallen from the 
old man's pocket. Aa he picked it up liatleasly a photo- 
graph elipped frora ita folda. It was the portrait of a young 
girl, and on ita reverse was wiitten, in a scrawiing hand, 
"Melinda to Father." 

It was at best a cheap picture ; but, ah me ! I fear even 
the deft graciouanesa of the higheat art could not have 
Boftened the rigid angularities of that youthful figure, ita 
eelf-complacent vulgarity, its cheap finery, its expreasionleaa 
ill favor, York did not look at it the aecond time. He 
tumed to the letter for relief. 

It was misspelled, it wae unptinctuat«d, it was almost 
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illegible, it was fretful in tone and Belfieh in eenttment. It 
was not, I fear, even original in the atorj of its woeB. It 
was tLe harsh recital of poverty, of snspicion, of mean 
makeshifts and comprumises, of low paina and Iower long- 
ings, of sorrowH that wete degrading, of a grief that waa 
pitiable. Yet it was sincere in a ceitain kind of vague 
yearning for the presence of the degraded man to whom 
waa written — an afiection that was more üke a confuE 
inatinct than a aentiment. 

York folded it again carefully, and placed it beneath the 
old raan'a pillow. Then he returned to his aeat by tbe fire. 
A smila that had becn plajing upon hia face, deepening the 
curves behind his muatache and graduallj overrunning hia 
clear brown eyea, presently faded away. It was last to go 
from his eyes, asd it left there — oddly enough to tbose 
who did not know him — a tear. 

He Hat there for a long time, leaning forward, hia hi 
upOQ bis bauds. Tbe wind tbat bad been atriviag with 
canvas roof all at once lifted its edges, and a moonbeam 
sltpped suddenly in, and lay for a moment like a shining 
blade upon his Shoulder. And knighted by its touch, 
atraightway piain Henry York arose — austained, high- 
purposed, and self-reliant ! 

The rains had come at last. There was already a vjsibl« 
greenneaa on the slopea of Heavytree Hill, and the long 
white track of the Wingdam road was lost in outlying 
poola and ponds a bundred rods from Monte Fiat. The 
spent water-conraea, whose white bonea bad been ainuously 
trailed over the ßat, like the vertebrae of aomc forgotten 
saurian, were füll again ; the dry bonea nioved once mora 
in the Valley, and there was joy in the ditches, and a par- 
donable estravagance in the columns of the " Monte Fiat 
Monitor." "Never hefore in the history of the county 
has the yield been so satisfacl«ry. Our contemporary of 
the ' Hillside Beacon,' who yeaterday facetiously allnded 
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the fact (?) that our best Citizens were leaving tovn, in 
'dug-outs,' on account of tha flood, will te glad to hear 
that our diatinguished fellow-townsraan, Mt. Henry York, 
now on a visit to liia relatives in the Esst, lately took with 
liim, in bis ' dug-out,' the modest sum of fifty thousand 
dollars, the result of one week's c)ean-up. We can im- 
agine," continued that sprightly Journal, " that no such 
misfottune is likely to overtake Hillside this seaeon. And 
yet we beÜeve the ' Beacon ' man wanta a railroad," A 
few Journals hroke out into poetry, The Operator at Simp- 
Bon'a Crossing telegraphed to the Sacramento " TJniverae : " 
" All day the low clouds have shook their gamered fullness 
down." A San Francisco Journal lapsed info noble verse, 
thinly distinguished aa editorial prose ; " Rejoice ! the gentle 
rain has come, the bright and pearly rain, which scattera 
Hessin gs on the hüls, and sifts thom o'ei the piain. 
Eejoice," etc. InJeed, there was only one to whoni the 
rain had not brought blessiiig, and that was Plunkett. In 
eome mysterious and darksome way, it had interfered with 
the perfection of his new method of reducing ores, and 
tbrown the advent of that invention back another season. 
It had brought him down t« an hahitual seat in the bar- 
room, where, to heedless and inattentive ears, he sat and 
discDuraed of the E^st and his family. 

So one disturbed him. Indeed, it was rumored that 
some funds had been lodged with the landlord, by a person 
or persona nnknown, wherehy his few wants were provided 
lor. Hia mania — for that was the charitable construction 
which Monte Fiat put upon hia conduot — was indulged, 
even to the extent of Monte Flat's accepting his invitation 
to dine with his family on Christinaa Day, — an invitation 
eitended frankly to every one with whom the old man 
drank or talked. But one day, to everybody'a astoniah- 
Bient, he hurat into the bar-room, holding an open letter in 
band. It read as followa ; — 
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Be reody to meet your familj at the new cottage oc 
Heavytree Hill oa GliriBtmaa Day, Invite vtiat friends 
you chooae. Henry Yobk. 

The letter was handed round in eilence. Tbe old man, 
with & look altemuting between hope and fear, gazed in the 
facBB of the group, The Doctor looked up significantly, 
after a pause. "It's a forgery, evidently," he seid in a 
low voice j " he 's cunning enough to conceive it, — they 
alwaya are, — but you '11 find he '11 fall in executing it. 
Watch his face ! Old man," he Baid suddenly, in a loud, 
peremptory tone, "this is a trick — a forgery — and you 
know it. AüBwer me squarely, and look me in the eye. J 
Isn't it ao?" 1 

The eyes of Plunkett stared a moment, and then droppedn 
weakly. Then, with a feabler smile, he eaid, " You 're too 
many for me, hoys. The Doe 's right. Tho little game 'a 
up. You con take the old mau's hat," tmi so, tottering, 
trembling, and cbuckling, he dropped into eilence and his 
accustomed seat. But the next daj he seemed to have for- 
gotten this episode, and talked as glihly aa ever of the 
approaching festivity. 

And so the days and weeks passed, until Christmas — k 
bright, clear day, wanned with south winds, and joyous with 
the resurrection of springing grasses — hroke upon Monte 
Fiat. And then thero was a Gudden comniotion in the 
hotel bar-room, and Äbner Dean stood beside the old 
man'a chair, and shook bim out of a slumber to his feet. 
" Eouae up, old man 1 York is here, with your wife and 
daughter at the cottage on Heavytree. Come, old man. 
Here, boys, give him a lift," and in another moment a 
dozen streng and willing hands had raised the old man, and 
bore him in triumph to the street, up the steep grade ol 
Heavytree Hill, and deposited him, stmggling and confused, 
in the porcb of a little cottage. At the same instant, two 
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vomen rushed forward, but were restraioed by a gestura 
from Henry York. The old man was strugglmg to his feet. 
With an effort, at laat, he stood erect, trembling, hiä eye 
fixed, a gray pallor on hia cheek, and a deep resonance in 

" It 'a all a trick, and a lie I They ain't no flesh and 
blood or kin o' mine. It aia't my wife, nor child. My 
daughter's a heautiful girl — a, beautifut girl — d' ye hear ? 
She'a in New York, with her mother, and I'm going to 
fetch her here, I eaid I 'd go home, and I 've been horoe 
— d' ye hear me ? — I 've been home ! It 's a inean trick 
you're playin' on the old man. Let me go, d' ye hear? 
Eeep tfaem women off me 1 Let me go I I 'm going — 
I 'm going home ! " 

Hia hands were thrown up oonvulsively in the air, ajid, 
half tuming round, he feil eideways on the porch, and so to 
the ground. They picked him up huiriedly; but too lata. 
He had gone home. 



BABY SYLVESTEE 

Tt was at a little minmg camp in the California Sierr 
tbat he iirst dawned upon me in all hia groteaque sweetnes 

I had anived early in the moTning, but not in time t 
intercept the friend who was the object of iny visit. 
hfld gone " proBpecting," — so they told me on the rivei 
and would not prohably return nntil late in the 8ftemoon,J 
They could not say what direction he had taken ; they coulcQ 
not su^eet that I woüld be likely to find him if I followed>l 
But it was the general opinion that I had better wait. 

I looked around me. I was etanding upon the bank o 
tha river ; and, apparently, the only other human beinga ii 
the World were my interlocvitora, who were btc 
just diaappearing trom my horizon down the steep hanl 
toward the river'e dry bed. I approaohed the edge of thi 

Where eould I wait ? 

Oh, anywhere ; down with them on the river-bar, where 
theAwere working, if I liked I Or I could mako myself at 
home in any of those cabine that I found lying round looee. 
Or, perhapa it would be cooler and pleasanter for me in my 
ftiend's oabin on the hill. IKd I see thoee three large siigar- 
pines ? And, a little to the right, a canvas roof and chimney 
over the bushes ? Well that was my friend's — that v 
Dick Sylyes1«r's oabin. I could stake my horse in that littlM 
hollow, and juet hang round there tili he came. I woulÄI 
find some booka in the sbanty ; I could amuse myself withl 
them. Or I could play with the baby. 

Do what? 
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tt they had alreody gone. I le 
called after their vanishing figures, — 

" What did you say I could do ? " 

Tha snswer floated alowly up on the bot sluggish air, — 

"Pla-ary with the ba-by." 

The lazy echoea took it up and tossed it languidly from 
Jiill to hill, until Bald Mountain opposite mode sorae inco- 
herent remark about the baby, and thea all was still. 

I must have been mistaken. My friend was not a man 
of family ; there was not a woman within forty luiies of 
Ihe river-camp ; he never was so passionately devoted to 
ühildien to Import a luxury so espensive. I muet have 
fteen mistaken, 

I turned my horae'a head toward the bill. As we slowly 
climbed the narrow trail, the littte settlement might have 
been aome ej^humed Fornpeiaii auburb, so deserted and 
silent were its habitations. The open doors plainly discIoBed 
each rudely furnished interior, — the rough pine table, with 
the acant equipage of the morning meal still standing ; the 
wooden bunk, with ita tumbled and disheveled blanketa. 
A golden lizard — the very genius of desolate stillness — had 
atopped breatbless upon the threshold of one cabin ; a 
squirret peeped impudentty into the wmdo\y of another ; a 
woodpecker, with the general flavor of undertaking which 
distinguisfaes that hird, withheld his sepulchral hammei 
fiom the cofhn-lid of the loof on which he waa profe^ 
sionally eng^ed, as we passed. For a moment, I half 
regretted that I had not accepted the invitation to the river- 
bed ; but, the next moment, a breeze swept up the long, 
dark canon, and the waiting files of the piues beyotid hent 
toward me in salutation. I think my borae uuderstoüd aa 
well as myaelf that it waa the aibiiis that mode the solitude 
human, and thetefore unbearable, for he quickened his 
pace, and with a gentle trot broygbt me to the edge of the 
Wood and the three pines that stood like videttea before the 
Sylvester outpost. 
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UnsaddÜDg my horee in the little hollow, I unaluBg tha 
long riata from the saddlebow, and tethering him to a young 
eapling, turned toward the cabjn. But I had gone only a 
few Btepa when I heard a quick trot behiad rae, and poor 
Pompoao, witli every fibre tingling with fear, was at my heels. 
I looked hurriedly around. The breeze had died away, and 
only an occasional breath from the deep-chested wooda, 
more like a long sigh thaa any articulate sound, or the dry 
singing of a cicala in the heated cafion, were to be heard. 
I examined the ground carefully for rattlesnakes, but in vain. 
Yet here was Pompoao shivering from hie arched neck to 
hia sensitive haunches, his very flanks pulaating with terror. 
I soothed him as well as I could, and then walked to ths 
edge of the wood and peered into its daik recesses. The 
bright flaah of a hird's wing, oi the quick dart of a squirrel, 
was all I aaw. I confeES it was with something of super- 
Etitious expectation that I again turned toward the cabin. 
A fairy chüd, attended by Titania and her train, lying in 
an expenaive cradle, would not have surprised me ; a Sleep- 
ing Beauty, whoae awakening would have re-peopled theee 
Bolitudes with life and energy, I am afraid I began to con- 
fidently look for, and would have kissed without hesitation. 

But I found none of these, Here was the evidence of 
my friend's taste and refinement in the hearth awept scru- 
pulously clean, in the picturesque arrangement of the für 
skins that covered the floor and fumituie, and the serape ' 
lying oa the wooden couch. Here were the Walls fanci- 
fuUy papered with illuBtrations from the " London News ; " 
here was the wood-cut portrait of Mr. Emerson over the 
chimney, quaintly framed with bluejaye' wings ; here were 
his few favorite books on the swinging-shelf ; and here, lying 
upon the couch, the lateat copy of " Punch." Dear 1 
The flour-sack was sometimea empty, but the gentle satiri 
Beidom missed his weekly viait. 

I A fine Uexic&H blonkeC, ueed u an outer ganoent tot rididg. 
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I threw rayself on the couch and tried to read, But I 
Boon eshaiisted my interest in my frienit's library, and Ia.y 
there staring through the open door on the greon hillKide 
beyond. The hreeae again sprang up, and a delicious 
eoolness, mixed with the rare incense of the woods, stote 
through the cahin. The slumbrous droning of bumblebees 
ontside the canvas roof, the faint cawing of rooka on the 
opposite mountain, and the fatigue of roy moming ride, 

gan to droop my eyelida. I pullod the serape over nie 

a precaation against the freahening mountaiii breeze, and 
' jn B few iDoments was aeleep. 

I do not remember how long I slept. I must have been 
■oonscioua, however, during my slumber, of my inability to 
teep myself covered by the serape, for I awoke once or twice 
'filntching it with a despairing band as it was disappearing 
over the foot of the couch. Then I became suddenly 
aroueed to the fact that my efTorts to retain it were reaisted 
by some equally perBiet«nt force, and letting it go, I waa 
horrified at seeing it swiftly drawn under the couch. At 
point I Bat up, completely awake ; for immediately after, 
'bat seemed to be an exaggerated muff began to emerge 
from undor the couch. Preaently it appeared fuUy, drag- 
ging the serape after it. There waa no mistaking it now — 
it was a baby bear. Ä mere suckling, it was true — a help- 
less roll of fat and für — but unmistakably, a gmzly cub 1 

I cannot recall anything more irreBistibly ludicvoua than 
its aapect as it slowly raised ita amall wondering eyes to 
mine. It was ao much taüer in ita haunchea than ita 
»houldere — its fore lega were ao diaproportionately amall — 
that in Walking its bind feet invariahly took precedence. It 
was perpetually pitchiug forward over its pointed, inoffenaive 
nose, and recovering itaelf alwaya, after theae involuntary 
BOmeraaulta, witb tha graveat aetonisbment. To add to ita 
prepoeterous appearance, oue of ita bind feet waa adomed 
a ahoe of Sylveater'a, into which it had accidentally and 
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inediricably etepped. As this somewliat impeded its fiiai 

Impulse to fly, it tumed to me ; and tlien, poasibly recog- 
nizing in tbo stranger the same apecies as its master, it 
paused. Presently, it slowly raiaed itaelf on ita bind legs, 
and vBguely and deprecatingly waved a baby paw, fringed 
with little hooka ot steel. I took the paw aad shook it 
gravely. Froia that moment we were friends. The little 
affair of the serape was forgotten. 

Nevertbeless, I was wise enough to cement our friendship 
by an act of delicate courtesy. FoUowing the direction of 
bis eyea, I had do diftiuulty in finding, on a shelf near tbe 
ridge-pole, tbe sugar-box and the Square lumps ai white 
sugar that even the poorest miner is never withoot. While 
he waa eaticg them I bad time to examine him tnore closelj. 
His body waa a ailky, dark, but exquiaiteiy modulated gray, 
deepetiing to black in bis paws and muzzle. His für was 
excesaively long, tbick, and soft aa eider-down, the cushiona 
of flesh heneath perfectly infantine in their texture aud con- 
tour. He was so very young that tbe palma of his half- 
human feet were still t«nder as a baby'a, Except for tbe 
bright blue, steely hooks, half sheathed ia his little toes, 
there waa not a single barsh outline or detail in his plump 
figure. He was as free from angles as one of Leda'a off- 
Bpring. Your careasing band sank away in his für with 
dreamy languor. To look at him long was an intoxication 
of the senses ; to pat bim waa a wild delirium ; to embrace 
bim, an utter demoralization of the intellectual faciiltiee. 

When he had finished the eugar he rolled out of the door 
with a balf-difBdent, half-inviting look in bis eye, as if he 
expected me to follow. I did so, but tbe sniffing and 
snorting of the keea-acented Pomposo in the hollow, not 
only revealed the cause of his former terror, but decided me 
to take anotber direction. After a moment'a beaitation be 
concluded to go with me, althougb I am aatisfied, from a 
certain impish look in his eye, that he fully understood and 
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ratter enjoyed the fright of Pomposo. Äs he rolled along 
at Tay aide, with a galt not unlike a drunken ssilor, I dis- 
covered that his long hair concealed a leather collar around 
a neck, which bore for ita legend the single word, " Baby I " 
[ recailed the mysterious suggeation of the two miners. 
Ihis, theo, was the "baby" with whom I waa to "play." 
How WB "played;" how Baby allowed me to roll him 
Kdown-liili, orawiing aod puffing up again each time, with 
perfect good humor ; how he climbed a young sapling aft«F 
iny Panama hat, which I had " abied " into one of the 
topmost branches ; how after getting it he tefused to de- 
Bend until it auited bis pleaaure ; how when he did come 
1 he peraiated in waiking about on three legs, carrying 
a cruahed and shupelesa masa, clasped to hia 
lat with the rcmainiog one ; how I missed him at laat, 
' and finally discovered him aeated on a table in one of the 
tenantless cabina, with a bottle af ayrup between hb pawa, 
Tainly endeavoring to estract ita contenta — tbeae and 
other details of that eventful day I shall not weary the 

tJeader with now. Enough, that when Dick Sylvester re- 
tumed, I was pretty well fagged out, and the baby was rolled 
Up, an immense bolater at the foot of the couch, aaleep. 
Bylvester'a flrat worda after out greettng were, — 
t " la n't he delicioua ? " 
" Perfectly. Where did you get him ? " 
" Lying under his dead mother, five milea from here," 
Said Dick, lighting bis pipe. " Enocked her over at Hfty 
yarda ; perfectly clean ahot — never moved afterwards ! 
Baby crawled out, acared but uahurt. She must have been 
carrying him in her mouth, and dropped him when she 
faced me, foi he was n't moie than three daya old, and not 
steady on hia pins. He takes the only milk that couies to 
the aettlement — brought up by Adams' Express at seven 
o'clocfc every moming. They aay he looks like rae. Do 
fou thiak so ? " asked Dick, with perfect gravity, stroking 
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bis bay-colored mustache^ and evidentl^ assuming bis best 



I took leave of tbe babj earl; the next moming m 
Sylveeter's cabin, and, out of reapect for Pomposo'a feelings, 
rode by witbout any poätHcript of expreBsion. But the uigbt 
before I bad made Sylvester aolemnly swear that, in the 
event of any Separation betwe«n. bimself and Baby, it ebould 
revert to me. " At tbe same time," he had added, " it 's 
only fair to say that I don't tbink of dying just yet, old 
fellow, and I don't know of anything eise tbat would part 
tbe eub and me." 

Two montha after tbia conversation, as I waa tuming 
oyer tbe raorning's mail at my office in San Francisco, I 
notioed a letter bearing Syivester's familiär band. Eut it 
vaa poetmarked "Stockton," and I opened it witb some 
anxiety at once. Ite Contents were ae follows : — 

Frank I don't you remember what we agraed lipon 
anent tbe baby ? Well, consider me as dead for the nezt 
aix montbs, or gone wbere cuba can't follow me — East. I 
know you love the baby ; but do you tbink, dear boy — 
now, really, do you tbink you coidd he a father to it? 
Consider this well. You are young, thoughtleae, well-mean- 
ing enough ; but dare you take iijron youraelf the fvinctions 
of guide, geniua, or guardian to oae so young and guilelesa ? 
Could you be tbe Mentor to tbia Telemacbna ? Tbink of 
tbe temptations of a metropolia. Look at tbe queation 
well, and let me know speedily, for I 've got bim eis far as 
tbia place, and he 'e kicking up an awful row in tbe botel' 
yard and rattling bis chain Uke a maniac. Let me know 
by telegrapb at once. Stlvestek. 

P. S. Of course be 's grown a little, and does n't take 
tbings always as quietly as be did. He dropped ratber 
beavily on two of Watson's " purpa " last week, and 
enat^hed old Watson bimself, hald-beaded, for interferu 
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Ton remember Wataon ; for an intelligent man, he knowa 
very little of California fauna. How ara you fixed for 
beara on Montgomery Street — I mean in regard to cortala 
and things ? S. 

P. P. S. He 's got Bome new tricka, The boya have 
been teaching him to put up bis haada with them. He 
[ alinga an ugly left. S. 

I am afraid that my desire to posaess myeelf of Baby 
ivercame all other considerationa, and I telegraphed an af- 
firmative at once to Sylvester. When I reached my lodg- 
ings late that afternoon, my landlady was awaiting me with 
a telegram. It was two linea from Sylvester ; — 

All right Baby goes dovni on night-boat. Be a father 
f to him. 8. 

It was due, then, at one o'clock tbat night. For a 
moment I was staggeced at my o\ra precipitation. I had 
aa yet made no preparations — had aaid nothing to mj 
landlady about her new gnest. I expected to arrange 
everything in time ; and now, through Sylvesl«r's indecent 
haste, that time had been ahortened twelve hours. 

Something, however, must be done at once. I tumed 
to Mia. Brown. I had great reliance in hei maternal 
instincts ; I had that still greater reliance, common to our 
SOS, in the general tender-heartedness of pretty wooen. 
But I confess I was alarmed. Yet, with a feeble smile, I tried 
to introduce the snbject with claEsical ease and lightnesa. 
I even aaid, " If Shakeapeare's Äthenian clown, Mra. 
Brown, believed that a lion among ladiea was a dreadful 
thing, what must " — But here I hroke down, for Mrs. 
Brown, with the awful Intuition of her sex, I saw at once 
was more occupied with my manner than my speech. So 
I tried a busineas brusquerie, and, placing the telegram in 
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her band, 8aid hurriedly, "We must do aoraething about' 
this at once. It 'a perfectly absurd, bul he will be here at ona 
to-night. Beg thousand pardons, but buBinesa prevented 
my speaking befora" — and paused, out of breath and 
courage. 

Mra. Brown read the telegram gravely, liftcd her pretty 
eyebrows, turned the paper over and looked on the othar 
side, and then, in a remote and chilling voice, asked me if 
sbe understood me to eay that the mother was Coming also,, 

" Oh, dear no," I exclaimed, with considerable relief ; " the 
mother is dead, you know, Sylvester — tbat ia my friend, 
who eent this — shot her when the baby was only three daya 
old " — But the expression of Mra. Brown'a face at thia 
monient waa ao alarming that I aaw that nothing but the 
fulleat explanntion would save me. Hastily, and I fear not 
very coherently, I told her all. 

Sbe relaxed aweetly. She said I had frightened her with 
my talk about liona, Indeed, I think my picture of pooj 
Baby — albeit a trifle highly colored — touched her raotherly 
beart. She was even a üttle vexed at what ahe called 
Sylveater's " hard-heartedneBS." Still, I waa not without 
Bonie apprehension. It was two months since I had seen 
him, and Sylveater'a vague allusion to his " slinging an ugly 
left " pained me. I looked at aympathetic little Mrs. Brown, 
and the thought of Wataon's pups covered me witb guilty 
confuaion. 

Mra. Brown had agreed to sit up with me until he arrived. ' 
One o'clock came, hut no Baby. Two o'clock — three 
o'clock passed. It waa almoat four when there waa a wild 
elatter of horsea' hoofa outaide, and witb a jerk a wagon 
stopped at the door. In an inatant I had opcned it and 
confroated a stranger. Almost at the sarae moment ths , 
horaea attempted to run away with the wagon. 

The stranger'a appearance was, to aay the leaat, diacon- 
certing, His clothea were badly tom and frayed ; hia Unen 
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Back huDg ftom bis Shoulders like a herald's apron ; one of 
bis hands was baadaged ; his face Bcratched, and tbere was 
HO hat on hia disheveled head. To add to the general 
effect, he had evidentiy Bought relief frora his woes ia drink, 
and he swayed froia side to side as he climg to the door 
bandle, and in a vecj thick Toice stated that he had 
" suthin' " for me outside. When he had tmished tbe 
boTses made another pluuge. 

Mrs. Brown thought they must be fiightened at Bome- 
thiog. 

" Frightened I " laughed the stranger with bitter iiony. 
" Oh no ! Hoaaiah ain't frightened ! On'y ran away four 
timeBh comin' bere. Ob no ! Nobodj 'a frightened, Every- 
thin' 's all ri'. Ain't it, Bill ? " he said, addressiiig tbe 
driver. "On'y been overboaid twisb; knocked down a 
hatchway öuco. Thaah notbin' ! On'y two man unner 
doctor'H ban's at Stockton. Thaab notbin' I Six hunner 
doUarsh cover all dammish." 

I was too niuch disheartened to reply, but moved toward 
tbe wagon. The strenger eyed me with au astoniahment 
that almost sobered him. 

" Do you reckon to tackle tbat animile yourself ? " he 
aaked, as he sutveyed me from head to foot. 

I did aot speak, but, with an appearance of boldness 
I was far frooi feeling, walked to tbe wagon and calied 
" Baby ! " 

"All li'. Cash looah them strapa, Bill, and stau' clear." 

The Straps were cut looae, and Baby — the remoraeless, 
the terrible — quietly tumbled to the ground, aud rolling to 
my side, rubbed his foolish head against me. 

I thiak the aatonishmeut of the two men was beyond any 
Tocal expreasion. Without a. word the drunken stranger 
got into the wagon and drove away. 

And Baby ? He had grown, it is true, a triflo larger ; 
L.but be was thin, and bore tbe marks of evident ill usaga 
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His beautiful coat was matted and tinkempt, and bis clava 
— those bright steel liooks — had been ruthluasly pared to 
the quick. Hia eyea were furtive and restless, and the old 
expreseion oi etupid good humor had changed to one of 
intelligent dietrust. Hia int«rcourse with niankind had 
evidently quickened hia intellect without broadening bis 
moral natura. 

I had great difficulty in keeping Mrs, Bronn from 
amothering him in blanketa and niining hia digeation with 
the delicacies of her larder ; hut I at laat got him completely 
roUed up in the cotnet of my room and aaleep. I lay 
awake aome time later with plans for hia future. I finally 
detetmined to take him to Oakland, where I had built a 
little cottage and alwaya spent my Sundays, the very neict 
day. And in the midat of a rosy picture of domestic 
felicity I feil aeleep. 

When I awoke it was broad day. My eyea at once 
Bought the conier where Bahy had been lying. But he waa 
gone. I sprang from the bed, looked under it, aearclied 
the closet, but in vatn. The door was still locked ; but 
there were the marks of his blunted claws upon the aill of 
the window that I had forgotten to close. He had evi- 
dently escaped that way — hut where ? The window opened 
upon a halcony, to which the only other entrance was 
thiough the hall. He must be atill in the house. 

My band was already upon the bcll-rope, but I atayed it 
in time. tf be bad not made himself kiiown^ why ahould I 
diaturb the houae ? I dressed myseif hurriedly and alipped 
into the ball. The first ohject that met my eyea was a 
boot lying upon the etaira. It bore the marks of Baby's 
teeth, and as I looked along the hall I saw too plainly 
that the usual array of freshly blackened hoots and ahoes 
before the lodgcrs' doora was not there. Ab I ascended 
the ataira I found another, hut witb the hlacking carefully 
licked off. On the third fioor were two or tbree 
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boots Blighüy mouthed ; but at this point Baby's taste foi 
blacking bad eviderttty palled. A little fartber on was a 
ladder leadiug to an opea ecuttle. I mounted the ladder, 
and leached tbe Bat roüf tbat fotmed a cantmuous level 
over the row of hüuses to tbe cornet of the etreet. Behind 
the cbiiiiney on the verj last roof aomethiiig was lurkiog. 
It was the fugitive Baby. He waa covered witb dust and 
dirt and fragments of glass. But he waa eitting od bis 
bind lega, aad was eatiug an enormous alab of peanut 
candy witb a look of mingied guüt aud mfinite BBtiafactioo- 
He even, I fancied, BÜghtly atroked bis etomacb witb bia 
diaengaged fore paw os I approached. He knew tbat I 
was looking for bim, and tbe expression of bis eyes said 
pi^ainly, " Tbe past, at leaat, is secure." 

I hurried bim, witb tbe evidences of bis guUt, back to 
tbe Bcuttle, and deacended on tiptoe to tbe floor beneatb. 
Providence favored us ; I met no one on the stairs, and 
bis own cusbioned tread was inaudible. I tbink he was 
uonacious of the dangers of detection, for he even forbore 
to hreathe, or much leas chew tbe last mouthful he bad 
laken ; and be skulked at my eide, witb the syrup dropping 
(fora hia motionleaa jawe. I think he wonid have silently 
choked to death just then for my sake, and it was not 
tintil I bad reached my room again, and threw myself 
panting on tbe sofa, that I saw bow near atrangulation he 
Lad been. He gulped once or twice, apologetically, and 
tben walked to the corner of hia own accord, and rolled 
himself up like an imiaenBe sugar-plum, aweating remorse 
and tieacle at every pore. 

I locked bim in when I went to breakfaat, when I found 
Mra. Brown'a lodgera in a atate of intense excitement ovet 
certain mysterious events of tbe night before, and the 
dreadful revelatitina ot the morning. It appeared that 
burglare bad ent^red the block from tbe scuttlea; that, 
beirg suddenly alarmed, they had quitted our bouse witb- 
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out commltting any depredation, dropping even the boots 
they had cülkcted in the hatk; but thata desperate attempt 
had beeo made to force the tili in the coDfectionet'a shop 
oa the comer, and that the glasa ahow-caae had been ruth- 
lesalj emaefaed. Ä couiageous eervaut in No. 4 had eeen 
a masked hurglar, on hie hands and knees, attempting to 
enter their scuttle j but on her ahouting, " Away wid yees,'' 
he inatantly tled. 

I Hat througb thia recital with cbeeks that bumed 
comfortably ; nor was I the lesa embarraaaed oti taising my 
eyea to meet Mrs. Brown'a fixed curiously and misch ievoualj 
on mine. Ab sooa es I could make my eacape from tlie 
table I did so, and, running rapidly upstaira, aought refuge 
from any poasible inquiry in my own Toom. Baby wna atill 
aaleep in the comer, It would not be aafe to remove him 
»intil the lodgera had gone down-town, and I was revolving 
in my mind the expediency of keeping him until night 
veiled his obtruaive eccentricity from the public eye, wh( 
there came a cautious tap at my door. I opened it. Mrs. 
Brown slipped in quietly, cloaed the door aoftly, atood with; 
her back againat it and her band on the knoh, and heckono4; 
me myaterioualy toward her. Then she asked, in a lotti 
voice, — 

" Is hair-dye poisonous ? " 

I was too confounded to apeak, 

" Oh, do ! you know what I mean," ahe aaid irapatiently. 
" Thia Btuff." She produced auddenly from behind her a 
bottle with a Greek lahel — ao long aa to run two or three 
times apirally around it from top to hottom. " He saya 
isn't a dye; it's a vegetable prepatation, for invigorftl 
ing " — 

" Who saya? " I aaked despairingly. 

" Why, Mr. Parker, of course," said Mra, Brown se' 
with the air of having repeated the oame a great 
times, — " the old gentleman in the room above. 
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nmple queetion I waut to aBk," she continued, with tbe 
calm manner of one who had just convicted another of 
gross ambiguity of language, is oaiy this : II some of thia 
Btuff nere put in a eaucer and left caieleasly on the table, 
and a child, or a baby, or a cat, er any young animal, ebould 
come in at the window and drink it np — a whole saucer- 
ful — becauae it had a. sweet taste, would it be likely to 
hurt them ? " 

I cast an anxious glance at Baby, sleeping p«acefully in 
tbe comer, and a very grateful one at Mrs. Brown, and 
aaid I dida't think it would. 

" Because," said Mrs. Brown loftUy, as Bbe opened the 
door, " I thougbt if it waa poisooous, remedies might be 
used in time. Because," she added suddenly, abandoning 
her lofty manner and wildly rushing to the comer, with a 
frantic embrace of tho unconseioua Baby, — "because if any 
nasty atuff should turn its booful hair a horrid green or a 
naughty pink, it would break hie own muzzer's heart, it 
would ! " 

But before I could assure Mrs, Brown of the ineffieiency 
of hair-dye as an internal application, ehe had darted from 
the room. 

That night, with the seciecy of defaulters, Baby and I 
decaniped from Mrs. Brown's. XHstruating the too emo- 
tional nature of that noble animal, the horse, I had recourse 
to a hand-cart, drawu by a stout Irishman, to convey my 
Charge to the ferry. Even then Baby refused to go unleas 
I walked by the cart, and at times rode in it, 

" I wish," Gaid Mtb, Brown, ob ahe atood by the door, 
wrapped in an immense shawl, and aaw üb depart, — "Iwiah 
it looked less soleran — loss like a pauper's funeral." 

I muat admit that, as I walked by tbe cart that night, I 
feit very much as if I were accompanying tbe remains of 
some humble friend to bis last resting-place ; and that, wben 
I was obliged to ride in it, I never could entirely ( 
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luyaelf that I was not lielplessly overcome by liquor, or th« 
victim □{ au accident, en rotite to the haspital. But at laEt 
■vre reached the ferry. On the boat I think no one discov- 
ered Baby except a drunken man, who approached ine to 
aak for a light for hi^ cigar, but who suddenly dropped it 
and fled in dismaj to the gentlemen'a cabin, where his inco- 
herent ravings were hickily taken for the earlier indications 
of delirium, treinens. 

It was nearly midnight when I reached my little cottage 
on the outskirts of Oakland ; and it was with a feeling of 
relief and security that I entered, locked the door, and 
tvirnod bim toose in the ball, satisUed that henceforward hia 
depredations would he limited to my own property. He 
was very quiet that night, and after he had tried to mount 
the hat-rack, under the mistaken impreesion that it was in- 
tended for bis own gymnastic exercise, and knocked all the 
hata off, be went peaceably to sleep on the rüg. 

In a week, with the esorcise afforded him by the mn of 
a lai^e, carefully boarded inclosnre, he recovered his health, 
strength, spirits, and much of hia former beauty. His 
presence was unknown to my neighhore, although it was 
noticeable that horses invariahly " ahied " in paBsing to the 
windward of my house, and that the baker and milkman 
had great difficulty in the delivery of their warea in the 
morning, and indulged in unaeemly and unnecessary pro- 
fanity in so doing. J 

Ät the end of the week, I determined to invite a feilfl 
friends to see the Baby, and to that purpose wrote a num>i 
her of formal invitations. ^ter descanting, at some length, 
on the great expense and danger attending his capture and 
training, I offered a programrae of the perforniances of the 
" Infant Phenomenon of Sierran Solitudes," drawn up inlo 
the higheat profesaional profusion of alliteration and capital 
letters. A few extracta will give the reader some idea of 
bis educatiooal progreas : 
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, He will, roUed up in a Round Ball, roll down the Wood 

Shed, Bapidl;, illustrating His mannei of Eacaping 

from His Enemy in his Native Wilda. 
\S. He will Asceod tlie Well-Pole, and remove from the 

Very Top a Hat, and as much of the Crown and 

Brim thereof as Maj be Permitted. 
, He will perform in a pantominie, descriptive of the 

Conduct of the Big Bear, The Middle-Sized Bear, and 

The Little Bear of the Populär Nursery Legend, 
r4. He will ahako hia chain Rapidly, ahowing his Msnner 

of atriking Dismay and Terror in the Breaets of 

Wanderers in Ursine WildemesseB. 



The morning of the exhibition came, but an hour hefore 
the Performance the wretched Baby was misaiag. The 
Chineae cook could not indicate his whereabouts. I 
eearched the premises thoroughly, and then, in deapair, 
took ii;y hat and hurried out into the narrow lane tbat led 
toward the open fields and the woods beyond. But I found 
no trace nor track of Baby Sylvester. I retumed, after an 
hour's fruitless search, to find my guesta already asaembled 
on the rear veranda. I briefly reconnted roy disappoint- 
ment, my probable loas, and begged tlieir assiatance. 

"Why," aaid a Spanish friend, who prided hiinself on 
hia accurate knowledge of English, to Barker, who seemed 
to be trying vainly to rise from his rcclining position on 
the Teranda, — " why do you not disengage youraelf from the 
▼eranda of our friend ? and why, in the name of Heaven, 
do you attach to youreelf so much of this thing, and make to 
youraelf such unnecesaary contortion ? Ah," he continued, 
aaddenly withdrawing one of hia own feet from the veranda 
with an evident effort, " I am myaelf attached I Surely, it 
ia aomething here I " 

It evidently was. My gueats were all riaing with difh- 
realty, — the floor of the veranda was covered with some 
■:|;latinous subetance. It was — syrup ! 
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I Baw it all in a. flash. I ran to the barn ; the keg öf 

"golden syrup," purchased only the day before, lay ecipty 
lipon the floor. There were sticky tracks all over the 
closure, but still no Baby. 

" There 's Bomething moving the ground over there 
that pile of dirt," said Barker. 

He was right ; the earth was sbaking in one corner of 
the incloBure like an earthquake, I approached cautiously. 
I saw, what I had not before noticed, that the ground was 
thrown up ; and there, in the middle of an immense grave- 
like cavity, crouched Baby Sylvester, still digging, and 
Blowly, but surely, sinking from sight in a maas of dust and 

Wbat were bis intentiona ? Whether he was atung by 
remorse, and wished to hide himself from my reproacbful 
ejea, or whether he was simply trying to dry bis syrup- 
besmeared coat, I never shall know, for that day, alaa ! waa 
bis last with me. 

He was pumped upon for two honrs, at the end of which 
time he still yielded a thin treacle. He was tben taken and 
carefuUy enwrapped in blankets and locked up in the 
Btoreioom. The next morning he was gone I The lower 
portion of the window saab and pane were gone too. Hia 
succesaful experiments on the fragile testure of glaas at the 
confectioner'e, on the firat day of hia entrance to civilization, 
had not been lost upon him. His first esaay at combining 
cauae and eSect ended in his escape. 

Where he went, wbere he hid, who captured him if he 
did not succeed in reaching the foothills beyond Oakland, 
even the offer of a lai^e reward, hacked by the efibrts of an 
intelligent police, could not discover, I never saw bim 
again from that day until — 

Did I aee him ? I was in a horse-car on Sixth Avenue, 
a few days ago, when the horsea suddenly became unmanags- 
able and left the track for the sidewalk, amid the oaths and 
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execntione of the driver. Imraediately in front of the car 
a crowd had gathered around two performing bears and a 
showman. Oue of the animals — thin, emaciated, and the 
mere wreck of his native strength — attracted my attention. 
I endeavored to attract his. He turned a pair of blearad, 
flightless eyea in tny direction, but there was no sign of 
recognition. I leaned from the car window and called 
»oftly, " Baby I " But he did not heed. I cloaed the win- 
dow, The car was just moving on, when he Buddenly 
turned, and, either by accident or design, thruat a calloua 
paw through the glaes. 

" It 'a worth a dollat and a half to put in a new pane," 
aaid the conductor, " if folks will play with beara ! " — 
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Ab I opened Hop Sing's letter thece fluttered 
ground a squaro strip of yellow paper covered with hiero- 
glyphics, whieh at first glaiice I innocently took to be tbe 
label from a pack of Chinese flre-crackera. Eut the same 
envelope alao contained a sraaller strip of rice paper, with 
two Chinese charactera traced in India ink, that 1 at once 
knew to be Hop Siog'a visiting card, The wbole, as after- 
waida literally translated, ran as followB ; — 



To tbe stränget the gatea of my bouse aro not closed; 
the rice-jar ia on the left, and the sweetmeata on thm 
right, aa you enter. 
Two sayinga of the Master : 

Hospitalitj is the virtue of the aon and the 'wiadom 

of tbe anceator. 
Tbe superioT man ia light-hearted aftei the crop- 
gatbering; be makea a featival. 
"Wben tbe atrangBr is in your melon patch obaerve him 
not too closely ; ioattention is often the higheat form 
of civility. J 

Happineab, Peace, and Froaperity. Hop Sihci. I 

Admirable, certainly, as waa tbia morality and proverbial 
'wisdom, and althougb this last axiom was very cbaracteristic 
of my friend Hop Sing, who was that moat sorabre of all 
humoriata, a Chinese philosopher, I must confeaa that, even 
after a very free tranalation, I waa at a losa to make any 
immediate application of the meseage. Luckily I discovered 
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^h third incloaure in the ahapa of a little note in Engliah and 
H^op Sing's own commetcial haud. It ran tbus ; — 

The pleasure of your Company ia requeated at TTo. — v 
Sacramento Street, on Friday evening at eight o'clock, A 
cup of tea at nine — sharp. Hop Sing. 

^Tbi8 expkined all. It meant a visit b> Hop Sing's wäre- 
ouse, the opening and exhibition of eome rare Chinese 
novelties and curios, a chat in the back office, a cup of tea 
of a perfection unknown beyond theae aacred precincts, 
cigara, and a viait to the Chineae Theatre or Temple. Thia 
was in fact the favorite Programme of Hop Sing when he 
exercised bis functiona of hospitality as the chief factor or 
Superintendent of the Ning Foo Company. 

At eight o'clock on Friday evening I entered the ware- 
house of Hop Stng. There was that deliciously commingled 
myaterious foreign odor that I had so often noticed ; there 
■was the old array of uncouth-looking objects, the long pro- 
ceasion of jara and crockery, the Same aingular blending of 
the grotesque and the mathematically neat and exact, tho 
same endlesa auggestiona of frivolity and fragility, the same 
■want of harmony in oolors that were each, in themaelvea, 
beautiful and rare. Kil«s in the shape of enormous dragons 
and gigantic butterflies ; kites ao ingeniously arranged as to 
ntter at intervals, when facing the wind, the cry of a hawk ; 
kites ao large as to be beyond any boy'a power of restraint 
— ao lai^e that you nnderstood why kite-flying in China was 
BU amuaement for adults ; gods of china and bronze bo 
gratuitonsly ugly aa to be beyond any human interest or 
Bympathy from their very impoasibility ; jara of aweetmeata 
coTered all over with moral sentimenta from Confucius; 
hate that looked like basketa, and baakets that looked like 
hftte ; aük so light that I hesitate to record the incredible 
' Bnmber of Square yards that you might pass through the 
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ring on your little tinger — these and a great many other ind&- 
Bcribable objecta were all familiär to me. I pushed my way 
through the dimly lighted watehouse uotil I reached the 
back oflice or parlor, where I found Hop Sing waiting to 

Before I deacribe him I want tfae average reader to dis- 
chai^e from liis mtnd any idea of a Chinaman that he 
may have gathered from the pantomime. He did not 
wear beautifuUy scalloped drawers fringed with little bells 
— I never met a Chinaman who did ; he did not habituallj 
carry bis forefinger extended before him at right angl< 
hia body, not did I ever heat him utter the mysterio 
tence, " Ching a ring a ring chaw," nor dance trnder any prtH 
Tooation. He was, on the wbole, a rather grave, decorous, 
haadaome gentleman. His complexion, tvhich extended 
all over hia bead except ivbere hia long pig-tail grew, was 
like a very nice piece of glazed brown paper-muslin. Hia 
eyes were black and bright, and his eyelids set at an angle 
of \5° ; bis nose etratght and delicately formed, hia mnuth 
Bmal!, and hia t«eth white and clean. He wore a dark blue 
eilk blouse, and in the atreeta on cold daya a short jacket 
of Aatrakhan für. He wore also a psir of drawere of blue 
brocade gathered tigbtly over his calvea and anklea, oSering 
a general aort of Suggestion that be had forgottea his trousers 
that moming, but that, so gentlemanly were hia mannera, 
bis frienda bad forborne to mention the fact to him. Hia 
manner waa utbane, although quite serioue. He spoke 
Frencb and Engliah fluently. In brief, I doubt if jou 
could have found the equal of thia Fagan ehopkeoper 
among the Christian tradera of San Francisco. 

There were a few others preseot : a Judge of the Federal 
Court, an editor, a high government ofEcial, and a promi- 
nent merchant. After we had drunk our tea, and tasted 
B few aweetmeats from a mystenoua jar, that looked as if it 
might contain a preaerved mouae among its other nondor 
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Script treasiirea, Hop Sing arose, and gravely beckooing ua 
to follow him, began to descend to the baeemeut. Whea 
we got there, we were aniazed at tinding it bri)liaatly lig1it«d, 
and that a number of chaira were arranged in a half-circle 
OH the asphalt pavement. When he had couiteouslj seated 
ua, be Said, — 

' I have invited you to witnesa a performanca which I 
at least piomiae you no otber foreignera but yourselves 
B ever eeen. Wang, the court juggler, arrived here 
yeatenlay tnoniing. He has never given a Performance 
outeide of the palace befoie. I have asked him to eiitertain 
my frieada thia evening. He requirea no theatre, Etage, ac- 
cessories, or any confederate — nothing more than you Bee 
here. Will you bo pleased to examiae the ground your- 
selves, gentlemon," 

I we exaiuined the premises. It was the 

linaiy basement or cellar of the San Francisco store- 
cemented to keep out the damp, We poked our 
aticks into the pavement and rapped on the waUa to satiafy 
our polite host, but for no other purpose. We were quito 
content to he the victima of any clever deception, Kor 
myaelf, I knew I waa ready to be deluded to any extent, 
and if I had been offered an esplanation of what followed, 
I ehould have prohably declined it. 

Although I am satiafied that Wang's general Performance 
waa the first of that kind ever given on American soil, it has 
prohably since become so familiär to niany of my readers 
that I ahall not höre tbem with it here. He hegan hy set- 
ting to flight, with the aid of hia fan, the uaual number o( 
butterflies made before our eyes of little bits of tiasue-paper, 
and kept them in the air during the remainder of the per- 
fonnance. I have a vivid recollection of the judge trying 
to catch one that had lit on his knee, and of ita evading 
him with the pertinacity ol s Üving insect. And even at 
lis time Wang, stiH plying hi» fan, waa takiiig chickens 
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out of hats, making oranges disappear, puUing endlees yards 
of silk from his aleeve, apparently filling the whole area of 
the baaement with gooda that appeared myeteriously from 
the ground, from liis own sleeves, from nowhere ! He 
swallowed knives to the min of hia digestion for years to 
come ; he dislouated every linib of bis body ; he reclinod in 
the air, apparently upon notliing. But his crowning per- 
formaoce, which I have never yet seea lepeated, was the 
moGt weird, mysterious, and astounding. It ia my apology 
for this long introduction, my sole excuae for writing this 
article, the genesia of this veracioiia history. 

He cleared the ground of its encumbering articlss for 
a Space of about fifteen feet Square, and thea invited us all 
to walk forward and again examine it. We did ao gravely ; 
there was nothing but the cemented payement below to be 
aeen or feit. He tbeu asked for the loan of a handkerchief, 
and, as I chanced to be neareat bim, I offered niine. He 
took it and spread it open npon the floor, Over this ha 
spread a large square of silk, and over thia again a lai^ 
ahawl nearly covering the space be had cleared. He then 
took a Position at one of the points of this rectangle, and 
began a monotonoua chant, locking his body to and fro in 
time with the aomewhat lugubrioua air. 

We sat still and waitcd. Above the chant we could heat 
the striking of the city clocks, and the occaaional rattle of 
a cart in the street overhead. The absolute watchfulnesa 
and expectation, the dim, myaterious half-light of the cellar, 
falling in a gruesome way upon the misaliapea bulk of a 
Chinese deity in tbe background, a faint amell of opiiun 
snioke mingling with spiee, and the dreadfui uncertaiuty 
of what we were really waiting for, sent an uncomfortable 
thrill down our backs, and made us look at each otheP with 
a forced and unnatural smile. This feoling was heightened 
when Hop Sing slowly roae, and, without a word, pointed 
with his hnger to the centre of the shawl. 
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Tliere was something beneath the ahawl ! Surely — and 
something that waa not there before. At first b niere Sug- 
gestion in relief, a faint outline, but growing more and 
more distinct and visible every moment. The cliant still 
continued, the Perspiration began to roll from tbe singer's 
face, gradually the hidden object took upon itself a sbape 
and bulk that raised the sbawl in its centre some five or six 
inchee. It was now nnmistakablj the outline of a small 
but perfect human figure, with extended arms and legs. 
One ot two of us turned pale ; there waa a feeling of general 
oneasiness, until the editor broke the eilence by a gibe that, 
poor as it was, was received with spontaneous eDthusiaam. 
Then the chant suddenjy ceased, Wang arose, and, with a 
quick, deicteroua movement, stripped both ahawl and eilk 
ftway, and discovered, sleeping peacefully upon my band- 
kercbief, a tiny Chinese baby ! 

The applause and uproar which followed this revelation 
ought to have satiafied Wang, even if bis audience waa a 
small one ; it was loud enough to awaken the baby — a 
pretty little boy about a year old, löoking like a Cupid eut 
out of sandalwood. He was wbisked away alinost as 
myatcnously as be appeared. Wben Hop Sing retumed 
my bandkerchief to me with a bow, I asked if tbe juggler 
was tbe fatber of the baby. " No sabe 1 " Kiid the imper- 
tuibable Hop Sing, taking refuge in that Spanish form of 
noncommittalism so common in California. 

" But does he have a new baby for every Performance ? " 
I (tsked. 

^" Perhaps ; who knows ? " 
" But what will become of this one ? " 
" Whatever you choose, gentlemen," replied Hop Sing, 
■with a courteouB inclination ; " it was bom here — you 
are its godfathers." 

There were two characteristic peculiaritiea of any Cali- 
i 1856 : it was quick to take a hint, 
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and generous to the point of prodigality in ita response to 
any charitable app)eal. No matter how aordid or avaricioua 
the individual, he could oot resist the infection of eynipathy. 
I doubled the pointa ot my handkerchief into a bag, dropped 
a coin into it, and, witliout a Word, paesed it to the judge. 
He quietly added a tweiity-dollar gold-piece, and pasaed it 
to the uext ; when it vas returned to me it contained over 
a hundred dollars. I knatted the money in the handker- 
chief, and gave it to Hop Sing. 

" For the baby, fmia ita godfathera." 

" But what name ? " said the judge. Tbere was a run- 
ning fire of " Erebua," " Nox," " Plutus," " Terra Cotta," 
" ÄnteeuB," etc., etc. Fiinlly the question was referred to^ 
our host. ^H 

"Wfay not keep his own name," be eoid quietly, ^H 
" Wan Lee ? " And he did. ^ 

And thuB waa Wan Lee, on the night of Friday the 5th 
of March, 1856, bom into thia veracioua chronicle. 

The last form of the " Worthern Star " for the 19th ot 
July. 1865, — the only daily paper published in Klamath 
County, — had just gone to press, and at three a. m. I waa 
putting aaide my proofa and manuecripta, preparatory to 
going home, when I discovered & letter lying uuder some 
flbeets of paper which I must have ovetlooked. The enve- 
lope was considerahly soiled, it had no poatmark, but I had 
no difficulty in recognizing the band of my friend Hop 
Sing. I opened it hurriedly, and read aa foUows : — 

Mt dear Sik, — I do not know whether tbe bearer 
will suit you, but unleas the offioe of " devil " in your newR- 
paper ia a purely technical one, I think he has all the 
qiialitiea required. He is very quick, active, and intelli- 
gent ; understands Engliah better than he speaka it, and 
makes up for any defect by hia habita of Observation au] 
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imitation. You have only to show him how to do a thing 
once, aad he will repeat it, vhether it is an olüense ot a 
virtue. But you certainly know him alreadj ; you are one 
of his godfatherB, for ia he not Waa Lee, the reputed son of 
Wang the conjurar, to whose Performances I had the honor 
to introduce you ? But perhaps you have forgotten it. 

I ohall send him with a gang of coolies to Stockton, 
thence by expreea to yout town. If you cau uae him 
there, you will do me a favor, and prohably save his life, 
which is at present in great peril from the hands of the 
younger memhers of your Christian and highly civilized race 
wbo attend the eniightened Bchoola in San Francisco. 

He has acquired some singular habits and customs from 
his expeiience of Wang's profession, which he foUowed for 
Bome years, until he became too large to go in a hat, or 
be produoed from hia father's aleeve. The money you left 
with me has been expended on his education ; he has goue 
through the Tri-literal Classics, but, I think, without much 
benefit. He knows but little of Coiifucius, and absolutely 
Dothing of Mencius. Owing to the negligence of his 
father, he associated, perhaps, too much with American 
children, 

I ehouid have anewered your letter befote, by poat, but 
I thought that Wan Lee himself would be a better raes- 
Benger for thia. Yours reapectfully, 

Hop Sing, 



And this was the long-delayed answer to my letter to 
Hop Sing. But where was " the bearor" ? How was the 
letter delivered ? I Bummoned hastily the foreman, printers, 
and Office boy, but without eliciting anything ; no one had 
«een the letter delivered, nor knew anything of the bearer. 
A few days later I had a visit from my laundryman, 
MKi. 

" You wantee debbil ? All lightee ; me catchee him." 
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He retarned in a few momente with a brighUlooking 
ChineBe hoj, about ten years old, with whoee appeannce 
and general intelligenc« I naa eo greatlj impressed tfaat I 
engaged bim on the spot Wben the buainess was c 
cluded, I aaked bis name. 

" Wan Lee," said the boy. 

" What ! Are yoa the boy sent out by Hop Singa 
What the devil do you meaa by not Coming bete befai 
and bow did you deliver tbat letter ? " 

Wan Lee looked at me and laughed. " Me pitcbee 
top aide Window," 

I did not understand. He looked for a moment pe? 
plexed, and then, anatching tbe letter out of my band, ran 
down the stairs. After a moment'e pause, to tny great 
astonialiment, the letter came flying in at tbe window, 
circled twico around the room, and tben dropped gentiy like 
a hird upon my table. Before I had got over my surprise 
Wan Lee rcappeared, Bmiled, looked at the letter and tben 
at me, eaid, " So, John," and tben remained gravely silent. 
I Said nothing further, but it was understood that this was 
bis first ofbcial act. 

Hia next Performance, I grieve to say, was not attended 
with equal auccesB. One of ouv regulär paper-carriera feil 
sick, and, at a pinch, Wan Lea waaordered to fill bis place, 
To prevont mistakea he waa shown over the route tho 
previoue evening, and supplied at about daylight with the 
uaual numbur of subscribere' copies. He returned after an 
houT, in good spirits and witbout the papers. He had 
delivered them all he eaid. 

Unfortunately for Wan Lee, at about eight o'clock indig- 
nant subscribera began to atrive at tbe Office, They had 
wvoived their copies ; but bow ? In the form of hard- 
preaeed cannon-balls, delivered by a aingle shot and a mere 
timr de force through the glosa of bedroora Windows. 
They had received them füll in the face, like a 1 
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I -if they happened to be up and stirriag ; they had received 
theni in quarter sheete, tucked in at eepaiate wiodüWB ; 
they had found them in the chimoey, piuned agaiiist the 
door, shot through attic Windows, delivered in long alips 
through conveüient keyholea, etuffed into Ventilators, and 
occupying the aame can with the moming's milk. One 
Bubscribor, who waited for Bome time at the office dcior, to 
have a personal interview with Wan Lee {then comfortably 
locked in my bedroom), told me, with tears of rage in his 
eyes, that he had been awakened at five o'clock by a most 
hideoTJe yelling bolow his Windows ; that on rising, in great 
BgitatioD, he was slartlod by the suddea appearance of the 
" Northern Star," rolled hard and bent into the form of 
a booineraug or East Indian club, that aaiied into the 
Window, desctibed a numbcr of fiendish circles in the room, 
knooked over the light, slapped the baby's face, " took " 
him (the subscriber) " ia the jaw," and then returned out 
of the Window, and dropped helplessly in the area. During 
the rest of the day wads and stripa of Boiled paper, purport- 
iiig to be copies of the " Northern Star " of that moming's 
issue, were brougbt indjgnaJitly to the ofBce. An admirablo- 
editorial on " The Keaources of Humboldt County," which 
I had constructed the evening before, and which, I have 
leason to believe, might have cbanged the whole balance of 
trade during the ensuing year, and left San Francisco bank- 
mpt at her wharves, was in this way lost to the public. 

It waa deemed advisable for the next three weeks to 
keep Wan Lee closely confined to the printing-ofBce and 
the purely mechanical pait of the business. Here he 
developed a surprising quickness and adaptability, winning 
even the favor and good will of the priuters and foreman, 
who at first looked upon his introduction into the secrets of 
their trade as fraught with the giavest political aignüicance. 
He leamed to set type readily and neatly, his wonderful 

. ikill in manipulation aiding him in the mere mechanical 
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act, and hia ignoranc« of the language confining hitn simply 
to the raechanical effort — confirming the printer's axiom 
tbat the printer who considers or follows the ideae of liia 
copy makes a poor compoeitor. He would set up deliber- 
ately long diatribea against himaelf, composed by his fellow 
Printers, and hung on hia hook as copy, and even euch ahort 
aentences aa " Wan Lee iu the devil's owu imp," " Wan 
Lee ia a Mongoüan rascal," and bring the proof to me with 
happineaa beaming from every tooth aad eatisfaction abining 
in bis huck lebe rry eyas, 

It waa not long, howevcr, before he learued to letaliate 
on hia miechievoua persecutors. I lemeinber one inatance 
in which hia repriaal came vecy near involving me 
serious misunders tan ding. Our foreman'a name was We] 
ster, and Wan Lee presently learned to know and 
nize the individual and comhined letters of bis nan 
was during a polilical campaign, and the eloquent and fiery 
Colonel Starbottle of Siekiyou had delivered an effective 
epeech, which was reported eapecially for the "Northern 
Star." In a very auhlitne peroration Colone! Starbottle 
had Said, " In the language of the godlike Wehster, I 
repeat " — and bere followed the quotfition, which I have 
forgotten. Now, it chanced that Wan Lee, looking over 
the galley after it had been revised, aaw the name of hia 
chief persecutor, and, of course, imagined the quotation hia. 
After tbe form was locked up, Wan Lee took advantage 
of Webater's absence to remove the quotation, and Substi- 
tute a thin piece of lead, of the same aize aa the type, en- 
graved with Chinese charact«rs, making a aeutence which, 
I had reason to belieye, was an utter and abjcct confeasion 
of the incapacity and offeasiveness of the Webster family 
generally, and exceedingly eulogiatic of Wau Lee bimseU 
personatly. 

The next morning's paper contatned Colonel Starbottle'a 
apeech in füll, in which it appeared that the " godliko' 
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Webster had on one occaaion uttered hiB thougbta in 
excellent but perfectly enigmatical Chinese. The rage of 
Colonel Statbottle knew no bounda. I have a vivid recol- 
lection of that adniirable man Walking iuto my office and 
demanding a retraction of the atatement. 

" But, my dear eic," I asked, " are you willing to deny, 
over your own sjgnature, that Webater ever uttered auch a 
Bentence ? Dare you deny that, with Mr. Wehater'a well- 
known attainments, a knowledge of Chinese might not have 
been among the number ? Are you ivilling to submit a 
tranalation suitable to the capacity of our readers, and deny, 
upon your honor as a gentleman, that the late Mr. Web- 
ster ever uttered such a eentiraent ? If you are, air, I am 
■willing to pnbliah jour denial." 

The Colonel was not, and left, highly indignant, 

"Wehster, the foreman, took it more coolly. Happily he 
■was unaware that for two days after, Chinamen from the 
laundrieB, from the gulchea, from the kitchece, looked in 
the front office door with facea beaming with sardonic de- 
light; that tbree hundred extra copiea of the " Star" were 
ordeted for the waab-houaea on the river. He ou!y knew 
that during the day Wan Lee occasionally went off into 
convulsive apasma, and that he waa obliged to kick bim into 
consciousnesa again. Ä week after the occurreuce I caUed 
Wan Lee into my office. 

" Wan," I Said graveiy, " I ahould like you to give 
me, for my own personal aatisfaction, a tranalation of that 
Chinese sentence which my gifted countryman, the late 
godlike Webster, uttered upon a public occaaion." Wan 
Lee looked at me intently, and then the alightest poaaible 
twinkle crept into hia black eyea. Then he replied, with 
equal gravity, — 

" Miebtel Webstel, — he say : ' China boy makee me 
belly mucb foolee. China boy makee me heap aick.' " 
Which I have reason to think was true. 




274 WAN LEE, THE FAGAN 

But I fear I am giving but one side, and not the best, of 
Wan Lee'a character, As he imparted it to me, bis Lad 
been a hard life. He had known scarcely any cbüdhood — 
be bad no recoUection of a father or motber. Tbe conjurer 
Wang bad broagbt bim up. He bad apent tbe first 
yeara of bis life in appearing from baaket«, in dropping out 
of bats, in climbing ladders, in piitting bis little limbs out 
of Joint in poaturing. He bad lived in au atmospbere of 
trickery and deception ; be bad leamed to look upoQ tiian- 
kind aa dupes of tbeir senaea ; in fine, if he had tbougbt 
at all, be would bave been a skeptic ; if he bad been a little 
older, he would bave been a cynic ; if be had been older 
still, be vould have been a pbilosopber. As it was, be was 
a little imp ! A good-natured imp it was, too, — an irap 
wboBe moral nature bad never been awakened, an imp up 
for a boliday, and williiig to try virtue aa a diveraion. I 
don't know that he bad any Spiritual nature ; he was Tery 
Buperstitioue ; he carried äbout with him a liideous little 
porcelain god, wbicb be was in tbe habit of alt«rnately 
reviling and propitiftting. He was too intelligent for tbe 
commouer Chinese vices of stealing or gratuitous lying. 
Whatever discipline be practiced was taugbt by bis intel- 
lect. 

I am inelined to think that bis feelinga were not alto- 
getber uuimpressible, — altbougb it was almost impoasible 
to extract an expression from bim, — and I conscientiously 
believe he became attacbed to tbose tbat were good to bim. 
Wbat be migbt have become under more favorable con- 
ditions tban tbe bondsman of an overworked, underpaid 
literary man, I dou't know ; I only kuow tbat tbe scant, 
irregulär, impulsive kiiidnesses tbat I abowed bim were 
gratefuUy received. He was vety loyal and patient — two 
qualities rare in tbe average American servant. He was 
like Malvolio, " sad and civil" witb me ; only once, and 
tben under great piovocation, do 1 remember of bis exbibit- 
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ing any impatience. It was my habit, after leaving the 
ofRce at night, to take htm with me to niy roonis, aa 
happy aftertbought in 
to mo before the paper 
n scribbling away past 
Lee, and had become 
a chair near my door, 
plaiu- 



> soymg, 1 



the bearer of any aupplei 

the editorial way, that might occut 

went to presB. One night I had he 

the usual hour of dismissiiig Wan 

quite obiivious of bis preEence in 

when Biiddenly I became awaro of i 

tive accents, something that aounded like " Chy Lee." 

I faced around stemly. 

" What did you say ? " 

"Me aay, 'Chy Lee,'" 

" Well ? " I said impatiently. 

" You sabe, ' How do, John ' ? " 

" Yea." 

" You sabe, ' So long, John ' ? " 

" Yea." 

" Well, ' Chy Lee ' allee same ! " 

I underatood him quite plainly. It appeared that " Cliy 
Lee " was a form of " good-night," and that Wan Lee was 
anxioiis to go homn. But an instinct of mischief which I 
fear I possessed in common with him, impelled me to aft aa 
if obiivious of the hint. I muttered something about not 
imderstanding him, and again bent over my work. In a 
few minutes I heard his wooden shoes pattering patheti- 
cally over the fioor. I looked up. He was standing neat 
the door. 

" You HO sabe, ' Chy Lee ' ? " 

" Ko," I aaid stemly. 

" You sabe muchee big foolee ! — allee aame ! " 

And with thie audacity upon his lipa he fled. The next 
morning, however, he was as meek and patient as before, 
and I did not lecall his offense. Ab a probable peace- 
offeting, he blacked all my boots, — a duty never reqtiired 
of him, — including a pair of buff deetskin slippets and 
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behind her to school, carrying her books, — a servic« alw»ys 
fraught with danger to him from the little banda of bis 
Caucäsian Christian brotberä. He made her tbe most 
marvelous toys; be would cut out of carrots and tumipa 
the vaost astonishing roses ond tulips; be made lifelike 
chiokens out of melon-seeds ; he conatructed fans ond kitea, 
and waa eingularly proticient ia tbe making of dolla' paper 
dresses. On the othei band she played and sang to bim ; 
taugbt bim a tbousand little prettineeses and refinemeiits 
only known to girls; gave bim a yellow ribbon for bis 
pigtail, as best suiting bis complexion ; read to bini ; sbowed 
him whereia he was original and valuable ; took bim to 
Sunday - school witb her, against the precedents of the 
school, and, small-woinanlike, triumphed. I wiab I could 
add bere, that sbe efTscted his conversion, and made him 
givB up bis porcelain idol, but I am telling a true story, and 
this little girl was quite content to fill bim witb her own 
Christian goodness, witbout lettiug him know that be was 
cbangod. So they got along very well togetber — tbie little 
Christian girl, with her shining cross hanging around her 
plump, white, little neck, and this dark little Fagan, with 
bis bideous porcelain god bidden away in his bloust. 

There were two days of that eventful year wbich will 
long be remembered in San Francisco, — two days wheu a 
mob of her Citizens set upon and killed unarmed, defense- 
lesa foreigners, because they were foreigners and of anotbei 
race, reügion, and color, and worked for what wages 
tbey could get, There were some public men so timid 
that, seeing this, they thought that the end of the world 
had come ; there were some eminent statesmen, wbose 
names I am asbamed to write bere, wbo began to think 
that tbe passage in the Constitution which guarantees 
civil and religious liberty to every Citizen or foreigner waa 
a miatake. But tbere were also some men wbo were not 
eo ■asily fnghtened, and in twenty-four boura we had,J 
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thinga so arranged that the timid men could wring their 
handa in safety, and the eminent statesmen ntter their 
doubts without hurting anybody or anything. And in the 
midst of this I got a note from Hop Sing, asking me to 
orae to him immediately. 
I tound bis warehouse cloaed and strongly gnarded liy 
t tha police againat any possible attack of the rioterB, Ho]; 
I Sing admitted me through a barred grating witb bis usus! 
\ imperturbable calm, but, aa it seemed to me, witb mnre 
i tban bis uaual seriouaness. Without a word be took my 
t liand and led ma to the rear of the room, and thence down- 
' Btairs into tbe basement. It was dimly lighted, but tbere 
Bometbing lying on tbe floor covered by a ahawl, As 
I approacbed, he drew tbe sbawl away witb a BUdden ges- 
ture, and revealed Wan Lee, tbe Pagan, lying tbere dead ! 

Dead, my reverend frienda, dead ! Stoned to death in 
the atreets of San Francisco, in the year of grace, eigbteen 
hundred and sixty-nine, by a mob of balf-grown boya and 
Christian scbool-cbildren I 

Ab I putmy band reverently upon bis breast, I feit aome- 
tfaing crambling beneatb bis blouae. I looked jnqniringly 
at Hop Sing. He put bis band between tbe folds of ailk, 
aad drew out sometbing witb tbe tirat bitter smile I bad 
ever seen on tbe face of that Pagan gentleman, 

It was Wan Lee's porcelain god, cruahed by a atone from 
r. the banda of those Cbristian icoaoclaats I 




The 6rat iotimation given of the eccentricity of the tes- 
tator waa, I think, in the spring of 1854. He waa at 
that time in possession of a considerable property, heavily 
mortgBged ta one friend, and a wife of some attractioa, 
on whose affections another friend held an eneumbering 
lien. One day it was found that he had secretly dug, or 
caused to be dug, a deep trap befure the front door of 
hie dneiling, into which a few friends, in the course of the 
evening, casually and tamiliarly dropped. Thia circum- 
stance. slight in itself, seemed to point io the existence of 
a certain humor in the man, which might eTcntually get 
into literature, altlioiigh his wife's lover— a man of qaick 
disceroment, whose leg waa hroken hy the fall — took other 
views. It was scme weeka later that, while dining with 
certain other friends of hia wife, he excused himself from 
the table to quietly reappear at the front vrindow with a 
three-quarter-inch hydraulic pipe, and a stieam of water 
projected at the afsembied Company. An att«mpt waa 
made to take public cognizance of this, but a majurity of 
the Citizens of Eed Dog who wem not at the dinner, 
decided that a man had a right to choose hia own methoda 
of diverting his Company. Severtheless, there wete some 
hints of his insanity ; his wife recatled other acta clearly 
attribulable to dementia ; the crippied lover aigued from 
his own experience that the iaK^ty of her Umhs could 
only be secured by leaving her hasband's honse ; and the 
mortgagee, fearing a further damage to his property, fore- 
dosed. Bat here the cause of all this anxiety took i 
into his own ha Is, and disappeared. 
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"Wien we nest heard from him, he Lad, in aome mysto- 
rious way, been reÜeved alike of bis wife and property, aad 
vaa living alone at BiOckvills, fifty milea away, and editing 
a newspaper. But that originality he had displayed when 
dealing with the problems of his owo private life, whea 
applied to politics in the columna of the " Kockville Van- 
guajd " was eingularly unsuccesafiil. An amusing exagger- 
ation, puiporting to be an exact accouat of the manner in 
which the opposing candidat« had murdered hia Ciiineae 
laundryman, was, I regret to say, answered only by assault 
and battery. Ä gratuitous and purely imaginative descrip- 
tion of a great religioua revival in Calaveras, in which the 
ßberiff of the county — a notorionsly profane skeptic — was 
alleged to have been the chief eihorter, resulted only in the 
withdrawal of the county advertising from the paper. In 
the midst of this practical confusion he snddenly died. It 
waa then discovered, as a crowning proof of hia absurdity, 
that he had left a will, bequeathing bis entire effects to a 
freckle-faced maid eervant at the Bockville Hotel. But that 
dbaurdity became serioua when it waa also discovered that 
amoDg these effects were a thousand sharee in the Bising 
Sun Mining Co., which, a day or two aft«r hia demiae, and 
while people were still laughing at hia grotesque benefaction, 
Buddealy sprang iato opulence and cetebrity. Three mil- 
liooa of dollaia waa roughly eatimated as the value of the 
estate thua wantonly sacriflced ! For it is only fair to State, 
aa a juat tribute to the enterprise and energy of that young 
and thriving aettlement, that there waa not probably a 
Single Citizen who dtd not feel himself bettei able to control 
the deceased huraorist's property. Some had expressed a 
doubt of their ability to support a family j othera had feit 
perhapa too keenly the deep responaibility resting upon them 
Then choaen from the panet aa Jurors, and had evaded their 
public duties ; a few had declined office and a low salary ; 
but no one ahrank from the poasibility of having bepii aiWi-d 
upon to asflume the functiona of Poggy Moffat — the heiresa. 
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The will was conteated. Firet by the widow, wbo, it now 
appeared, had Eever been legally divorced from the deceased ; 
next by four of his couains, who awoke, only too lata, to a 
consciousneBa of his moral and pecuniary worth. But tha 
humble legatee — a singularly piain, unpretending, uoed- 
ucated Western girl — exhibited a dogged pertinacity in 
claiming her rights, She rejected all compromiaes, A 
rough Hense of justice in the comraunity, while doubting 
her ability to take care of the whole fortune, suggested that 
ehe ought to be content with three bundred thousand dol- 
lara. " She 's bound to throw even that away on eome 
demed skunk of a man, natoorally ; but three millions is 
too mucli to give a chap for laakin' her onhnppy. It's 
offering a temptation to cuasedneaa." The onlj opposing 
voice to this counsel came from the sardonic Ups of Mr. 
Jack Hamtin. " Suppose," suggested that gentleman, tum- 
ing abruptly on the Speaker, — " suppose, when you won 
twenty thousand dollars of me last Fridaj night — suppose 
that instead of handing you over the money as I did — 
suppose I 'd got up on iny hind lega and said, ' Look yer, 
Bill Wethersbee, you 're a damned fool. If I give ye that 
twenty thousand you '11 throw it away in the first skin game 
in 'Frisco, and hand it over to the first short card-sharp 
you '11 meet. There 'a a thousand — enough for you to 
fling away — take it and get ! ' Suppose what I 'd eaid to 
you was the frozea truth, and you 'd know'd it — would 
tbat have been the Square thing to play on you ? '' But 
here Wethersbee quickly pointed out the inefiiciency of the 
coniparison by stating tbat he had woa the money fairly 
with a stake. " And how do you know," demanded Hamlin 
eavagely, bending his hlack eyes on the astouaded casuiat, — 
" how do you know tbat the gal hei n't put down a stake ? " 
The man stammered an uniutelligible reply. The gamblet 
laid bis white hand on Wethersbee's Shoulder. "Look yet, 
old man," he said, "every gal st^es her Kholt pile — 
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ean bet your life on that — whatever 'a her little game. If 

she took to keerda iiistead of her feelings — if abe 'd put up 

'cliips' instead o' boJy and eoul, ehe 'd bust every bank 

H^'twixt thia aud 'Frisco ! You hear me ? " 

^B Somewhat of this idea was conveyed, I fear not quite 

^mta aentimentally, to Feggy Moffat herseif. The best l^al 

^Bwiädom of San Francisco retained by the widow and rela- 

^Ktives took occasion, in a private interview with Feggy, to 

^P^int out that she stood in the quasi-criminal attitude of 

having unlawfuUy practiced upon the affections of an insane 

elderly gentleman, with a view of getting possession of hia 

property, and suggested to her that no vestige of her moral 

character would remain after the trial — if she persisted in 

forcing her claims to that iaaue, It is said that Peggy, on 

heaiing this, stopped washing the plate she bad in her 

ihands, and, twisting the towel around her fingere, fixed her 
iuiail pale hlue eyea at the lawyer. 
" And ez that the kind o' chirpin' the crittera keep 
np?" 
" I regtet to say, my dear young lady," reaponded the 
lawyer, " that the world ia censorious. I laust add," he 
continued, with engaging frankness, "that we professional 
lawyera are apt to study the opinion of the world — and 
that auch will be the theory of — o«r aide." 

"Theo," Said Peggy stoutly, "ez I allow I've got to go 
into court to defend my character, I might aa well pack 
in them three mtUions too." 

There is hearsay evidence that Feg added to this speech 
a wish and desii« to " hust tbe crust " of her traducera, and, 
remarking that " that was the kind of hairpin " she was, 
closed the conversation with an unfortunate accident to the 
plate, that left a severe contusion on the legal brow of her 
companion. But this story, populär in the bat-rooms and 
gulches, lacked confirmation in higher circles. Setter au- 
bhenticated was the legend related of an interview witJi bei 



284 AN HEIRESS OF RED BOG H 

OWD lawyer. That geutleman had pointed out to her ths 
advantage of being able to show eome reasonable cauM for 
the eingular generoajtj of the testator. 

"Although," he continued, "the law doea not go back 
of tbe will for reason or cause for ita provisions, it would be 
a atrong point with the judge and jury — particularly if the 
theory of insanity were set up — for üb to show that the 
act was logical and natural, Of coiirao you bare — I speak 
confidentially, Miss Moffat — certain ideas of your own why 
the late Mr. Byways was so smgularly generoua to you." 

" No, I have n't," said Peg decidedly. 

"Think ^ain. Had he not expressed to you — you 
underetand that tbia ia confidential between üb, although I 
proteat, my dear young lady, that I see no reason why it 
ahould not he made public — bad he not given utterance 
to sentiments of a nature consistent with some future 
matrimonial relations ? " But here Miss Peg'a large mouth, 
which had been slowly relaxing over her irregulär teeth, 
stopped him. 

" If you mean he waoted to marry me — r 

"1 aee. But were there any conditions — of course y 
know the law takea no cognizance of any not expreeeed in. 
the will ; but still, for the sake of mere corroboration of 
the bequest — do you know of any conditions on which he 
gave you the property ? " 

" Tou mean, did he want anything in retum ? " 

" Exactly, my dear young lady." 

Peg'a face on one aide tumed a deep magenta color, oal 
the other a lighter cherry, while her nose was purple, and 
her forebead an Indian red. To add to the efiect of this 
awkward and discompoaing dramatic exhibition of embar- 
raaament, ehe began to wipe her hands on her dress, and 
aat ailent. 

'* I understand," said tbe lawyer haatily. " Ko mMvt-^ 
the conditions were fulfilled." 
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•'No," Said Peg amazedly; "how could they be vmtil he 



^B iras 

^^ It was the lawyer's tum to color and grow embarrassed. 
^H " He did say something, and make some conditioiis,'' con- 
^K tinued Feg, 'with a certain firmness through her awknard- 
^F nesB ; " but that 's nobody's busiiiess but mine and his'n. 

And it'a no call o' jours or theirs." 

" But, my dear Miaa Moffat, if theao very oonditions 

were proofs of his right mind, you aurely would not object 

to make them known, if only to enable you to put yourself 

in a condition to carry thera out." 

" But," Said Peg cunningly, " 'spose you and the Court 

Ididn't think 'em satiafactory ? 'Spose you thougbt 'em 
queer ? Eh ? " 
With this helpless liniitation on the part of the defense, 
tbe case came to trial. Everybody remembera it ; how for 
Bis weeks it was the daily food of Calaveras County ; how 
for six weeks tbe intellectual and moral and spiritual com- 
peteney of Mr. Jaraea Bywaya to dispose of his property 
was discussed with learned and formal obacurity in the 
Court, and vith unlettered and independent prejudice by 
camp-firea and in bar-roons, Ät the end of Ihat time, 
when it was logically eatabliahed that at leaat nine tenths 
of the Population of Calaveraa were harmless lunatics, and 
everybody elae's reason eeemed to totter on ita throne, an 
exhausted jury succumbed ooe day to the presence of Peg 
in the court-room. It was not a preposseGsicg prosence at 
any time ; but the eKcitcmeßt, and an injudicious attempt 
to omament heraelf, brought her defects into a glaring relief 
that was alraoat unreal. Every freckle on her face atood 
out and aaaerted itself aingly ; her pale blue eyea, that gave 
no indication of her force of character, were weak and 
Wandering, or stared blankly at the judge ; her over-sized 
bead, broad at the baae, terrainating in the scantieat pos- 
uble light-colored braid in the middle of her narrow shoul' 
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ders, was as hard and uninteresting ae the wooden spher«« 
that topped the railing against which ahe aat, The jiiry, 
who for flix weeks had had her described to them by the 
plaintiffs as an arch, wily enchantreas, who had eapped the 
failing reasoti of Jim Bywaye, revolted to a man. There 
was Bomething ho appallingly gratuitoua in her plainnesa, 
tbat it waa feit that three milliona was ecarcely a competi- 
Gation for it. " £f tbat monej was give to her, she earoed 
it sure, boys ; it was n't no softuess of the old man," said 
the foreman. When the Jury retired, it was feit that ehe 
had cleared her character. When they reentered the rooni 
with their verdict, it was known that she had been awarded 
three milliona damages for ite defamation, 

She got the money. But those wbo had confidently ex- 
pected to se« her equander it wers diaappointed. On the 
contrary, it was presently whispered that abe was exceed- 
ingly penurioQS. That admirable womon, Mrs. Stiver of 
Eed Dog, who accompanied her to San Francisco to assist 
her in making purchases, was loud ia her indignation. 
" She cares more for two bita * than I do for five dollars. 
She would n't buy anything at the ' City of Paris ' beeause 
it was ' too expensive,' and at last rigged herseif out, a. per- 
fect guy, at some cheap slop-shopa in Market Street, And 
after all the care Jane and me took of her, giving iip our 
time and experience to her, ahe nevei so miich as niade Jane 
a Single present." Populär opinion, which regarded Mrs 
Stiver's attention as purely apeculative, was not shocked at 
thia unprofitahle denouement ; hut when Peg refused to give 
anything to clear the raortgage off the Presbyterian Church, 
and even declined to take shares in the Union Ditch, con- 
aidered bj many as an equally sacred and aafe investment, 
ehe began to lose favor. Neverthelesa, ehe seemed to be 
as regardless of public opinion aa ehe fand been before the 

trial i took a small house, in which she lived with an old 

1 That is, twenty-five cenH. 
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vornan, who had once been a fellow aervant, on, apparentiy, 
terms of perfect equality, and looked after her money. I 
wiah I could saj that she did thia discieetly, but the fact 
18, she blundered. The same dogged peraistency Bbe had 
diaplayad in claiming her rights was viaible in her ubbuc- 
cessful ventnrea. She sunk two hnndred thousand dollars 
in a worn-out shaft origiually projected by the deceased 
testator. She prolonged the miserable existence of the 
" Bockville Vanguard " long after it had ceased to intereat 
even itä enemies ; she kept the doora of the Bockville 
Hotel opea when its custom had departed ; ehe lost the 
Cooperation and favor of a fellow capitalist thiough a trifling 
misunderatanding in which ehe waa derelict and impeni- 
tent ; ahe had three lawsuita on her handa that could have 
been aettled for a trifle. I not« these defecta to ahow that 
ahe was by no means a heroine. I quote her affair with 
Jack Folinsbee to show that she waa scarcely the average 

That handsome, graceless vagabond had Struck the out- 
akirts of Bed Dog in a cyclone of diasipation, which left him 
a stranded but atill rather intereating wreck in a ruinoua 
cabin not far ftom Feg Moffat'a virgin bower. Pale, crip- 
pled from exceases, with a voice quite tremulous from eym- 
pathetic emotioa more or leas developed by stimulants, he 
lingered languidly, with much time oa hia handa, and only 
B few neighbora. In thia faacinating kind of general dea- 
habille of morals, dreas, and the emotiona, he appeared 
before Peg Moffat. More than that, he occasionally limped 
with her through the settlement. The critical eye of Eed 
Dog took in the aingular pair, — Jack, voluble, Buffering, 
apparentiy overcome by remoTae, conscience, vituperation, 
and diaease; and Peg, open-mouthed, high-colored, awkward, 
yet delighted ; and the critical eye of Bed Dog, seeing this, 
winked meaningly at Rockville. No one knew what paased 
■ between them. But all obaerved that one Summer day Jack 
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drove down the main street of Eed Dog in an open buegy, 
with the heiress of that town beside him. Jack, allzeit a 
triHe shftky, held the reins with something of his old dash ; 
and Mistress Feggy, in an enormous bonnet mth pearl- 
colored ribboiiB, a shade darker tban her hair, holding in 
her ahort pink-gloved fingere a bouquet of yellow roses, 
nbsolutelf glowed crimson in diBtresaful gratification ovet 
tiie dashboard. So theae two fared on — out of the busy 
settlement, into tbe woods, againEt the rosy euuset. Pos- 
Bibly it was not a pretty pioture 5 nevertbelesa, as the dim 
aislee of the solemn pinea opened to receive them, miners 
leaned lipon their spades, and niecbanics stopped in their 
toil to look after them, The critical eye of Ked Dog, per- 
haps from the siin, perhaps (rom the fact that it had itaelf 
once been yonng and dissipated, took on a kindly moisture 
as it gazed. 

The niooii was bigh when tbey returned. ThoBe who 
bad waited to cougratulate Jack oa tbü iiear piospect of b 
favorable change in his fortunes wäre chagriued to find 
that, having seen tbe lady safe home, he had himself de- 
parted from Red l>og. Nothing was to be gaioed from 
Peg, who, on the next day and enauing days, kept the even 
tenor of her way, sunk a thousand or two more in imsuc- 
cessful speculation, and made na change in her habits of 
personal ecoßomy. Woeks paased without any apparent 
sequel to this romantic idyl. Notbing was known definitely 
until Jack, a month later, turned up in Sacramento, with a 
bLUiard-cue in his hand, and a heart overcbarged with 
indignant emotion. " I don't miod saying to you gentle- 
men, in conftdence," aaid Jack, to a circle of eympathizing 
players, — "I don't niiad telting you regarding this thing, 
that I was as soft on that freckled-faced, red-eyed, tallow- 
haired gal as if sbe'd been — a — a — an actress. And I 
don't mind aaying, gentlemen, that, aa far as I understand 
women, she was just as soft 00 me! You kin laugh, 1 
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it 's 80. One day I took her out buggy-riding, — in style, 
too. — and out on the road I offered to do tlie Square thing 
— just aa if she'd been a ladj — ofFered to marry her then 
Kand there ! And what did ahe do ? " said Jack with an 
fcjeterical laugh. " Wiy, blank it all 1 offered me twenty- 
Riva dollars a. week allowance — pay to he stopped when 1 
was n't at home ! " The roar of laughtet that greeted this 
fiank confeasion was htoken by a quiet voice asking, "And 
what did you say ? " " Say ? " screamed Jack. " I just 
told her to — with her money." " They say," continued 
the quiet voice, " that you asked her for the loan of two 
hundied and fifty dollars to get you to Saciamento — and 
that you got it." "WhoBaya so?" roared Jack ; "ahow 
me the blank liar." There was a dead silence. Then the 
posaeasor of the quiet voice, Mr. Jack Hamlin, languidly 
reached under the table, took the chalk, and rubhing the 
end of his billiard-cue, began with gentle gravity ; " It was 
an old fiiend of mine in Sacramento, — a man with a wooden 
leg, a game eye, three fingers an his right band, and a con- 
Bumptive cough. Being unable naturally to back himself, 
ha leaves things to me. So for the sake of argunient," 
continued Hamlin, auddenly laying down bis cue, and üxing 
hia wicked black eyes on the Speaker, " say it 's me .' " 

I am afiBid that this story, whether truthful or not, did 
not tend to increase Peg's popularity in a Community whera 
recklessQesB or generostty condoaed for the absence of all 
the other virtues j and it ia possible also that Ked Dog was 
nomore free from prejudice than other more civilized but 
equally disappointed match-makers. Likewise, during the 
foUowing years, she made several more fooHsh venturea, and 
lost heavily. In fact, a feverish deaire to increaae her störe 
at almost any risk seemed to possesa her. At last it was 
Bunounced that she intended to reopen the infelix Kock- 
ville Hotel, and keep it herseif. Wild as tbia acheme ap- 
in theory, when put into practical Operation there 
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ßeemed to be some cliance of succesa. Much, doubtlesa, was 
owing to her practica! knowlödge of hotel-keeping, but more 
to her rigid economy and untiring industry. Tha mistress 
of millioQS, she cooked, washed, waited on table, ntade the 
beds, and labored like a cominon menjal, Viaitora were 
attracted by thia novel spectacle. The income of the house 
increaseJ aa their respect for the hostess lessened. No 
anecdote of her avarice was too extravagant for current 
belief. It was eveti alleged that sbe bad beea known to 
carry the luggage of gueats to their rooms, that abe tnight 
anticipate the iisual porter'a gratuity. She denied herseif 
the ordinary aecessariea o! life. She was poorly clad, aha 
was ill fed — bvtt the hotel was making tnoney. 

A few hinted at insanity ; othera ahook their heada, and 
Said a curse was entailed on the property. It waa believed 
also, from her appearance, that she could not long survive 
thifi tax on her energies, and already tbere wob discnssioa aa 
to the probable final diapoaition of her property. It waa 
the particular fortune of Mr. Jack Hamlin to be able to aet 
the World right on this and other questions regarding her. 

A atormy Decemher evening had set in when he chanced 
to be a gueat of the Bockville Hotel. He had during the 
past week been engaged in the proaecution of hia nohle 
profesaion at Hed Dog, and had, in the graphic language of 
a coadjutor, " cleared out the town, escept hia fare in the 
pocketa of the atage-driver." The Ked Dog " Standanl " 
had bewailed bis departure in playful obituary verae, begin- 
ning, " Dear Johnny, thou haat left ua," wherein the rhymea 
"bereft na," and "deplore" carried a vague alluaion to 
" a thouaand dollats more." A quiet contentment naturally 
BufFused hia peraonality, and he was more than usually hzy 
and deliberate in hia speech. At midnight, when he was 
about to retire, be waa a little surprieed, however, by a tap 
on his door, followed hy the presence of Mistress Feg 
Moffat, beiress, and landlady of Kockville Hotel. 
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Mr. Harolin, despite his previoua defense of Peg, had no 
liking for her. His fastidious taste rajected her uncomeli- 
nesa ; his habits of thought and lifo were all antagoniatic to 
whaX he had beard of bei oiggardlineGS and greed. Äa she 
etood tbere, in a dirty calico wrapper, still redolent witb the 
day'a cuisiue, crimson with embarraasment and tbe recent 
heat of tbe kitchen ranga, abe certainly was not an alluring 
apparition. Happily for the lateness of the hour, her lone- 
liness, and the infelix reputation of the man befoTe her, she 
was at least a safe one. And I fear tbe very consciousnesa 
;rf this Bcarcely relieved her embarraasment. 

" I wanted to say a few worda to ye alone, Mr. Hamlin," 
ehe began, taking an imoffeied seat on the end of his port- 
manteau, " or I sbould n't hev intruded. But it 's the only 
time I can ketch you, or you me, for I 'm down in the 
kitchen from 8un-up tili now." 

She atopped awkwardly, aa if to listen to the wind which 
was rattljng against tbe windowa, and spreading a film of 
rain against the opaqiie darknesa withont. Tlien, smootb- 
ing her wrapper ovet her kneea, ehe remarked, as if opening 
a deaultory converaation, " Thar 's a power of rain out- 
aide." 

Mr. Hamlin'a only response to thia meteorological obeer- 
vation was a yawn, and a preliminary tug at his coat as he 
m to remove it. 

I thought ye could n't mind doin' me a favor," con- 
ed Peg, with a bard, awkward iaugb ; " partik'ly seein' 
at folks allowed you 'd sorter been a friend o' mine, and hed 
gtood up for me at timea when you hed n't any partikler call 
to do it. I hev n't," she continued, looking down on her 
lap, and following with her finger and thumb a aeam of her 
^wn, — "I bevn't so many friends ez slinga a kind word 
theae timea tbat I disreraeniber them," Her under 
lip quivered a little here, and after vainly hunting for a for- 
gotten bandkarchief, she finally lifted tbe bem of her gown. 
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wiped her snub nose lipon it, but left the tears etill ii 
eyes os ehe raiaed them to the man. 

Mr. Hamlin, who had by this tiiiie divested himself g 
hie coat, stopped unhuttoning hiB waistcoat, and I 
her. 

" Like ez not thar '11 be high water on the North Fork, c 
this rain keeps on," said Feg, as if apologeticalty, looking 
toward the window. 

The other rain haviug ceased, Mr. Hamlin began to u 
button hia waietcoat again, 

" I wanted to ask ye a favor about Mr. — about — Jaü 
Folinsbee," began Peg again, hurriedly. " He 'b ailin' agin*^ 
and ia mighty low. And he 's losin' a heap o' money here 
and thar, atid mostly to you. You cleaned him out of two 
thousand doUars last night — all he had." 

" Well," Said the gambler coldly, 

" Well, I thought az you woz a friend o' mine, I 'd ask y 
to let up a little on him," said Feg, with an afTected lau^ 
" Ton kin do it. Don't let him play with ye.' 

"Miatresa Margaret Moffat," aaid Jack, with lazy delibera- 
tion, taking off hia watch and beginning to wind it np ; " ef 
you 're that much stuck after Jack Folinsbee j/oit kin keep 
him off of me much easier than I kin. You 're a rieh wo- 
man ! Give him enough money to break my bank, or break 
himself for good and all ; but don't keep him foolin' round _ 
me, in hopes to make a raise. It don't pay, Mistress Moffatd 
— it don't pay ! " 

A finer nature than Peg'a would havo misunderstood a 
lesented the garabler'e slang, and the miserable truths tbafl 
underlay it. But ahe coraprehended him inatantly, and a 
hopeleaaly allen t. 

" Ef you '11 take my advice," continued Jack, placing hia 
watch and chain under bis pillow, and quietly unloosing hia 
cravat, "you '11 quit this yer foolin', marry that chap, and 
band over to him the money and the money-makin' tbat'j 
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tdllm' you. He '11 get rid of it aoon enough. I don't say 
this because I expect to git it, for wben he 's got that much of 
a taiae, lie 'II make a breaic for 'Frisco, and lose it to some 
first-olasa sport there. I dou't say neither tbat you may n't 
be in luck enough to reform him. 1 doa't say neither — and 
it 'b a demed sight more likely — that you may n't he luckier 
yet — and he '11 up and die afore he gita rid of your money, 
But I do say you '11 make him happy now ; and ez I recikon 
you 're about ez badly stuck after that chap ez 1 evet 
eaw any woman, you won't he hurtin' your own feelin'a 
either ! " 

The blood left Peg'a face as she looked up. " But that 's 
why I caa't give bim the moaey — and he won't mairy me 
■without it." 

Mr, Hamlin's band dropped from the last button of bis 
waiatcoat. "Can't — give — him — the — money?" he 
xepeated dowly. 

"No." 

"Bocauso — becauBe I love him." 

Mr. Hamlin refauttoned hia waistcoat, and sat down 
patiently on the bed. Peg rose, and awkwardly drew the 
portmanteau a little bit nearer to him. 

" When Jim Bywaya left me thia yer property," ehe 
began, looking cautioualy around, "he left it to me on 
conditione. Mot conditions ez was in bis written will — 
but conditions ez was spoken. Ä promise I made him in 
thia very room, Mr. Kamlia, — thia very room, and on that 
very bed you 're sittia' on, in which he died," 

Like most garabtera, Mr. Hamlin waa aaperatitioua. He 
rose hastily from tho bed, and took a chaii beside the 
Window. The wind ebook it as ü the diacontented spirit of 
Mr. Byways were without, reiuforcing hia laat injunction. 

" I don't know if you remembet him," said Peg feverishly. 
" He waa a man ez bed auffered. All that he loved — wife, 
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fammerlj, friends — fand gone back oa bim ! He tried to 
make ligbt of it afore folk ; but with me, being t> poor gal, 
he let himaelf out. I never told anybody thia — I don't 
kuow why be told me — I don't know," continued Peg with 
a sniffle, " why be wanted to make me unhappy too. But 
he made me promise that if he left me bis fortune I 'd netier 
— never, ao belp me, God — never sbare it with any man or 
woman that I loved ! I did a't tbink it would be hard to 
keep that promiae then, Mr. Hamlin, for I was very poor, 
and hed a't a friend nor a living bein' that was kind to msifl 
hut him." ■ 

" But you Ve aa good as brokeu your promise already,*^ 
aaid Hamlia ; " you 've given Jack money — aa I know." 

" Only what I made myaelf ! Listen to me, Mr. Hamlin, 
Wben Jack propoaed to me, I offered bim about what I kal- 
kÜated I could eam myself. When he went away, and waa 
aick and in trouble, I came here and took this hotel. I knew 
that by hard work I could make it pay. Don't laugh at me, 
please. I did work hard, and did make it pay — without 
takin' one cent of tbe fortin'. And all I made, workin' by 
night and day, I gave to him. I did, Mr. Hamlin, I ain't 
30 hard to him as you tbink ; though I might be kindcr, I 

Mr. Hamlin roae, deliberately resumed his coat, watch, 
hat, and overcoat. When he waa completely dreased again, 
he tumed to Peg. 

" Do you meau to aay that you 've been givin' all tb( 
money you make here to thia A 1 firBt-cIasa cheiubim ? '' 

" Yes, but he did n't know where Igot it. Mr. Hamlia 
he did a't know that ! " 

" Do I understand you that he 's bin bucking agin E 
with the money that you laieed oa hash ? And you makitt 
the hash ? " 

' But he did n't know that — he would n't hev took it j| 
1 "d told him." 
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" Ifo ; he 'd hev died fust ! " said Mr. Hamlia gravely. 
" Why, he 's that sensitive — ia Jack Folinsbee — that it 
nearly kilU him to take inoney even of -me. But where 
does this angel reside when he is n't fightin' the tiger, and 
is, Bo to apeak, viaible to the naked eye ? " 

"He — he — stops here," said Feg, with an awkward 
blusb. 

" I see. Might I ask the number of hia room, or should 
I be a — disturbing him. in his meditations ? " continued 
Jack Hamiin with grave politeness. 

" Oh, tben you 'U promise ? And you '11 talk to him, 
and make htm, promise ? " 

" Of cöursB," Said Hamiin qiiietly. 

" And you '11 remember he 'a sick — very sick ? Hia 
Toom's No. 44, at the end of the hall. Perhaps I had 
bettei go with you ? " 

"I'llfindit." 

" And you won't be too hard on him ? " 

" I '11 be a father to him," said Hamiin demurely, as he 
opened the door and stepped into the hall. But he hesi- 
tttted a moment, and then turoed and gravely held out hia 
band. Feg took it timidly ; he did not seem quite in 
eameat — and his black eyea, vainly queationed, indicated 
nothing. But he shook her hand warmly, and the next 
moment was gone. 

He found the room with no difBculty. A faint cough 
from within, and a querulous proteat, answered his knock. 
Mr. Hamiin entered without further ceremony. A eicken- 
ing smell of drugs, a palpahle flavor of atale disaipation, 
and the wasted figare of Jack Folinsbee, half dreaaed, 
extended upon the bed, greeted him. Mr. Hamiin was, 
for an instant, atartled. There were hoUow circles round 
the sick man'a eyea, there was palsy in his trembling limbs, 
there was diasolution in his feverish hreath. 

" What 's up ? " he asked huskily and nervoualy. 
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" I am ; and I want you to get up too." 

" I can't, Jack. I 'm regularly done up." He reachod'j 
his shaking band toworda a glasa half fiUed witb auspicioui,| 
pungent^smelling liquid, but Mr. Hamlm etayed it. 

" Do you want to get back that two tbousaad dollars yoa 
lost ? " 

"Yee." 

" Well, get up and marry that woman downataira." 

Folinabee laughed half hyaterically, half aardoDically, 

" She won't give it to me." 

"No, but /will." 

" You ? " 

" Yea." 

Folinsbee, wjth an attempt at a recklesB laugh, rose, 
trembling and with difflculty, to his swollen feet. Hamlin 
eyed him narrowly, and tbsn bade bim lie down again. 
" To-morrow will do," be aaid, " and tben " — 

" If I don't " — 

" If you don't," reaponded Hamlin, " why, I '11 juBt 
wado in and eiit you out ! " 

But on ths morrow Mr. Hamlin was spared that poa- 
aible act of disloyalty. For in the night the alteady 
hesitating apirit of Mr. Jack Folinsbee took fligbt on the 
wiugs of the soutbeast storm. When or how it happened, 
nobody knew. Wbether thia last excitement and the near 
proapect of matrimony, or whether an over-doae of ano- 
dyne had hastened bis end was never known. I only 
know that when they came to awaken hiin the nest mom- 
ing, the best that was left of him — a face etill beautiful 
and boyiike — looked up tearful at the eyee of Peg Moffat, 
" It aerves nie right — it 's a judgmeot," abe said in a low 
whiaper to Jack Hamlin ; " for God knew that I 'd broken 
my Word and willed all my property to him." 

She did not long survive him. Whether Mr. Hamlin 
ever clothed witb action the Suggestion indicated 



I 



AN HEIBESS OF B£D DOO 297 

Bpeech to the lamented Jack that night is not on record. 
He was always her friend, and on her demise became her 
execttMr. But the bulk of her property was left to a dis- 
tant relation of handsome Jack Folinsbee^ and so passed 
out of the contiol of Bed Dog f orever. 




Hk llved beside a. river that eniptied into a great ocean. 
Tlio narrow atrip of land that l&j between him and the 
aatuary wtta covered at liigh tide by a Bhioing film of water, 
kt low tido with ttie cast-up offerings of sea and ahore. Ixigs 
yot groen, and aaplings waahed away from Inland banks, 
Iwttiiired frogniente of wr«cks snd orange crotes of bamboo, 
brokon into tiiiy raft«, yet odorous with their lost freight, 
lay in long successive curves — the frioges and over-lappingB 
of the sea, At high noon the shadow of a sea-gull's wieg, 
or a atidduu Aurry and gray equall of aandpipers, themselves 
but shadows, was all that broke the moootonous gUre of 
t]iD leve) aands. 

He had lived Ihere alone for a twelvemonth. Althougfa 
but a fewmilos from a thriving settlement, during tbattime 
bis Tutiifinient bad never becn intruded upon, hb seclusion 
i«maiu«d uabroken. In any other Community be migbt 
have been the subject of rumor ot criticism. but the minen 
«t Camp Rog\iä and the tradera at Trinidad Head, themselTcs 
fndividiial and eccentric, were profoundly imdifierent to all 
othoT fitrnis of micentricity or beterodoxy that did not come 
iu oontact with th^ own. And OBrtsinly there wu do fonn 
of «eoMitricity Ivss aggnssire than tbat cl a hemit, bad &ey 
«tKMMt to give bim that appellatton. Bnt ÜMty did not 
•nn do that, probahly from lack of iatuMt or pta up üao. 
T» th« wious traders who suppli«d bis unall vuit« ha «m 
kaown H "Kernel," '^Judge," and "Boss." To IW 
gwMnl pnUie "Tb« Uan on the Bcoch" 
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Bufficiently diatinguishing title. Hia narae, bis occupation, 
rank, or antecedents, noboJy cared to inquire. Whether 
this arose from a fear of reciprocal inqiiiry and interest, or 
from the profound indifference before referred to, I caunot say. 
He did not look Üke a herniit, A man jet young, erect, 
■well dreased, clean Hhavsti, with a low voice, and a smile 
half inelancholj, half cynical, was ecarcely tbe conventional 
idea of a, solitary. His dwelling, a nide improvemeat on a 
fiBherman'e cablo, bad all the severe exterior simplicity of 
frontier arcbitecture, but within it was comfortable and 
wholesome, Three rooms — a kitoben, a ÜTing-room, and 
B bedroom — were all it contaioed. 

•He had lived there long enough to Bee tbe diiU monotony 
of one eeaaon lapse into the dull monotony of the other. 
Tbe bieak northweat trade-winda had brought him mominga 
of Htaring sunlight and nighta of fog and silence.' The 
warmer southweBt trades had brought him clouds, rain, and 
tbe transient glorie» of quick grassea and odorous beach 
bloasome. But summer or winter, wet or dry season, on 
one aide roae alwaya tbe sharply deiined hilla with their 
changeleas background of evei^eens ; on tbe other aide 
stretcbed alwaya the illimitable ocean, as abarply deüned 
agsinst the horizon and aa unchanging in ita hue. Tbe 
onaet of spring and autumn tides, eome changes among bis 
featbered neiglibors, the footprints of certain wild animala 
along the river'a bank, and the hanging out of parti-colored 
eignala from the wooded hillside far inland helped him to 
record the slow montha. 'Oa aummet aftemoons, when the 
Buu Bank behind a bank of fog that, raoving solemnly abore- 
ward, at laat encompaflaed him and blotted öut aea and aky, 
bis iaolation was complete. The damp gray aea tbat flowed 
above and around and about him alwaya aeemed to shut 
out an intangible worid beyond, and to be the only real 
preaence, The booming of breakera acarce a dozen roda 
from hia dwelling was but a vague and «nintelligible aound, * 
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or the echo of somethiug past forever. Eveiy morning 
when the aun tore away the misty ciirtain he awoka, dazed 
and bewildered, as upon a. new world. The flrst sense of 
oppression over, he came to love at last this subtle spirit 
of oblivion ; and at night, when its cloudy wings were folded 
over hiB cabin, he would sit alone with a. seiise of seeurity 
he had never feit before. Oa such occasions he was apt 
to leave bis door open, and listen as for footateps ; for what 
might not eome to him out of thia vague, nebuloua world 
beyond ? Perhape even ske ; for this stränge solitary was 
not insane nor visionary. He was never in spirit alone. 
For night and day, sleoping or waking, pacing the beach 
or crouching over hia driftwood fire, a woman'a face was 
alwaya before him, — the face for whose sake and for cause 
of whom he sat there atone. He saw it in the moming 
Bunlight ; it was her white handa tbat were lifted from the 
crested breakera ; it was the mstling of her skirt whea the 
sea-wind ewept through the beach - graeses ; it was the 
loving whisper of her low yoice when the long wavea sank 
and died among the aedge and rushea. She was as 
omnipreseut aa aea and sky and level sand. Hence, when 
the fog wiped them away, she seemed to draw closer to 
him in the darkness. On one or two more gracious nights 
in midaummer, when the influence of the fervid noonday 
Bun was still feit on the heated saada, the wann breaih 
the fog touched hts cheeks as if it had been hera, and 
teara started to bis eyes. 

Before the fogs came — for he arrived there in winter 
he bad found aurceaae and rest in the eteady glow of a 
lighthouse upon the little promontory a league below bis 
h abitat ion. Even on the darkest nighta, and in the 
tumulta of storm, it spoke to him of a patience that was 
enduring and a steadfastness that was immutable. Lal«r 
on he foiind a certain dunib companionship in an uprooted 
' tree, which, floating down the river, had stranded hopelessl' 
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lipon bis beach, but in the evening bad again drifted away. 
Bowing acrosa tbe estuary a day or two aftetward, ha 
lecognized the tree again from a " blaze" of the eettler'fl axs 
still upon ite trunk. He was not Burprised a week later ta 
find the same tree in the sanda before bis dwelling, or that 
the nest morning it should be again launcbed on ita pur- 
poselesB wanderinga. And so, inipelled by wind or tide, 
but always haunting hia aeclusioo, be would tneet it 
voyaging np the river at the flood, or aee it tosaing among 
the breakera on the bar, but always with the confidence of 
ita returning aooncr or later to an anchorage beaide him. 
After the third montb of bis aelf-imposed exile, he was 
forced into a more human companionahip, that waa brief 
but regulär. Ke was obliged to have m^nial aasiatanca. 
While he might have eaten bis bread " in sorrow " careleasly 
and mechanically, if it bad been prepared for bim, the oc- 
cupation of cooking hia onn food brought the vulgarity and 
materialneBS of existence so near to bis morbid sensitiveness 
that be could not eat the meal he bad himaelf prepared. 
He did not yet wiah to die, and when starvation or aociety 
seemed to be the only alteroative, be chose tbe latter. Ad 
Indien woman, so bideous as to acarcely suggeat humanity, 
st Btated timea performed for him tbeae ofiicea. Wben she 
did not come, wbicb waa not infrequent, he did not eat. 

Such was the mental and physical condition of The Man 
cm the Beach on January 1, 1869. 

It wa« a atill, brigbt day, following a week of rain and 
wind. Low down the horizon still lingered a few white 
flecks — the flying squadrons of the atorm — aa vague as 
distAnt sails, Soutbward the barbor-bar whitened occa- 
sionally but lazily ; even tbe turbulent Pacific swell Btretched 
ita lengtb wearily upon the ehore. And toiling from the 
eettlement over the low aand-dunes, a carriage at last halted 
half a mile from the solitary's dwelling. 
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" I recken ye '11 bev to git out bere," Bald the dri' 
pulling up to breathe hie panting horeee. 
any nigher." 

Ihere was a groan of esecration from tbe interior of tbe 
vebicle, a hysterieal little ehriek, and one or two sbrill 
expressionH of feminine disapprobation, but the driver 
moved not. At lagt a masculino head expostulat«d from 
the window : " Look here j you agreed to take U8 to the 
house. Why, it 'a a müe away at least ! " 

"Thar, or tharabouts, I reckon," said the driver, coolly 
croBsing his lege on the box. 

" It's no use talking ; /can never walk through thia sand 
and horrid glare," said a feroale voice quickly and im- 
peratively. Then, apprehenaively. " Well, of all the 
plaoes!" 

" Well, I never ! " 

"This does exceed everjthing," 

" It 'b really too idiotic fot anything," 

It was noticeable that while the voices betrayed tl 
difFerence of age and sex, they bare a Singular resemblance 
to each other, and a certain querulousness of piteh that waa 
dominant. 

" I reckon I 've gone about as für as I allow to go with 
them hosses," continued the driver suggestively ; " and os 
tinie 'a vallyble, ye 'd better onload." 

"Tbe wretch does not niean to leave us bere alone?" 
eaid a female voice in sbrill indignation. " You '11 wait for 
US, driver ? " eaid a maaculine voice confidently. 

" How long ? " asked the driver. 

There was a hurried conaultation within. The worda 
" Migbt send us packiug," " May take all night to get him 
to listen to reason," "Bother! whole tbing over in ten 
minutes," came from tlie window. The driver tneanwbile 
had aettled himself back in bis seat, and whiatled in patient 
contempt of a fashionable fare that didn't know jts oi 
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mind nor destination. Finally, tlie masculine head was 
tbnist out, and, with a, certain potential air of judicially 
endisg a diflicnU;, said, — 

" You 're to foUow «a slowly, and put up your horses iu 
the atable or barn until we want you." 

An ironical laugh buret f rom. the driver. " Oh yes — in 
the etable or bam — in. course. But, my eyes sorter failiu' 
me, mobbee, now, some ev you younget folks will kindly 
pint out the atable or barn of the Kernel's. Woa ! — will 
je ? — woa I Give me a cbance to pick out that there barn 
or atable to put ye in ! " This in arch confidence to the 
horaea, who bad not moved. 

Here the previous Speaker, rotund, dignified, and elderly, 
alighted indignantly, closely followed by the rest of the 
party, two ladies and a gentleman. Ooe of the ladies waa 
paat the age, but not the fashion, of youth, and her Parisian 
dreaa clung over her wasted figure and well-bred bonea 
attistically if not gracetully ; the younger lady, evtdently 
her danghter, was crisp and pretty, and carried off the 
aquiline noae and aristocratio emaciation of her mother with 
B certain piquancy and a dash that waa charming. The 
gentleman waa young, thin, with the family characteriatica, 
but otherwiae indiatinctive, 

With one accord they all faced directly toward the apot 
indicated by the driver'a whip. Nothing but the bare, 
bleak, rectangular outlinea of the cabin of The Man on the 
Beach met their eyes. All eise waa a desolate expanse, 
unrelieved by any structure higher than the tussocka of scant 
boach-grasB that clothed it. They were ao utterly helpleaa 
that the driver'a deriaive laughter gave way at laat to goorl 
humor and Suggestion. " Look yer," he aaid finally, " I 
don't know ez it 's yoiir fault you don't know thia kentry ez 
well ez you do Yurup ; so I'U drag this yer team over to 
Robinaon'a on the river, give the horses a bite, and then 
meander down this yer ridge, and wait for ye. Ye '11 see 
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me froin the Kemel's." And without waiting for a reply, 
tie swung hia horsee' heads toward the river, asd rolled 

The Bame quenilous protest that bad come from the 
Windows arose from the group, bnt vainly. Then followed 
acciisationa and recrimiuation. " It 'a your fault ; you 
might have written, and had hitu meet üb at the settlement." 
" You wanted to take him. hy aurprise ! " "I did n't." 
" You know if I 'd written that we were Coming, he 'd have 
taken good care to run away from us." " Yea, to Bome 
more inacceasible place." " There can be none worae thaa 
thia," etc., etc. But it was eo clearly evident that notbing 
was to be done but to go forward, that even in the midst of 
their wrangling they straggled on in Indian flle toward the 
distant cabin, sinking ankte-deep in the yielding aand, 
punctuating tbeir verbal altercation with sigha, and onl 
abating it at a scream from the eider lady. 

"Where 'b Maria?" 

" Gone on ahead ! " grunted the younger gentleman, m 
a baaa voice, so incoogruously large for him that it aeemed 
to have heen 8 ventriloquistic contribution by somebody 

It was too true. Maria, after adding her pungency to 
the general conversation, had darted on ahead. But alas ! 
that Hwift Camilla, after acouring the piain aome two 
hundred feet with her demi-train, came to grief on an 
unbending tussock and sat down, panting but savage. As 
they plodded wearily toward her, ehe bit her red lipa, 
smacked them on her cruel little white teeth like a festive 
and sprightly ghoul, and lisped ; — 

" Tou d<i look so like guya I For all the world 
those English shopkeepers we met on the Kighi, dojnj 
three-guinea escursion in their Sunday clothea ! " 

Certainly the spectacle of those exotically plumod bi' 
whose fiue feathera were already hedrabbled by aand 
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growiBg limp ju the eea-breeze, was somewhat dissonant 
with. the rudeneaa of aea and sky and ehore. A few gulla 
Bcreamed at them ; a loon, startied from the lagoon, arose 
abriekiog and protesting, with paiofully exteoded legs, in 
obvious burlesque of the youager gentleman. The elder 
iady feit the justice of her gentle daughter's criticiam, and 
retaliated with simple directness, — 

" Your akirt is niined, jour hair is Coming down, yom 
hat is half off your head, and your sboes — in Heaven'n 
name, Maria ! what have you done witb your shoes ? " 

Maria had e:(hibit«d a eiim stockinged foot from under 
her skirt. It was ecarcelj tbree fingers broad, with an arch 
as patrician as her nose. " Somewbere betweeD bere and 
the carriage," she answered. " Dick can run back and find 
it, while be ia looking for your brooch, mamma, Kck 'a so 
obliging." 

The robust voice of Dick thundered, but the waeted 
figure of Dick feebly ploughed its way back, and retumed 
witb the missing buskin. 

" I may aa well carry tbem in my band like the market 
girls at Saumur, for we have got to wade soon," eaid Miss 
Maria, sinking her own terrora in tbe delightfiil eontempl^ 
tion of tbe borror in her parent'a face, aa she pointed to a 
ehining film of water slowly deepening in a narrow swale in 
the sanda between them and tbe cabin. 

"It's the tide," said the elder gentleman. " If we 
intend to go on we muet hasten. Fermit me, my dear 
madam" — and before abe could reply ho had lifted the 
aatounded matroa in hia arma aad made gallantly for tbe 
ford. The gentle Jlaria cast an ominoua eye on her brother, 
who, with manifest reluctance, performed for her the aame 
ojfice, But tbat acute young Iady kept her eyes upon the 
preceding figure of tbe elder gentleman, and seeiug him 
Buddenly and mysteciously diaappear to bis armpits, unbesi- 
L faitingly threw beraelf from her brother's protectiug arma, — 
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an action which instantly precipitated him into the water, — 
and paddled hastily to the opposite bank, where she eveo- 
tually assisted in pulling the elderly gentleman out of tlie 
hoUow into which he had fallen, and in rescuiDg her 
müther, whü floated helpleeely on the stirface, upheld fay 
her akirts, like a gigantic and variegated water-lüy. Dick 
followed with a single gaiter. In another minute they WN 
Bafe on the opposite bank. 

The eider lady gave way to teara ; Maria laughed hyst _ 
ically ; Dick mingled a bass eath with the now audible 
Burf ; the eider gentleman, whose florid face the galt water 
had bleached, and whose dignity seemed to have been 
waahed away, accounted for both by sayisg he tbought'fl 
was a quicksand. 

" It might have been," said a quiet voice behind thei 
" you shoiild have followed the sand-dunes half a mile 
farther to the estuary." 

They tumed instantly at the voice, It was that of The 
Man on the Beach. They all rose to their feet and uttered 
together, save one, the Single eselamation, " Jumes ! " 
The eider gentleman said, " Mr. North," and, with a elight 
resumption ol bis former dignity, buttoned his coat over 
bis damp ahirt-front. 

There was a ailence, in which the Man on the Beach 
looked gravely down upon thera. If they bad intended to 
impresa him by any Suggestion of a gay, brilliant, and sen- 
auoua World beyond in their own persona, they had failed, 
and they knew it. Keenly alive aa they had alwaya been 
to extemal preposaession, they feit that they looked forlorn 
and ludicroua, and that the Situation lay in his hands. The 
elderly lady again hurst into teara of genuine distress, 
Maria colored over her cheek-bones, and Dick stared at the 
ground in suilen disquiet, 

" You had better get up," said The Man o 
after a monienfs tbongbt, *' und come up to the cabin. 
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cannot offer you a cbange of garmenta, but jou can drj 
tliem by the fire." 

They all rose k^ether, and again said in choruB, " James ! " 
but thia time with an evident efFort to recall aome speech or 
action previously reaolved upon and committed to memory. 
The eider lady got so far as to clasp her bands, and add, 
" You havo not forgotten U3, James, James ! " the 
younger gentleman to attempt a brusque "Why, Jim, old 
boy," that ended in querulous incoherence ; the young 
lady to cast a half-searchjng, half-coquettiBh look at him ; 
and the old gentleman to begin, " Our desire, Mr. Sortb " 

but the effort was futile. Mr. James North, atanding 
before them with folded arms, looked from the one to the 
[other. 

[ have not thought mucb of you for e. twelyemontb," 
be said quietly, " but I have not forgotten you. Come ! " 

He led the way a few steps in advance, they following 
■ilently. In tbis brief interview they feit he had resumed 
the old dominance and independence against which they 
had rebelled ; more than that, in thia half-failure of their 
firet concerted actioa they had changed their querulous 
bickerings to a suUen distrust of each other, and walked 
moodily apart as they followed James North into bis bouae. 
A fire blazed brightly on the hearth ; a few extra seats were 
quickly extempoiized from boxea and chests, and the eider 
lady, with the akirt of her dress folded over her knees, — 
looking not unlike an exceedingly overdressed jointed doli, 
— dried her flounces and her tears together. Miss Maria 
took in the scant appointmente of the bouae in one single 
glance, and then fixed her eyea upon James North, who, 
the leaat concemed of the party, atood before themj grave 
and patiently expectaat. 

"Well," began the eider lady in a high key, "after all 
thia wony and trouble you have given ua, James, have n't 
^you anything to any ? Do you know — have you the least 
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idea what you. are doing ? what egregious folly you are c 
mitting ? what everybody ia saying ? Eh ? Heavens 
earth ! do you know who I am ? " 

" You are my father's brother'e widow, Aunt Mary," 
tumed James quietly. " If I am committing any fülly i 
only concerns myself ; if I cared for what peoph 
Bhould Dot be heru ; if I loved society enough to appreciat 
its good Deport I should stay with it." 

" But they say you have run away from eociety to piofl 
alone for a worthlesa creature — a woniaD who has used yoi 
Ba ahe has used and thrown away othera — a '' — 

" A woman," chimed in Dick, who had throwQ hii 
on Jamea'a bed while his patent leathera were drying, — 
woman that all the fellers know never intended " — I 
however, he met James North'a eye, and, muttering b< 
thing about " whole thing heing too idiotic to talk about," ■ 
relapsed into silence. 

" You know," continued Mrs. North, " that while we and 
atl oui- set ahut our eyes to your very obvioua relationa with 
tbat woman, and while I myself often apoke of it to othcre 
as a simple flirtation, and averted a scandal for your sake, 
and when the climax was reached, and she herseif gave you. _ 
an opportunity to sever your relations, and nobody needil 
have been wiser — and ehe 'd have had all the blame — an^f 
«t'a only what ehe 's accustomed to — you — you! yon^ 
James North! — you must nouaenaically go, and, by thia 
extravagant piece of idiocy and sentimental tomfoolery, let 
everybody see how serious the whole affair was, and how 
deep it hurt you 1 and here in thie awful place — alone — 
where you 're half drowned to get to it, and are willing to 
be whoUy drowned to get away I Oh, don't talk to mej 
I won't hear it — it'a just too idiotic for any thing ! " J 

The Bubject of thia outburst neither spoke nor moved ^M 
Single muscle. ^m 

" Your aunt, Mr. North, apeaks excitedly," said the eld« 
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" yet I think she does not oveieetimate the 
nnfortunate poaition in which your odd fancy places you, 
I know notbing of the reasona that have impelled you to 
thie Step ; I only know that the populär opinion ia that the 
eauBe ia utterly inadequat«. Yon are Etil! young, with a 
I future betöre you. I need not say Low your present con- 
duct may imperil that. If you expected to achieve any 
good — even toyourown aatisfaction — by tiiis conduct" — 

" Yee — if tbere was anything to be gained hy it ! " 
broke in Mra. North. 

" If you ever tbought she 'd come back ! — but that kind 
of woman don't. They must have change, Why " — he- 
gan Dick sviddenly, and as enddenly lying down again. 

" Ib this all you have come to say ? " aaked James North, 
after a momenfs patient silence, looking from one to the 

" All 1 " sereamed Mra. North ; " is it not enough ? " 
" Not to change niy mind nor my residence at present," 
I replied North cooUy. 

" Do you mean to continue thia folly all your life ? " 
" And have a coroner's inquest, and advertisements and 
I all the facta in the papers ? " 

" And have her read the melancholy details, and know 
I that you were faithful and she was not ? " 

Thia last abot was fiom the gentle Maria, who bit her 
Ups as it glanced from tbe immovable man. 

" I believB thete ia uothing more to say," continued 
North quietly, " I am willing to believe your inteutions 
are as worthy as your zeal. Let us say no more," he added 
with grave weaiiness ; " the tide is rising, and your coach- 
man is signaling you from the bank." 

There was no mistaking the unsbaken positiveness of the 

man, wbich was all the more noticaable from its gentle but 

l utter indifference to the wishea of the party. He tnmed 

1 hifi back upon tbem as they gathered humedly around ths 
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«Idar gMitleniBti, wliile the worde, "He cannot be i 
riftht mind," " It 's your duty to do it," " It 's sheei mean- 
ity," " Look at Kit eyel " all feil unconaciously upon hi^ 

" Ono Word mcite, Mr. North," said the eider gentleman 
n littln portüiiUimily, to conwal an evident embarrasBment, 
" It niiiy he tliatyour cuiiduct might BUggeet to niinds more 
pmuiicut Ihan your owii tlie exisUince of eome aberration ot 
tlie intuUncl — wiiue kinporBry nmnia — that might force 
your best {rionds iiito a. ijuasi-legal attitude of " — 

" Doclnring mo inBaiio," uiterrupted Jamea North, with 
tlia «liglit im|mtiencB of a man more anxioua to end a pro- 
lix iiilerviow ttian to combat an argumcnt. " I think dif- 
fereiitly. As my aunt'a lawyer, you know that within the 
laxt year I liave deeded moet of my property to her and hi 
fariiily. I cannot believo that so shrewd an adviser as Mr.. 
Rdtnuiul Carter would evet permit proceedingB that 
invaliilntu that oonveyance." 

Mari» hiirat into a laugh ofsnch wicked gratiücatio 
Jainr« North, for the first time, raised bis eyea with soma- 
ihing of in(«ro3t to her face. She colored imdec them, 
htil i«tumed liia glance irith another like a bayoDet ßaah. 
Th* purtf elowly morod towaid the door, Junes North 
folKiwing. 

" Tkfin Ikic is your final answer ? " asked M«, North, 
•top{iing iupvriously on the tbreshold. 

" I htfi yotir fwrdon ? " queried North, httlf abstnetodlj. 

" Vnar final uuw«r ? " 

<• Ob, owtiiiil;.** 

Itn. üorth floiuKwl avxj k domi nda m ng^ TUk 
■mm WD&MtauMto Cor Nortit. It gt-n Owa thn fiad «ttatk 
ta «rttO. Dkk htcaa: "Com ihMg! Tm \mam ymt 
«Uk «ivwiin tw b» with a petsoiMl dowa t haw, aad O* 
oU woa«k «waU «^ olttMt «s kag aa joa «an ambk ■■! 
pat ia ta 
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As Dick limped away, Mr, Carter thought, in confidence, 
that tbe whola matter — evea to suit Mr, North's sensitive 
natura — might be settled there. " SAe evidently expecta 
you to return. My opinion ia that she never left San 
Francisco. You can't teil anything about these women." 

With this last sentence on bis indifferent ear, James 
North seemed to be left free, Maria had rejoined her 
uiother ; but as tdey crosaed tbe ford, and an intervening 
sand-hill hid tbe othera from sigbt, that piquant young lady 
Buddenly app»ired on the hill and stood before bira. 

"And you're not Coming back ? " she said directly, 

"No." 

" Nerer ? " 

"I cannot say." 

"Teil nie! what is theie about Bome women to maks 
men love them so ? " 

" Love," replied North quietly. 

" No, it cannot be — it is not that l " 

North looked over the hill and round the hill, and looked 

" Oh, I 'm going now, But one looment, Jim I T did n't 
want to come. They dragged me here. Good-hy." She 
raiaed a buming face and eyea to his. He leaned forward 
and imprinted the perfunctory, cousinly kisa of the period 
upon her cbeek. 

" Not that way," she said angrily, clutching hia wrJRta 
with her long, thin fingers ; " you aha'n't kisa me in that 
way, Jamea North." 

With the faintest, ghoflt-Iike passing of a twinkle in the 
comers of his sad eyes, be tonched his lipa to hers. With 
the contact, she caught bim round the neck, pressed her 
IniTning lipa and face to bis forehead, his cheeks, the very 
curres of his chin and throat, and — with a laugh was 
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CHAPTER n 



Rad the kinsfolk of James North any hope that thoH 
viait might revive eome lingering desire he still combat«! 
to enter once niore the world they represented, that hopa 
vrould have sood died. Wbatever effect this epiEode hadi 
upon the aolitaty — and he had become ao eelf-indulgent c£M 
hia sorrow, and bo oareless of all that came between him J 
and it, aa to meet oppoeitioD with profound indiäerence — 
the only appreciable reeult vaB a greater attraction for thfl 
Bolitude that protected him, and be grew even to love thg 
bleak shore and harren sands that had proved bo inhosptt- ' 
able to others. There was a new nieaniug to the roar of 
the eui^es, an honest, loyal sturdiness in the unchanging 
persistency of the uncouth and biustetüig trade-winde, and 
a mute Melity in the shining sands, treacberous to all but 
bim. With such bandogs to lie in wait for trespassera, 
ahould he not be gtateful ? 

If no bittemess was awakened by the repeated avowal of 
the unfaithfulness of the woman he loved, it was because he 
had always made the Observation and experience of others 
give way to the dominance of bis own insigbt. Ko array of 
contradictory facts ever ebook hia belief or unbelief ; like 
all egotista, he accepted them as trutha controtled by a larger 
truth of which he alone was cognizant. His siniplicity, 
which was but another form of hia egotism, waa so complete 
as to baffle ordinary maliciouB cunning, and bo he was 
spared the experience and kuowtedge that come to a lowetj 
nature, and heip to debaae it. U 

Exercise and the Stimulus of the few want« that aent hiittV 
hunting or fiahing kept up his physical health. Never a 
lovet of rüde freedom or outdoor lite, hia sedentary predi- 
lections and nice tast«« kept him from lapaing into barborian 
excess j nevei a sportsman, be followed the chaae with Dil 
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feverish esultation. Even dumb crentures found out hia 
aecret, and at timea, stalking moodily ovor the upland, the 
brown deer and elk would cross hia path without fear or 
moleatation, or, idly lounging in hia canoe ivithin the river- 
bar, flocka of wild fowl would settSe within atroke of hia 
listless oar. And so the second winter of his hermitage 
drew near ita close, and with it came a storm that passed 
into local hiatory, and ia still remerabered, It uprooted 
giant treea along the river, and with them the tiny rootleta 
of the life he was idty fostering. 

The moming had heen fltfully turbulent, the wind veer- 
ing several points south and weat, with auapictous lulla, 
unlike the steady onaet of the regulär southwest tradea. 
High overhead the long manea of racing cirro - atratUB 
Btraamed with flying guUs and hurrying water-fowl ; plover 
piped incessantly, and a flock of timorous sandpipers Eought 
the low ridge of his cabin, while a wreckiag crew of curlew 
haatily manned the uprooted tree that toased wearily beyond 
the bar. By noon the flying clouds huddled together in 
masses, and then were suddenly exploded in one vast opaque 
aheet over the heavens. The sea became gray, and sud- 
denly wrinkled and old, Thete waa a durah, half-artieulate 
cry in the air — rather a confusion of many aounds, aa of 
the booming of diatant guns, the clangor of a bell, the 
trampling of many wavea, the creaking of timbera and 
Boughing of leaves, that sank and feil eie you could yet 
diatinguish them. And then it came on to hlow. For two 
houra it blew strongly. At the time the sun should have 
aet, the wind had increaaed ; in fifteen minutea darkneaa 
shut down — even the white aanda lost their outlinea, and 
sea and ahore and aky lay in the grip of a relentless and ag- 
gressive power, 

Within his cabin, by the leaping light of his gusty fire, 
Xorth sat alone. His first ciirioaity passed, the turmoil 
without no longer carried his thought beyond its one con- 
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She hiid come to him on the winga of th? 
Gtorm, even aa she had been bome to him on the summer 
fog-cloud. Now and then. the wind shook the cahin, but 
he heeded it not. He had no fearS for its saiety ; it pr»^' 
eented ita low gable to the füll fury of the wind that yt 
by year had piled, and was even now piling, protei 
buttreseea of eand against it. With each EUcceeding guet 
seemed to nestle more closely to its foundations in tl 
whirl of flying sand that rattled against its roof and wiiK 
dowa. It waa nearly tnidnight when a sudden thought 
brought him to hia feet. What if she were exposed to the 
fury of such a night as this ? Wbat coiild he do to help 
her ? Perhaps even now, as he sat there idle, she — Haik[ 
was not that a gun — No ? Yes, surely ! 

He hurriedly unbolted the door, but the strength of 
wind and the impact of drifted sand resisted 
With a new and feverish strength possesaing hira he foi 
it open wide enough to permit hia egress, when the 
caught him as a feather, rolled hira over and over, and tlien, 
grappling him again, held him down hard and fast againat 
the drift. Unharmed, but unable to move, he lay there, 
hearing the multitudiuous loar of the storm, but unable to 
distinguish one familiär sound in the savage medley, At 
last he managed to crawl fiat on his face to the cabin, and, 
refaatening the door, threw bimself upon his bed. 

He was awakened from a fitful drearo of his couain 
Maria. She with a Kupernatiitol strength seemed to be 
holding the door against some unaeen, unknown power that 
moaned and strove witho\it, and threw itself in deapairing 
force against the cübin. He could see the lithe undulations 
of her form as she alternately yielded to its power, and 
agaia drew the door against it, coiling herseif around the 
log-bewn doorpost with a hideous, snake-like suggeation. 
And then a struggle and a heavy blow, which shook the 
very foundations of the structure, awoke hira. He leapei. 
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to hia feet, and into an inch of water I By the flickering 
fireligUt he could see it oozing and drippitig Irom the 
crevices of the logs and broadening into a pooL by the 
chinmey, A acrap of paper torn from an envelope was 
floating idly on ita current. Was it the overflow of the 
backed-up waters of the river ? He was not left long in 
doubt. Anather blow upon the gable of tbe bouse, and a 
torrent of spray leaped down the chinmey, scattered the 
emhers far and wide, and left bim in utter darkness. Some 
of the spray clung to bis Ups ; it was salt. The great 
ocean bad beaten down tbe river-har and was upon him ! 

Was there aught to fly to ? No ! The cabin stood 
upon tbe bigheat point of the sand-spit, and tbe low pwale 
on one aide croaaed by bis late visitors was a seetbing mass 
of hreakera, while the eatuary behind him was now tbe 
ocean itaelf. Tbere was nothiug to do but to wait. 

The very helplessness of bis Situation was, to a man of 
his peculiai temperament^ an element of patient strength. 
The instinct of aelf-preservation was still strong in him, but 
he bad no fear of death, nor, indeed, any ptesentiment of it ; 
yet if it came, it was an easy Solution of the problem that 
had been troubling him, and it wiped off the alate ! He 
thought et the sarcaatic prediction of his cousin, and death 
in the form that threatened him was tbe obliteration of bis 
home and even the ground upon wbich it stood. Tbere 
would be nothing to record ; no atain could come upon the 
living. The instinct that kept him true to her would teil 
her bow be died ; if it did not, it was equally well. And 
with tbis simple fatalism, his only helief, this stränge man 
groped his way to his bed, lay down, and in a few moments 
was aaleep. The stonn still roared without. Once again 
the surgea leaped against tbe cabin, but it waa evident tbat 
the wind was ahating with the tide. 

When he awoke it was high noon, and tbe sun waa shining 
brigbtly. Fol some time he lay in a delicious languor, 
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douMing if he was alive or dead, but feeling throngh every 
nerve and fibre an exquisite sense of peace — a rest he bad 
not known since bis boybood — a relief he scarcely knew 
from wbat. He feit tbat he was smiling, and yet his pillow 
was wet with the tears that glittered still on his lashea. The 
Band blocking up hia doorway, he leaped Üghtly from hia 
Window. A few cJouds were atil! aailing alowly in the 
beavens, the trailing phimcB of a great benediction that 
lay on eea and shore. He acarcely recognized the familiär 
landscape ; a new bar had heen formed in the river, and a 
narrow causeway of »and that crossed the lai^oon and maishes 
to the rivet-bank and the upland trau aeemed tc bring him 
oearer to humanity again. He was consciotts of a fresh, 
childlike delight in all this, and wben, a moment later, he 
saw the old «prooted tree, now apparently forever moored 
and imbedded in the sand beside his cabin, he lan to it 
with a sense of joy, 

Its trailing Toota were festooned with clingjng seaweed 
and the long, snaky, undulating stems of the Bea-tumip ; 
and fixed between two croasing roota was a bamboo orange 
crate, almost intact. Aa he walked toward it he heard a 
stränge cry, unlike anything the harren aanda had borne 
before. Thinking it might be sonie stränge sea-bird caught 
in the meshes of the aeaweed, he ran to the crate and looked 
within. It was half filled with sea-moss and feathery algae. 
The cry was repeated. He brushed aside the weeds with 
hie hands. It was not a wounded sea-bird, but a living 
human child ! 

As he lifted it from its damp enwrappings he saw that it 
was an Infant eight or nine montbs old. How and when it 
had heen brought there, or what foice had gnided that elfiah 
cradle to hia very door, he could not determine ; but it 
must have heen left eatly, for it was quite warm, and ita 
clothing almost dried by the blazing morning s 
wrap hia coat about it, to run to hia cabin with it, to e 
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ont agaln with the appalling canviction that nothing could 
be done for it there, occupied some moments. Hia nearest 
neighbor was Trinidad Joe, a " logger," thtee miles up the 
river. He remembered to have heard vaguely that he wae 
a man of family. To half etrangle the child with a few 
dropa from his whiskey flask, to extricate hie canoe from ths 
marsh, and strike out into the river with hia waif, was at 
least to da aomething. In haU an hour he had reached the 
Gtr^^ling cabin and shedE of Trinidad Joe, and from the few 
Bcanty flowers that mingled with the bruahwood fence, and 
a aurplus of lineii fluttering on the line, he knew that hia Bur- 
mise as to Trinidad Joe'a domeatic eatabliahment was cortect, 

The dooi at which he knocked opened upon a neat, 
plainly furnished room, and the figure of a buxom woman 
of twenty-five, With an awkwatdness new to him, North 
Btammered out the circumstancea of his Unding the infant, 
and the object of hia viait. Bofore he had finished, the 
woraan by aorae feminine trick had takea tho child from 
hia hands ere he knew it ; and when he paused, out of 
breath, buret into a fit of laughter. Korth tried to laugh, 
too, but failed. 

When the woman had wiped the tears from a pair of 
very frank blue eyee, and hidden two rowa of very etrong 
white teeth again, she aaid ; — 

" Look yar ! You 're that looney »ort o' chap that liTes 
alone over on the apit yonder, ain't ya ? " 

KortL hastened to admit all that the atatement might 
imply. 

" And so ye 've had a bahy left ye to keep you Company ? 
Lordy 1 " Here she looked aa if dangeroualy near a relapse, 
and than added, aa if ia explanation of her conduct, — 

"When I saw ye paddlin' down here — you thet ez shy 
M elk in svunmer — I sez, ' He 'b aick.' Sut a baby — 
Loidy I " 

For a moment North almoat hated her. A woman who. 
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in this pathetio, pethaps almoat tragic, pictnre saw only ^ 
ludicrous image, and that image timself, was of another 
race ihan he had ever miiigled with. Profoundly indifferent 
as he had always been to the criticiem of bis equais ia 
Station, the raischievoua laughter of thia illiterate woman 
jarred upon him worse than his eouain's sarcasm, It was 
with B little dignity that he poiated out the fact that at 
present the child needed nourishment. " It 's Tery joung." 
he added. " I 'm afraid it wants its natural nourishment." 

" Whar is it to get it ? " asked the woman. 

James Korth hesitated, and looked around. Thera 
ahould be a baby somewhere ! there must be a baby some- 
where ! " I thought that you," he atammered, conacious of 
an awkward coloring — "I — that is — I " — He stopped 
ahort, for she was already crantming her apron into her 
mouth, too late, however, to stop the laugh that overflowed 
it. When she found her breath again, she said, — 

"Look yar 1 I don't wonder they said you waa looney ! 
I 'm Trinidad Joe's oamarried darter, and the only woman 
in this house. Any fool could have told you that. Now, 
ef you can rig us up a bahy out o' them facta, I 'd like to 
See it done." 

Inwardly furious but outwardly polite, James North 
begged her pardon, deplored his ignorance, and, with a 
courtly how, made a movement to take the child. But the 
woman aa quickly drew it away. 

"Not much," ahe aoid haatily. "What! trust that poor 
Dritter to you ? No, sir ! Thar 's more waya of feeding a 
baby, young man, than you knows on, with all yonr ' nat'ral 
nourishment.' But it looks kinder logy and stupid." 

North freezingly admitted that he had given the infant 
whiakey as a stimulant. 

" You did ? Come, now, that ain't so looney after all. 
Well, I'U take the baby, and when dad comes bome we'll 
eee what can be done." 
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North heaitated. Hie disUke of the woman was intense, 
and yet he knew no one eise, and tbe baby needed instant 
care. Besidea, he began to see the ludicrousneas of hia 
tnaking a first call on bis neighbors with a foundling to 
dispose of. She eaw his hesitation, and aaid, — 

" Te don't know me, in courae. Well, I 'm Bessy Rob- 
inson, Trinidad Joe Kobinson'a daughter. I reckon dad 
will give me a charactei if you waut referencea, or any of 
the boys on the river." 

" I 'm only thinking of the trouble I 'm giving you, Mis» 
Eobinaon, I aasure you. Any expense you may incur " — 

" YouDg man," said Beaay Kobinaon, turning sharply on 
her heel, and faeing him with her black browa a little con- 
tracted, " if it comea to expensea, I reckon I '11 pay you for 
that baby, or not take it at all. Hut I don't know you 
well enough to quarrel with you on aight. So leave the 
child to me, and if you chooae, paddle down here to-morrow, 
aftet eun-up, — the ride will do you good, — and see it, and 
dad thrown in, Qood-by ! " and with one powerful but 
well-abaped ann thrown around the child, and the other 
crooked at the dimpled elhow a little aggressively, she 
Bwept hy James Korth and entered a bedroom, closing the 
door behind hei. 

Wben Mr. James North reached his cabin it was dark. 
Ab he rebuilt his fire, and tried to rearrange the acattered 
and diaordered furniture, and remove the di^bris of last 
night'a atorm, he was conscious for the firat time of feeling 
lonely. He did not miss the child. Beyond the inatincta 
of bumanity and duty he had really no intereat in ita wel- 
fare or future. He waa rather glad to get lid of it — he 
would have preferred to some one eise ; and yet ske looked 
aa if she were competent. And then came the reflection 
that since the moming he had not once thought of the 
woman he loved. The like had never occurred in his 
twelvemonth's solitude. So he aet to work, thinking of 
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her and of Iiis aoirowa, until the word " looney," 
nection with his sutfeiing, flaslied acrosa hia metnoi 
" Looney" 1 It was not a nice word. It suggested b' 
thing lesa than ineanity ; eomething that might happen 1 
a common, unintellectual aort of person. He remembera 
the loon, an ungainly feathered neighbor, that was popi 
larly flupposed to have lent its name to the adjectiTl 
Could it be posaible that people looked upoD him a 
too hopeleasly and unintereHtingly affiicted for synipathy fl 
companionahip, too unimportant and common 
ridicule ; or was thie but the coarse interptetation of th^ 
vulgär girl ? 

NeverthelesB, the next morning " after aun-up " James 
North was at Trinidad Joe'a cabin. That worthy proprie- 
tor himaelf — a long, lank man, with even more than the 
ordinary rural Weatem characteriatica of ill health, ill feed- 
ing, and melancholy — met him on the bank, clothed in a 
manner and costume that was a singular combioation of the 
frontiereman and the sailor. Wben North had again related 
the «tory of hia finding the child, Trinidad Joe pondered. 

" It mout hev been stowed away in one of them crates 
for aafe-keeping," he said musingly, " and waahed off the 
deck o' one o' them Tahiti brigs goin' down fer orangea, 
Leastwaya, it never got thar from theae parta." 

" But it 'a a miracle its life was aaved at all. It must 
have been some bours in the water." 

" Them briga lays tbeir eourse well inahore, and it was 
juat mebbee a toaa up if the vesael clawed off the reef at 
all ! And ez to the child keepin' up, why, dog my akin ! 
that 'a juat the contrarinesa o' thinga," continued Joe, in 
eententioua cynicism. " Ef an ahle aeaman had fallen 
from the yard-ann that night he 'd beea sunk in aight o' 
the ahip ; and thet baby ez can't swim a atroke saila ashore 
Bound asleep, with the wavea for a baby-jumper." 

North, who waa half relieved, yet half awkwardly di» 
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■ appointed at not feeing Bessy, Tentuied to ask how Ute 
B icbild was doiog. 

1 " She '11 do all right now," said a, frank voice above, 

and, looking up, North discerued the round arms, blue eyea, 
and white teeth of the danghter at the window. " She 's 
all hunkey, and has an appetite — sf she hez n't got her 
'nat'ral nourishment.' Come, dad! heave ahead, and teil 
the stranger what ;ou and me allow wo '11 do, and don't 
stand there swappin' lies with him." 

" Weel," Said Trinidad Joe dejeote^ly, " Beaa allowa she 
ean rar that baby aüd do justice to it. And I don't say — 
though I'm her father — that she can't. But when Beaa 
irants anything she wantfi it all, clean down ; no halfwaya 
Bor leavin's for her." 

" That 'h ma ! go on, dad — ypu 're chippin' in the same 
notch every time," said Miss Bobinson with cheerful direct- 

" Well, we agree to put the Job up thia way. We '11 take 
the child and you '11 give us a paper or writin' makin' over 
all your right and title. How 'a that? " 

Without knowing esactly wby he did, Mr. North objected 
decidedly. 

" Do you think we won't take good care of it ? " aaked 
'iäisa Beesy sharply. 

" That ia not the question," said North a Httla hotly. 
"In the first place, the child is not mine to give. It haa 
fidlen into my hands as a trust — the firat hands that 
teceived it fcom its parents. I da not thisk it right to 
[ sUom any other hande to come between theirs and miiie." 

Miss Bessy left the wiudow. In another moment she 
appeared from the houae, and, Walking directly toward 
Korth, held out a aomewhat substantäal band. "Good ! " 
'■he aaid, aa she gave his fingere an honest squeeze. " You 
ain't so looney after all. Dad, he 's right I He sha'n't gin 
it up, hut we'll go halvea in it, he and me. He'U be 
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father and I '11 be mother tili death do us part, 
reg'lar family tuma up. Well — what do you aay ? 

More pleased thaa he dared confeas to himaelf withi 
tha praise of this common girl, Mr. Jaraea North asaented. 
Then would he see the baby ? He would, and Trinidad 
Joe, having already seen the baby, and talked of the baby, 
aad feit the baby, and indeed had the baby offered to him 
in every way during the past night, concluded to give Bome 
of his valuable time to logging, and left them together, 

Mr. North was obliged to admit that the baby was thriv- 
ing. He, moreover, listened with polite interest to the 
Statement that the baby's eyea were hazel, Itke bis own; 
that it had äve teeth ; that she waa, for a girl of that 
probable age, a robuat child ; and yet Mr. North lingered ? 
Finally, with his band on the door-lock, he turned to Bess,' 
Bnd Said, — 

" May I aak you an odd queation, Miaa Robinson ? " 

"Go on." 

" Why did you think I was — ' loonej ' ? " 

The frank Miss Kobinson bent her head over the baby, 

" Why ? " 

" Yea, why ? " 

" Because you were looney." 

"Oh!" 

"But" — 

" Tes " — 

" Ton '11 get over it." 

And under the shallow pretext of getting the baby'a 
food, she ratired to the kitchen, where Mr. North had the 
auprame satiefaction of seeitig her, aa he pasaed the window, 
sitting on a cbair with her apron over her head, shaking. 
with laughter. 

For the next two or three daja he did not viait 
Kobinsona, but gava himBelf up to paat memories. 
the tbird day he had — it muat be confeseed not withi 
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some efibrt — brought himself into that condition of patient 
Borrow which bad been hia habit. Tbe episode of tbe 
Btoriu and tbe floding of tbe baby begaa to fade, as bad 
faded tbe visit of bis relatives. It bad been a dull wet 
day, and be was sitting by bis fire, wben tbere came a tap 
at bis door. " Flora," by wbicb juvenescent name bis 
aged ladian bandmaid was known, usually atmounced ber 
presence witb an imitation of a curlew'e cry : it could not 
be sbe. He fancied he heard tbe trailing of a wontan's 
diess against tbe boards, and started to bia feet, deatbly 
pale, witb a name upon bis lips. But tbe door was impa> 
tiently tbrown open, and showed Bessy Eobineon ! — and 
the baby ! 

Witb a feeling of relief be could not understand, be 
ofFered her a seat. Sbe tumed her frank eyes on bim 
CDiiously. 

" You look skeert 1 " 

" I was startled. You know I aee nobody bere ! " 

" Tbet 'a so. But look yar, do you ever use a doctor ? " 

Kot clearly understanding ber, be in tum aeked, 
" Wby 1 " 

" 'Cause you must rise up and get one now — tbet 'a why. 
This yer baby of ours ia eick. We don't use a doctor at 
OUT house, — we don't beleeve in 'em, bain't no call for 'em, 
— but this yer baby's parents mebbee did. So rise up out 
o' tbat cheer, and get one." 

James Kortb looked at Miss Eobineoa and rose, albeit a 
littrle in doubt, and besitating. 

Miss Robinson saw it, " I sbould n't bev troubled ye, 
nor ridden three mile to do it, if tber bed been any one 
eise to send. But dad 's over at Eureka, buying logs, and 
I 'm alone. Hello — wher' yer goin' ? " 

Kortb bad seized bis bat, and opened tbe door. "For a 
doctor," be replied amazedly. 

Did ye kalkilate to walk six miles and back ? " 
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" Certainly — I have do horee." 

" But / have, and you '11 find her tethered outside. 
ain't tauch to look at, but when you strike the tiail she'l 
go." 

" Bot you — how will you retum ? " 

"Well," Said Miss RobmBon, drawing her chair to tl^ 
fire, taking otT her hat and shawl, and warming her knee 
by the blaze ; " I did n't retkon to rettirn. You 'U i 
me heie nhen you come back with the doctor. GoTj 
Skedaddle quick." 

Sbe did not have to repeat the command. In anotliC 
instant Jamee North was in Miss BesBy'e seat, — 
dragoon saddle, — and pounding aivay through the eandj 
Two facta were in bis mind : one was that he, the " looney,'* 
waa about to opea communication with the wisdom i 
conteoiporary criticiBin of the aettlement, by going for n * 
doctor to adniinister to a sick and anonymous Infant in lüa 
peasessioii ; the other was that bis eolitary house was in 
the hands of a eelf-invited, large-limbed, ilüterate, but 
rather coraely young woman, These facts he could not 
gaUop away from, but to his credit he it recorded that he 
fulfilled bis raiBsion zealously, if not coherently, to the 
doctor, wbo during the rapid ride gathered the' idea that« 
Korth had rescued a young niairied womau from diownii^' J 
who had aince given birth to a child. 

The few words that eet the doctor right when he arrived 
at the oabin migbt in atiy other Community have required 
further explanation, but Dr. Duchesne, an old army surgeon, 
■was prepared for everytbing and indifferent to all. " The 
infant," he said, " was threatened with inflammation of 
the lungs ; at present there was ao danger, but the greatest 
eare and caution must be exercised. Particuiarly expoaure 
ehould be avoided." " That settles the whole matter 
then," said Bessy potentially. Both gentlemen looked 
their aurprise. " Tt raeans," sbe condeacended to furth( 
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•xplain, " that you muat ride that filly hoine, wait for the 
old man to tome to-morrow, and then ride back here with 
some ot my duds, for thar 'a no ' day-daya ' not picnicking 
foT that baby ontil she 'e better. And I leckon to stay 
irith her oatil she is." 

" She certainly ia unable to bear aay eipoaure at preeent," 
Said the doctor, with an amuaed aide glance at Nortb's per- 
plexed face. " Miss Robinson ia right. I 'U ride with 
you over the sands as far as the trail." 

" I 'm afraid," said North, feeling it iacumbetit upon him 
to say Homething, " that you '11 hardly find it as eomfottuble 
here as " — 

I reckon not," she said aimply, " but I didn't expect 

North tumed a little wearily away, " Good-night," she 
Said Buddenly, estending her band, with a gentler Binile of 
lip and eye tban he had eyer before noticed, " good-night. 
Take good care of dad." 

The doctot and North rode together some moments in 
oilence. North had another fact preaented to him, that is, 
that he was going a-viaiting, and that he had virtually aban- 
doned hia former life ; also that it would be profanation to 
think of hia sacred woe in the house of a stranger. 

" I dare say," said the doctor suddeniy, " you are not 
familiär with the type of woraan Mise Bessy presents so 
ItoBrfecÜy. Your life h&a been spent among the conventional 
Kasa." 

\ North froze instantly at wbat seemed to he a probtug of 
Hb Beeret. Diaregarding the last Buggestion, he made 
anawer eimply and truthfully that he had never met any 
Weatem girl like Bessy, 

" That 'a your bad luck," aaid the doctor. " You think 

e and illiterate ? " 
Mr. North had been so much Struck with her kindnesB 
t realty be had not thougbt of it. 
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" That 's not so," soid the doctor curtly ; " althoagh e 
if you told tier eo ahe would not ihitik any tlie le: 
— nor of lierself, If ehe spoke rustic Greek jnstead of h 
English, and wore a, cestus in place of an ill-fitting c 
you 'ä Gweai sUe was a. goddess. Theie 's youi tra 
Good-night." 



CHAPTER m 

James North did not sleep well that night. He had ^ 
taken Miss Bessy's bedroom, at hei Buggestion, there being 
hnt two, and " dad never using aheeta and not bein' keerful 
in bis habits." It was Deat, but that was alL The scant , 
ornanientation was atrocious ; two or three highly-colore 
prints, a ahell work-box, a gbastly winter bouquet of skeleto 
leaves and niosses, a starfish, and two chiua vases hideoa| 
eaough to have beea worshiped as BuiidhiEt idols, exhibite 
the gentle recreation of the fair occupant, and tbe poBsiblv 
future education ef the child. In the morning h( 
by Joe, who received the message of bis daughter with h 
usu&l dcjection, and eu^ested that I4oTth Btay with hinl 
iintil the cbild was better. That event waa still remote J 
Korth found, on his return to his cabin, that the child hau 
been worse ; but he did not know, until Miss Bessy droppt 
a casual remark, that she had not closed her own eyes that^ 
night. It waa a week before he regained his own quarters, 
but an active week — indeed, on the whole, a rather pleasant 
■week. For there waa a deJicate flattery in heing domi- 
neered by a wholeeome and handsome woman, and Mr. 
James Xorth had by thia time made up his mind that she 
was both. Once or twice he found himaelf contemplatii^ 
her splendid figure with a recollection of the doctor's ■ 
pliment, and later, emolating hei own frankuess, told ha 
of it. 

" And what did j/ou eay ? " 
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"Oh, I laughed, and said — nothing." 

And so did she. 

A month after this interchange of franknesa, she asked 
lüm if he could epeiid tbe next cvening at her house, 

You See," she said, " there 'a to be a dance down at the 
lull at Eureka, and I have n't kicked a fut eince last spring. 
Hank Fisher 's cotnin' up to take nie over, and I 'm goin' 
to let the shanty slide for the night." 

But what 's to become of the baby ? " aaked North, a 
little testily. 

" Well," said Misa Kohinson, facing him somewhat ag- 
gressively, " I reckon it won't hurt ye to take care of it fot 
a night. Dad ean't — and if he could, he don't know how. 
Liked to have pizened me after mar died. No, young man, 
I don't propose to ask Hank Fisher to tote thet child over 
to Eureka and back, and spile bis fun." 

" Then I suppöse I must make way for Mr. Hank — 
Hank — Fisher ? " said North, with tha leaat tinge of 
his Speech. 

" Of course. You 've got nothing eise to do, you know." 

North would have given worlJa to have pleaded a pre- 
Tious engagement oa businesB of importance, but he knew 
that Bessy spoke truly. He had nothing to do. " And 
IFisher bas, I suppose ? " he asked. 

" Of course — to look after me / " 

A more unpleasant evening James North had not spent 
since the first day of his solitude. He almost began to bäte 
the unconscious cause of his absurd poeition, as he paccd 
np and down the floor with it. " Was there ever such 
egregious foUy ? " he began ; but remembering he was quot- 
ing Maria North's favorite r&ume of his own conduct, he 
stopped. The child cried, missing, no doubt, the füll 
rounded curves and plump arm of its nurae. North danced 
it violently, with an inward accompaniment that was not 
insical, and thought of the other dancere. " Doubtiess," 
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he mused, " she bas told thtB beau of hers that ehe bas left 
the baby with the ' looney ' Man ou the Beach. Perhapa 
I may be offered a permanent engagement as a harraless 
eimpleton accustomed to tlie care of children. Motbers 
may cry for me. The doctor is at Eureka. Of courae. he 
will be there to see bis untranElatcd goddess, and condole 
with her over the imbecility of The Man on t 
Once be eareiessly asked Joe who the Company 

" Well," Said Joe mournfully, " thar 'a Widder Higs1 
and darter; the four Stubba gals; in course Polly Doble 
will be on band with that feller that 's derking over at the 
Head for Jones, and Jones'a wife, Then tbar'a French 
Pete, and Whiskey Ben, and that cbap that ahot Archer, — I 
disremember bis name, — and the barber — what 'a that little 
niulatto'a name — that ar Kanaka ? Iswow!" continued 
Joe drearily, *'I'll be forgettin' niy own next — and" — .( 

"That will do," interrupted North, only half concealiifl 
his dienst as he rose and carried the baby to the oth4 
room, beyond the reach of namea that niight shoek ita Ifldy- 
like ears, The next morning he met the from-dance-retum- 
iag Bessie abstractedly, and aoon took hia leave, füll of a 
dialoyal plan, conceived in the aleeplesaneaa of her own 
bedchamber. He was satisfied that he owed a duty to ita 
unknown parenta to remove the child from the degrading 
indiiences of the barber Kanaka, and Hank Fiaher eepecially, 
and he reaolved to write to bis relatives, atating the caae, 
asking a home for the waif and asBiatance to find ita patents. 
He addreased thia letter to his coiisin Maria, parüy in con- 
aideration of the dramatic farewell of that young lady, and 
ita poasible influence in turning her susceptible heart tnwards 
hia prot^g(!e. He then quietly aettled l)ack to his old solitary 
habits, and for a week left the Eobinaona unviaited. 
result was a morning call by Trinidad Joe on tbe heri 
" It 's a whim of my gal's, Mr. North," he aaid dejectedl] 
" and ez I told you before and wamed ye, when that gal 
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an idee, fower yoke of oxen and seving men can't drag it 
outer her. She 's got a idee o' larniö', — never hevin' hed 
jnuch Bchoolin', and we on'y takln' the papera, permiskiss- 
like, — and ste says you can teach her — not hevin' anythin' 
eke to do. Do you folly me ? " 

" Yes," Said North, " certainly." 

" Well, ahe allows ez mebbee you 're proud, and did n't 
like her takin' eare of the baby for nowt ; and she reckons 
that ef you 'U gin her soniR book larnin', and get her to sling 
some fancy talk in fash'n'ble style — why, she'U call it 
aquar." 

You can teil her," said North, very honestly, " that I 
•hail be only too glad to help her in any way, without ever 

ppingto cancel my deht of Obligation to her." 
Thenit'sago ?" said the mystified Joe, witha desperate 
attempt to convey the foregoiog etatement to his own in- 
tellect io three Saxon words. 

"It'a a go," replied North cheerfully. 

And he feit relieved. For he was not quite satisfied with 
his own want of frankneaa to her. Eut here was a way to 
pay ofif the debt he owed her, and yet retain his own dignity. 
And now he could teil her what he had done, and he tnieted 
to the ainbitioua instinct that prompted her to seek a better 
education to explain his leasons for it. 

He saw her that evening and confessed all to her frankly. 
She kept her head averted, hut when she turned her blue 
eyes to him they were wet with honest tears. North had a 
man'a horror of a ready Feminine lachrymal gland ; but it 
was not like Beaay to cry, and it meant aomething ; and then 
she didit in a large, goddess-like way, without sniffling, ot 
ohoking, or getting hei nose red, but rather with a gentle 
deliquescence, a harmonioua melting, so that he was fain to 
comfort her with nearer contact, gentlenesa in his own sad 
eyea, and a pressure of her large hand. 

" It 's all right, I s'pose," she said sadly ; " but I did n't 
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reckon on yer havin' any relationa, but thought you wm 
alone, like me." 

James North, thinking of Hank FiBher and the " mul- 
later," could not help intimating that hia relationa wera 
vory wealthy and fashionable p«ople, and had viaited hini 
last sunimar. A recollection of the manuer in which they 
had ao viaited him, and bis own reception of them, pre- 
vented his aaying more. But Misa Beaay could not forego 
a certaiti feminine curiosity, and asked, — 

" Did they come with Sam Baker'a teani ? " 

" Yes." 

"Last July ? " 

" Yes." 

" And Sam drove the horses here for a bite ? " 

" I believe so." 

" And them 'a your relationa ? " 

" They are." 

Mies Robinson reached over the cradle and enfolded the 
sleeping infant in ber powerfut arma. Then she lifted bat.. 
eyes, wrathful throngh her still glitteting teara, and 
slowly, " They don't — have — thia — ohild — then I " 

" But why ? " 

" Oh, why ? I saw them I That 's why, and enough ! 
You can't play any such gay and festive skeletona on thia 
poor baby for flesh and blood parents. No, sir ! " 

" I tbink you judge them haatily, Miss Bessy," said 
North, secretly amiiaed ; " my aunt may not, at firat, favora- 
bly impresa strangers, yet she haa niany frienda. But aurely 
you do not object to my cousin Maria, tbe young lady 

" What I that dried cuttlefiah, with nothing livin' j 
her but her eyes ? Jamea North, ye may be a fool li 
the old woman, — perhaps it 's in the family, — but ye ain't 
a devil like that gal ! That eods it." 

And it did. North dispatched a second letter to Maria, 
eaying that he had already made other arrangements for ttwj 
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pbaljy. Pleased with her easy victory, Miss Bessy becaine 

f more tlian usually gracioua, and the next day bowed her 

fcshapely neck meekly to the yoke of her teacher, and becamo 

K docile pupil. Jamea North could not have helped noti- 

Ipeing her readj inte II ige nee, even had he been less prejudieed 

> in her favor than he waa fast becoming now. If he had 

\ found it pleasant before to be admoatahed by her, there was 

t still more delicious flattery in her perfect trust iu liis omni- 

Bcient akill as a pilot over this unknown sea. There was a 

certain enjoyment in guiding her band over the writing 

book, that I fear he could not have obtained from an intel- 

leet less graciously suatained hy its physical natura. The 

weeks flew quickly by on gossamer winga, and wben she 

placed a bunch of larkspuTS and poppies in bis band one 

moming, he remenibered for the first time that it was 

spring. 

I I cannot aay that there waa more to record of Miss 

I Beasy'a edueation than thia. Once North, half jestingly, 

remarked that he had never yet eeen her admirer, Mr. 

Hank Fisher. Miss Bessy (coloring, but cool) ; " You 

never will ! " North (white, but bot) : " Why ? " Miss 

Bessy (faintly) : "I'd rather not." (North resolutely) : 

" I insist." Bessy (yielding) ; " As my teacher ? " North 

(besitatingly, at the limitation of the epithel) ; " Y-e-e-s ! " 

: " And you '11 promise never to apeak of it again ? " 

I North: " Never." Bessy (slowly) : "Well, be said I did 
RH awful thing to go over to your cabin and stay." North 
(in the genuine simplicity of a refined nature) ; " But how ? " 
iss Bessy (half piqued, but absolutely admiriug that na- 
re) : " Quit ! and keep your promise ! " 
They were so happy in these new relationa that it oc- 
curred to Miss Bessy one day to take Jamea North to task 
for obliging her to ask to be bis pupil. " You knew how 
ignorant I was," abe added ; and Mr. North retortcd by 
relating to her the doctor's criticism on her independence. 
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" To teU you the trutb," he added, "I was afraid yofl 
would not take it as kindly as he tbought." 

" That ie, you thought me as vain as yourself. 
to me you and the doctor had a great deal to eay to e 

" Oo the oontrary," laughed North, " that wi 
Baid." 

" And you did n't make fun of me ? " 

Perhaps it was not necessary for North to take her hai 
to emphasize his denial, hut he did. 

Miss Beasy, heing still remiDiBcent, perhaps did not notiol 
it. " If it had n't been for that ar — I mean that thar— 
no, that baby — Iwouldn't have known you!" 
dreamily. 

"No," retumed North miaehievoiaely, "but you i 
would have known. Hank Fisher." 

No woman is perfect, Miss Bessy looked at him with ■ 
Budden — her first and last — flash of coquetry. Tb« 
stooped and kiased — the baby. 

James North was a simple gentlemaa, but cot altogetha 
a fool. He returned the kisa, but not vicariouBly. 

There was a footstep on the porch. These two turned' 
the huea of a dying dolphin, and theo laughed. It was 
Joe, He held a newspaper in his hand. " I reckon ye woz 
right, Mr. North, about my takin' these yar papers reg'lar. 
For I allow here 's suthin' that may clar up the mystery o' 
that bahy's parenta," With the heeitation of a slowly 
grappling intellect, Joe sat down on the table and read 
from the San Francisco " Herald " as followa r " ' It ie 
now aacertained heyond doubt that the wreck reported by 
the " .äkilus " waa the American brig " Fompare," bound _ 
hence to Tahiti, The worst surmises are found ( 
The body of the woman haa been eince identified i 
of the beauti-ful daughter of — of — of — Terp — 1 
Terpish ' — Well ! I awow that name juat tackles m 
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V " Gin it to me, dad," said Eesay pertly. " You never 
B baA any education, anyway. Hear yout accomplished 
f daughter." With a mook bow to the new school maater, 
tmd a capital burlesqne of a confident schoolgirl, she atrode 
to the middle of the room, the paper held and folded book- 
wiae iu her hands. " Ahem I Wbere did you leave off ? 
Oh, 'the beautiful daughter of Terpaichore — ■ whose name 
was prora-i-nently connected with a rayaterious social 
scandal of last year — t!ie gifted but unfortimate Grace 
Chatterton ' — No — don't stop me — there 's some more ! 
' The body of her child, a lovely infant of bis months, 
lias not been recovered, and it ia BUpposed was waahed 
overboard.' There ! maybe tbat 'a the child, Mr. North. 
Why, dad ! Look, my God I He 's falling. Catch him, 
dad I Quick ! " 

But her strong arm had anticipated her father's. She 
caught him, lifted him to the bed, on which he lay hence- 
forth for many daya tinconacioua. Then fever aupervened, 
and delirium, and Dr. Ducheaue telegraphed fot his frienda ; 
hut at the end of a week and the oi>eniiig of a. auramer day 
the storm passed, aa the other atorm had passed, and he 
awoke, enfeebled, but at peace. Bessy was at hia side — 
he waa glad to aee — alone, " Beasy, dear," he said hesi- 
tatingly, " when I am stronger I have aomething to teil 

" I know it all, Jem," she said with a trembling lip ; " I 
heard it all — no, not from them, but from your own lipa 
in your delirium. I 'm glad it came from i/ou — even 
then." 

" Do you f oi^vB me, Bessy ? " 

She preased her lips to bis forehead, and said baatily, and 
then falteringly, aa if afraid of her Impulse, — 

" And you will still be mother to the child ?" _ 

«Jer child?" 
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" No, dear, not hers, but mine ! " 

She started, cried a litÜe, and then putting her 
aiound him, said, '' Yes." 

And as there was but one way of f olfilling that s 
promiae, thej were married in the autumn. 




I THiHK that, from the beginning, we all tnew how it 
vould ead. H6 had always been so quiet and conventional, 
although by natura an impuhivo man ; alwaya so temperate 
and abetemious, although a man with a quick appreciation 
of pleasure ; always so cautious and practical, although an 
imaginatiTe man, that when, at last, one by one he loosed 
these bands, and gave bimself up to a life perhaps not 
worse than other Uvea, which the world has accepted as the 
natural expression of their various owners, we at onee decided 
that the case was a hopeless one. And when one night we 
picked Lim up out ot the Union Ditch, a begrimed and 
■weather-wom drunkard, a hopeless debtor, a eelf-confeBsed 
Bpendthrift, and a half-conscious maudlin imbecile, we knew 
that the end had come. The wife he had abandoaed had 
in tum deseited him ; the womaii he had misled had aU 
ready realized her folly, and left him with her reproaches ; 
the asaociates of his reckleas life, who had used and abused 
him, had found him no longer of aervice, or even amusa- 
ment, and clearly there was nothing left to do but to band 
him over to the State, and we took him to the nearest 
penitential asylum. Conscious of the Saraaritan deed, we 
went back to our respective wivea, and toJd his story. It is 
only just to say that these aympathetio creaturea were more 
interested' in the philanthropy of their respective husbands 
ttian in its miserable ohject. " It was good and kind in 
you, dear," said loving Mrs. Maston to her aponse, as te- 
tutning home that night ha flung his coat on a chair with 
r ot fatigiied righteonanesB ; " it was like your kind 
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heart to care for that beast ; but after he left that good i 
of his — that perfect saint — tö take up with that awful v 
man, I thlok I 'd have left htm to die in the ditch, Only tl 
think of it, dear, a woman that you would n't epeak to ! ■ 
Höre Mr. Maston coughed slightly, colored a little, miitnblBd 
something about " women not understanding sorae things,*^ 
" that men were men," etc., and then went comfortably i 
eleep, leaving the outcaat happily oblivioue of all thinj 
and especially this criticisra, locked ijp in Hangtown jail. 

For the next twelve houre he lay there, apathetic and 
half-conscioua. Kecoveriug from this after a while, he 
became furious, vengeful, and unmanageabte, filliug the cell 
ond corridor with maledictiona of friend and enemy ; and 
again aullen, morose, and watchful. Then he refused food, 
and did not sleep, pacing his limits with the inceaaant 
fevetiah tread of a caged tiger. Two physicians, diagnoaing 
his case from tbe acant facta, pronounced him insane, and 
be was accordingly ttansported to Sacrsmento. But on the 
way thither be managed to elude the vigilanc« of hia guarda, 
and eacaped. The alarra was given, a hue and cry followed 
bim, the best detectivea of San Francisco were on his track, 
and finally recovered hia dead body — emaciated and waated 
by exhauation and fever — in the Stanialaua Marshes, identi- 
fied it, and, receiving tbe reward of $1000 offered by his 
Hurviving relativea and family, assiated in legally eatablish- 
ing the end we had predicted. 

tlnfortunately for the moral, the facts were aomewhat 
inconsiatent with tbe theory, A day or two after the remaina 
were diaoovered and identified, the real body of " Roger Ös- 
tron, aged fifty-two yeare, slight, iron-gray hair, and shabby 
in apparel," as tbe advertisement read, dragged itself, travel- 
wom, trembling, and diaheveled, up the steep alope of 
Deadwood Hill. How he ahould do it he had long since 
det-erniined — ever ainca he had hidden his derringer, i 
mere baby pistol, from the vigilance of hia keepere. Wlw 
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he ehould do it, ho had settled within hia mind only within 
the last few moments. Deadwood Hill was seldom fre- 
quented ; his body might lie there for months before it was 
discovered. He had once thought of the river, but he 
rememhered it had an ugly way of espoaing its aecreta on 
aand'bai and shallow, and that the body of Whiskey Jim, 
bloated and diefigured almost beyond recognition, bad beea 
once delivered to the eyes of Sandy Bar, before breakfast, 
on the left bank of the Stanislaus. He toiled up thiough 
tlie chemisal that clothed the southem slope of the hill untii 
he reached the bald, alorin-Hcarred cap of the mountain, iron- 
ically decked with the picked, featherless plumea of a few 
dying pines. One, stripped of all but two lateral bnmches, 
brought a boyish recolloction to hia fevered brain. Ägainst 
a background of dull sunaet tire, it estended two gaunt 
arms — black, rigid, and pathetic. Calvary ! 

With the very word upon hia lipa, he threw himself, face 
downwardB, on the ground beneath it, and, with hia flngers 
clutched in the soil, lay there for Eome nioments, silent and 
still. In thia attitude, albeit b akeptic and unortbodox man, 
he prayed, I cannot say — indeed, I dare not say — that hia 
prayer was heard, or that God visited him thus. Lot üb 

ither hope that all there was of God in. him, in thia crucial 

loment of agony and shame, atrove outward and upward. 
Howbeit, when the moou rose he roae too, perhaps a trifle 
lesa ateady than the planet, aud begao to descead the hill 
with feverish haste, yet with this marked difference between 
hia preaeot haato and his former leckleasnesa, that it seemed 
to have a well-defined purpose. When he reached the road 
'^ain,he Struck intoa well-worn trail, where, in the distance, 

light faintly twinkled. Following thia beacon, he kept on, 
\aA at la^t Qimg bimaelf heavily against the door of the 
little cabin from whose window the light had shone. As he 
it opened upon the figuve of a Square, thickset man, 

rho, in the impetuosity of Catron's onset, recetved hini, 
ly, in hia arma. 
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"CaptaiE Dick," said Roger Catron hoaraely, 
tain Dick, eave me ! For God's sake, save me 1 ' 

Captaia Dick, without a word, placed a large, prol 
ing hand upoa Catron's ehoulder, allowed it to etip to 
waiat, and then drew his visitor quietly, but finnly, withi 
the cabin. Yet, in the very moTement, he 1 
to getitly and unobtruaively poBseaa himself of Catron'i 
piatol- 

" SaV8 ye ! From which ? " asked Captain Dick, 
quietly and unobtrtisively droppisg the derringer in a 
flour Back. 

" From every thing," gasped Catron ; " from the men that 
&ra hounding me, from my family, from my friends, 
moet of all — from, from — myaelf ! " 

He hod, in turn, graaped Captain Dick, and forced hint- 
fienziedly against the wall. The Captain released himself, 
and, taking the handa of hia excited visitor, aaid slowly, — 

" Ye want some blue inass — sutbin' to onload youi 
liver. I '11 get it up for ye." 

'* But, Captain Dick, I 'm an outcast, shamed, dia- 

" Two on them pills taken now, and two in the moming," 
continued the Captain gravely, rolling a bolua in bis 
fingera, " will bring yer head to the wind again. Yer 
faliin' to leeward all the time, and ye want to brace up." 

" But, Captain," continued tbe agonized man, agun 
clutcbing the einewy arma of bis host, and forcing bis livid 
face and fixed eyes within a few inches of Captain Dick's ; 
"hear me! You must and shall bear me. I 're been in 
jail — do you hear ? — in jail, like a common felon. I 've 
been sent to the aaylum, lue a demented pauper. I Ve " — 

"Two now, and two in the morning," continued the 
Captain quietly, releaaing one band only to place two enor- 
mous pilla in the mouth of the excited Catron. " Thar now 
— adcinko' whiskey — thar, that 'II da — just enoughtotake 
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the taste out of yer mouth, wash it down, and belay it, so 
to apeak. And liow are the mills Funning, gin'rall;, over at 
the Bar ? " 

" Captain Dick, hear me — if you are my friend, for God'a 
Bake hear me I An boui ^o I should have beeu a dead 

" They say that Sam Bolin hez sold out of the ' Excel- 

sior ' " — 

" Captain Dick ! Listen, for God'a aake ; I have 
BUfFered " — 

But Captain Dick waa engaged in critically examining 
hia man. " I guess I 'II ladle ye out sonie o' that soothin' 
mixtuie I bought down at Simpaon's t'other day," he aaid 
reflectively. " And I ouderstood the boya up on the Bar 
thinks the raina will aet in airly." 

But here Nature waa omnipotent, Worn by exhaus- 
tioa, excitement, and fever, and possibly a little affected 
bj Captain Dick'a latsr potion, Boger Catroii tuined white, 
and lapsed against the wall. In an instant Captain Dick 
bad caught bim, as a cbild, lifted bim in his atalwart arma, 
vrapped a blanket around him, and deposited him in bis 
bunk. Yet, even in hia prostration, Catron made one more 
despairing appea] for mental sympatliy from his host. 

" I know I 'm sick — dying, perhapa," he gasped, from 
under tha blanketa ; " but promiae me, wbatever comes, 
teil my wife — say to " — 

" It haa beea lookin' consid'ble like rain, lately, here 
abouts," continued the Captain cooUy, in a kind of am- 
phibioua alang, characterietic of the man ; " but in tbese 
yer latitudes no man kin set up to be a weatber-sharp." 

" Captain ! will you hear me ? " 

"Yar goin' to sleep now," said the Captain potentially. 

" But, Captain, they are pürauing me 1 If they ahould 

^L " Thar ia a tifie over thar, and yer 's my navy revolver. 
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When I've emptied ihem, and want yoa to beai a banä 
I'U call ye. Just uow your lay ia to turn in. Ifsmy 

watch." 

There was Bometliing so positive, Btrong, assuring, and 
a little aweHome in the Captain's mannet that the trembling, 
nervoualy prostrated man beneath the blankets forbore to 
question further. In a few minutes bis breathing, albeit 
hurried and irregulär, announced that he slept. The Cap- 
tain theu arose, for a monient criticaliy examined the 
fileeping man, Loldiug iiia head a little on one side, wliistling 
Hoftly, and stepping backwards to get a good perspective, 
but always with contemplative good humor, as if Catron 
Ware a work of art, which he (the Captain) had created, yet 
one that ha was not yet entirely satiefied with, Then he 
put a large pea-jacket over his flannel blouse, dragged a 
MexJcan serape from the comer, and putting it over his 
Shoulders, opened the cabin door, sat down on the doot- 
step, aod leaning back ngninst the doorpost, composed 
himeelf to nieditation, The moon lifted heraeU dowly 
over the crest of Deadwood Hill, and looked down, not 
unkindly, on hie broad, white, shaven face, round and 
emooth as her own diso, encircled with a thin fringe of 
white hair and whiskers. Indeed, he looked so like the 
prevailing caricatutes in a comic almanac of planets, with 
dimly outlined featutes, that the moon would have been 
quite JListified in flirting with hira, as ahe cleatly did, 
inainuating a twinkle into his keen, gray oyes, making the 
shadow of a dimple on his broad, fat chin, and otberwi^ie 
idealizing bim after the fashion of her hero-worahiping 
sex. Touched by these benign influences, Captain Dick 
preaently broke forth in melody. His song was varioiis, 
but chiefly, I think, confined to the recital of the exploits 
of one "Lorenzo," wlio, as related by himaelf — 
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B fact ttiat Beemed to bave deprived him at once of all 
metre, graramar, or even the power of coherent narrative. 
At timea a groan or a haif-articulate cry would come from 
the "bunk" whereon Roger Catroo lay, — a circumstance 
that always seemed to excite Captain Dick to greater effort 
und mote rapid vocalization. Toward moming, in the midst 
of a prolonged howl from the Captain, who was finiBhing 
the " Starboard Watcb, Ahoy ! " in three different keys, 
Boger Catron's voice broke Buddenly and sharply from his 
eiiwrappings, — 

" I>ry up, you d — d old fool, will you ? " 

Captain Dick stopped instantly. Eising tö bis feet, and 
looking over the landscape, he took all Kature into hie con- 
fidence in one inconceivably arch and crafty wink. " He 's 
Coming up to tbe wind," be aaid eoftly, rubbing his bands. 
"The pilla ia fetchin' him, Steady now, boys, eteady. 
Steady as sho goes on her course," and with another wink 
of ineffable wisdom, he entered the cabin and locked the 

Meanwbile, the best society of Sandy Bar was kiud to 
the newly made widow. Without being definitely expressed, 
it was generally feit that eympathy with her was now safe, 
and carried no moral responaibility with it, Even practical 
and pecuniary aid, wbich hefore bad been withheld, lest it 
should be diverted from its proper intent, and perbaps, 
tbrough the weakness of the wife, made to minister to the 
wickednesB of the husband — even tbat was now openly 
Bnggested, Everybody feit that somebody should do aome- 
thing for the widow, A few did it. Her own sex rallied 
to her aide, generally with large sympathy, but, unfor- 
tunately, sraall pecuniary or practical result, At last, when 
the feasibility of her taking a hoariling-house in San Fran- 
cisco, and identifying bereelf with that large clasa of Ameri- 
eaa gentlewomen who bave seen better dajs, but clearly 
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are oa the road iicTer to see tbem agedn, n 
few of lier own and hec huaband's rieh relatives came to 
the front to rehabilitate her. It was eaaier to take her into 
their homea aa an equal, than to refuae to call upon her aa 
the mistress of a lodging-house in theadjoitiing etreet. And 
upon inspection it was found that she was etil! quite an 
eligible partie, prepoaaeasing, and withal, in her widow's 
weeds, a kind of poetical and sentimental presence, aa ne- 
ceasary in a wealthy and fashionable American faniilj aa 
a work of art. " Yea, poor Caroline haa had a aad, sad his- 
tory," the languid Mra. "Walker Catron would aay, " and 
we all aympathize with her deeply ; Walker alwaya reganls 
her as a aister." What was this dark htetory never came 
out, but ita very myatery alwaya thrilled the viaitor, and 
seemed to indicnte plainiy the reapectability of the bosteas. 
An American family without a genteel skeleton in ita 
cloaet could acarcely add to tliat goaaip which keepa aociety 
from forgetting ita members. Nor wae it altogether unuat- 
ural that presently Mtb. Eoger Catron lent heraeli to thia 
aentiniental deception, and began to think that she really 
was a more exquisitely aggrieved woman than she imagined. 
At times, when this vague load of iniquity put upon h( 
dead hushand aaaumed, through the myatery of her {riei 
the rumor of murder and highway robbery, aud 
atteinpt upon her own life, ehe went to her room, a littli 
frighteued, and had " a good cry," reappearing more mourn- 
ful and pathetic than ever, and corroborating the euapicions 
of her friends. Indeed, one or two impulaive gentlemen, 
fired by her pathetic eyeüde, openly regretted that the 
deceaaed had not been hanged ; to which Mrs. Walker Catron 
reaponded that, " Thank Heaven, they were spared at lei 
that diagrace ! " and so aent conviction into the minds 
her hearere. 

It was scarcely two months aftet ttis painful close 
her matrimonial life that one rainy Febniary moming 
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servant brought a card to Mrs. Boger Catron, beariug the 
following inscription : — 

"Richard Gneme Mieleod." 

Women are more readily affected by tiatnea than we are, 
and there was a certain Highland respectability about thia 
that, albeit not knowing its poasessor, impelled Mrs. Catron 
to send Word that ahe " would be down in a few raoments." 
At the end of this femininely indefinite period — a quarter 
of an hour by the French clock on the mantlepiece — Mrs, 
Boger Catron made her appearance in the reception-room. 
It was a düll, wet day, as I have said before, but on the 
Contra Costa hilla the greena and a few flowera were already 
Bhowing a promiee of rejuvenescence and an early Bpring. 
There waa somothing of thia, I think, in Mrs. Catron'a 
presence, shown perhapa in the coquettisli bow of a ribbon, 
in a larger and more delicate ruche, in a tighter belting of 
her black cashmere gown ; but still there was a Suggestion 
of recent rain in the eye», and threatening weather. Aa 
ehe ent«red the room, the sun came out, too, and revealed 
the prettinesa and delicacy of her figure, and I regret to 
State, also, the somewhat obtnisive plainneas of her visitor. 

" I knew ye 'd be aorter disapp'inted at first, not gettin' 
the regulär bearinga o' my name, but I 'm ' Captain Dick.' 
Mebbee ye 've heard your husband — that is, your husband 
ez ww, Eoger Gation — speak o' nie ?" 

Mrs. Catron, feeling herself outraged and deceived in 
beit, ruche, and ribbon, freezingly admitted that she had 
heard of him before. 

" In course,'' said the Captain ; " why, Lord love ye, Mra. 
Catron — ez waz — he used to he all the titne talkin' of 
ye. And allere in a free, easy, confidential way. Why, one 
night — don't ye remember ? — when he came home, car- 
ryin', mebbee, more canvas than was searaanlike, and you 
Bhet him out the houee, and laid for him witb a broomstick, 
I m one o* them crokay mallets, I disremember wbich, and 
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he kern over to me, ole Captain Bick, and I Bez to him, sei 
I, ' Why, Roger, thom 'a only love pats, and yer condishun 
is auch ez to make any womaii mad-like.' Why, Lord 
hlesa ye ! there ain't enny of them mootoo! ditferences you 
and him hed ez I doesn'tknowa on, and didn't always 
stand by, and lend ye a band, and heave in a word or two 
of ftdvice when called on." 

Mrs. Catron, ice everywhere but in her pink cheeks, was 
glad tbat Mr. Catron seemed to have always a friend t« 
wbom be confided everything, even the boee falsehoods he 
had invented. 

" Mebbee now they waz falsehoods," said the Captain 
thoughtfully, " But don't ye go to think," he added con- 
BcientiouEly, " that he kept on that tack all the tinie. Why 
tbat day he made a laiee, gambling, I think, over at Dutch 
Fiat, and give ye them bracelets — regulär solid gold — 
why, it would have done your heart good to have heard 
him talk about you — said you had the prettiest Htm iu 
Californy. Well," eaid the Captain, looking around for a 
Buitabie climax, — " well, you 'd have thought that be was 
Borter proud of ye ! VHiy, I woz with him in 'Frisco when 
he bought that A 1 prize bonnet for ye for $75, and not 
hevin' over $50 in bis pocket, borryed the other $25 outer 
me. Mehhee it was a little fancy for a bonnuL : luit I 
allers tbought he took it a little 
you awopped it ofE for 
becauBQ tbat Lawyer Maxi 
becomin' to ye. 
jealoua of tbat 

" May I 
iDterrupt«d 
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duced a amall memoraadum-book, which he glanced over 
— " it 'b a matter of $250." 

" I don't understand jou," seid Mra. Catron, in indig- 
nant astonishment. 

" Oa tho 15th of July," eaid the Captain, conaulting hia 
memorandum-book, " K<^er Bold hia claim at Nye's Ford 
for $1500. Now, le' 'b see. Thar was nigh on $350 ez he 
admilted to me he lost at poker, and we '11 add $50 to that 
für treatiDg, supper, and drinks gin'rally — put.Koger down 
for $400. Then thece was you. Now you apent $250 on 
your trip to 'Frisco thet summer ; then $200 went for them 
presents you sent your Aunt Jane, and thar was $400 for 
house espenaeB. Well, thet foots up $1250. !Now, what 'a 
hecome of thet otlier $250 ? " 

Mrs. Catron's woman'a impulae to retaliate aharply over- 
came her firat natural Indignation at her viaitor'a impudeoce, 
Therein she lost, womanlike, her vantage. 

" Perhaps the woman he fled with can teil you," she aaid 
Bsvagely. 

" Thet," Said the Captaia alowly, " ia a good, a reason- 
able idee. But it ain't true ; from all I can gather she lent 
him money. It did n't go thar." 

" Roger Catron left me penniless," said Mrs, Catron 
hotly. 

"Thet 's j ist what gets me. Yoa oughter have $250 
aomewhar lying round." 

Mra. Catron aaw her error. " May I aak what right you 
have to queation me ? If you have any, I must refer you 
to my lawyer or my brother-in-law ; if you have none, I 
hope you will not oblige me to call the aervant« to put you 
fiom the house." 

" Thet soundB reasonahle and Square, too," said the 
Captain thoughtfuUy. " I 've a power of attorncy from 
Boger Catron to Bettle up hia affaira and pay bis debts, 
given a week afore them detectiveB handed ye over hia 



1 

t eava 
id me 



S4G ROGER CATROS'S FRIEND 

dead body. But I thought that you and me miglit eava 
lawyei's fees aod all fuss and feathers, ef, in a eociable, aad- 
like way — lookin' back sorter on Eoger ez you aad me 
once knew him — we had a quiet talk together," 

"Good-morning, sir," eaid Mrs. Catron, rising atifi 
The Captain hesitated a rooment ; a sligbt flush of c 
came in bis face as he at last rose as the lady backed out 
of tbe room. *' Good-morning, ma'am," said the Captain, 
and departeti. 

Very little waa known of tbia interview except the general 
impreasion in the family that Mra. Catron had BUoceasfully 
Tesisted a vague attempt at blackmail from one of hec 
husband's formei dissolute compaaiuns. Yet it is only fair 
to say that Mrs. Catron anapped up, quite savagely, two 
male sympatbizers on tbia Eubject, and cried a good deal 
for two daya afterward, and once, in the hearing of her 
eiater-in-law, to that lady'a great horror, " wiahed ehe waa 
dead." 

A week after tbis interview, aa Lawyer Phillipa sat in bis 
offi.ce, he waa vieited by Macleod. Eecognizing, poaaibly, 
Eome practical difference between the widow and tbe 
lawyer, Captain Dick tbia time first produced bis creden- 
tials, — a " power of attomey," " I need not teil you," said 
Phillipa, " that the death of your principal rendere this 
inetiument invalid, and I auppoae you know that, leavino 
no will and no property, hia estate haa not been i 
iatered upon." 

" Mebbee it ia, and mebbee it ian't. But I hain't a 
for anytbin' but Information. Thece waa a bit o' prop'ty 
ftod B mill onto it, over at Heavytree, ez aold for $10,000. 
I don't See," aaid the Captain, Consulting bis memorandum- 
book, " ez he got anytbing out of it," 

" It was mor^aged for $7000," aaid tbe tawyer quickly, 
" and tbe interest and feea amoimt to about $3000 more." 

" The mortgage waa given aa security for a note f " 
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" Yes, a gambling debt," aaid the lawyer aharply, 

" Thet 'b 80, and my belief ez tbat it was n't a Square 
game. He shouldn't hev given no Dote. Why, don't ye 
mind, 'way back in '60, when you and me waz in Marys- 
vUle, that night that you bucked agia faro, and last seving 
hundred dollare, and then lefoosed to take up your checks, 
saying it waa a frand and gambling debt ? And don't ye 
mind wheo tbat chap kicked ye, and I helped to drag bim 
off ye — and" — 

" I 'm busy now, Mr. Macleod," eaid Phillips hastily ; 
" my Clerk will give you all the Information you require. 
Good-morning. ' ' 

" It 's mighty queer," Said the Captain thougbtfully, ae 
he deacended the stairs, " but the moment the conveieation 
geta limber and eociable-like, and I gete to runnin' free 
undet eaay sail, it 'a alwaje ' Good-morning, Captain,' and 
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By sonte occult influence, however, all the foregoing con- 
Tersation, slightly exaggerated, and the whole interview of 
the Captain with tbe widow, with sundry additions, became 
the common property of Sandy Bar, to the great delight of 
the boya. Tbere was acarcely a peraon who had evar 
had business oi social relation with Hogei Catron, vhom 
" The Frozen Truth," aa Sandy Bar delighted to designate 
the Captain, had not " interviewed," as simply and directly. 
It is eaid that he closed a conversation with one of the San 
Francisco detectives, who had found Boger Catron's body, 
in these words : " And now hevin' got throo biznesa, I was 
goin' to ask ye what 's gone of Mat Jones, who was with 
ye in the bush in Auatraily, Lord, how he got me quite 
interested in ye, telling me how you and bim got out on a 
ticket-of'leave, and was chased by them milishy guards, and 
at last Bwam out to a San Francisco bark and escaped ; " 
but heie the inevitable pressure of previous business always 
Btopped the Captain'a conversational ßow, The natural 
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resiilt of this was a singular reaction in favor of the lata 
Eoger Catron in the public setitimcnt of Sandy Bar, so 
etroDg, indeed, as to induce the R«v. Mr. Joshua M^Snagly, 
the next Sunday, to combat it with the moral of Catron'tJ 
life. After the aervice, he was appTOached in the vsEtibnl 
and in the hearing of aome of hia aiidience, by ( 
Diük, with the following compliment : " In many p'ints 3 
bed jesa got Roger Catron down to a hair. I knew ye 'i 
do it. Wby, Lord love ye, you and bim had p'ints 1 
common; and when he giv' ye that hundred doUara t 
tbe fire in Sacramento, to help ye rebuild the parsonag 
he Said to me — me not likin' ye on account o' my beiiq 
on the committee that invited ye to resign from Marysville 
all along o' that affair with Deacon PurscU'a darter ; and a 
piece flhe was, parson I eh ? — well, Roger, he ups and sez 
to me, ' Every man hez hia fatilts,' sez be ; and, sez be, 
' there 'b do reason wby a paraon ain't a human being like 
ua, and that gal o' Pursell 's is pizen, ez I know,' So ye 
See, I aced that ye was bittin' youraelf over Catron's 
Shoulder, like them early martyrs." But here, as Captain 
Dick was clearly blocking up all egtesa from the cburch, 
the sextou obliged bim to TOove on, and again he waa 
stopped in bis conversational career. 

But only for a time. Betöre long, it was whiepered 
that Captain Dick had ordered a meeting of the creditots, 
debtora, and frienda of Roger Catron at Eobinaon's Hall. 
It was su^ested, with some show of reason, that this had 
been done at the instigation of various practica! Jokers of 
Sandy Bar, who had imposed on tbe simple directnesa of 
the Captain, and the attendauce that night certainly indi- 
cated something more than a roere businesa meeting. All of 
Sandy Bar crowded into Robiason's Hall, and long before 
Captain Dick made his appearance on the platform, with 
bia inevitable memorandum-book, every inch of floor waa 
crowded. 
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The Captain began to read the expenditutea of Eoger 
Catron with relentlesa fiilelity of detail. The Beveral losaes 
by poker, the whiskey billa, and the record of b " jamboree " 
at Tooley's, the vague expenses whereof footed up $275, 
were received with enthusiastic cheers by the audience. Ä 
Single jnilliner's bill for $125 waa hailed with delight ; 
$100 expended in treating the Vestel Virgin CombinatioQ 
Troupe almoat cananized hia memoiy ; $50 for a aimple 
biiggy ride with Deacon Fisk brought down the house ; 
$500 advanced, without security and unpaid, for the elec- 
tioneering expenaea of AEsemblytnan Jouea, who had re- 
cently introduced a bill to prevent gambljng and the sale 
of lager beer on Sundays, was received with an ominoiis 
groan. One or two other items of money loaned occaaioned 
the withdrawol of eeveral gentlemen from tbe audieace 
amidat the hisees or ironical cheers of the othera. 

Ät last Captain Dick atopped and advanced to the foot- 
lights. 

" Gentlemen and frienda," he aaid slowly ; " I foots up 
$25,000 as BiOger Catron hez made, fa'r and aquate, in this 
yer county. I foota up $27,000 ez he haa spent in this yer 
coimty. I pute it to you ez meo — fa'r-minded men — ef 
thia man waa a panper and debtor ? I put it to you ez fa'r- 
minded men — ez free and eaay men — ez political economiata 
— ez this the kind of uien to impoverish a county ? " 

An overwhelming and instantaneoue " !No ! " almoat 
drowned the last utterance of the apeaker. 

" That ia only one item," aaid Captain Dick slowly, 
"oßly one item, that ez men — ez fa'r-minded men — ez 
political economiats — it aeema to me we hez the right to 
queation. It 's this : Thar is an item, read to you by me, 
of $2000 paid to certing San Francisco deteclives, paid out 
o' the aaaeta o' Roger Catron, fot the finding of Roger 
Catron's body. Gentlemen of Sandy Bar and fiienda, / 
found that body, and yer it is I " 
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And Koger Catron, a little pale and nervone, bat 
pably in the fleah, steppcd upon the platform. 

Of coutse the newspapers wete füll of it tha next 
Of course, in due time, it appeared as a garbled and romanttc 
item in the San Francisco presa, Of courae Mra, Catron, 
on reading it, faint«d, and fai two daya aaid that thia last 
crnel blow ended all relations between her huaband and 
herseif. On the third day she expresaed her belief that, if 
he had had the slightest feeling for her he woulä long eince, 
for the sake of niere decency, have communicated with her. 
On the füurtb day she thought abe had been, perhaps, badly 
adviaad, had an open quarrel witb her relatives, and inti- 
mated that a wife had certain obligations, etc. On the eixth 
day, still not be^ring from bim, she quoted Scriptuie, spoke 
of a seventy-times-seven forgivenesa, and went generaüy into 
mild bystericK. On tbe eeventh, ahe left in tbe raorning 
train for Sandy Bar, 

And really I don't know os I hav9 anything more to teil, 
I dined witb them recently, and, upon my word, a ini 
decoroua, correct, conventional, and dull diuner I never 
In my life. 
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■ I THimt that the few who were permitted to know and 
) object of thia aketch spent the rcst of their days, 
f not only in an attitude of apology für liaving at first failed 
to recognize her bighei nature, but of remorae that tbey 
Bbould have ever lent a credulona ear to a pi-iori tradition 
concemmg her famiiy characteriatics. She had not escaped 
tbat calumny which she ahared with the reat of her sex für 
those youtbful follies, levities, and indiacretions which be- 
long to immaturity. It is very probable that tbe firmneas 
that diatinguished her maturer will in youth might have 
been taken for obetinacy, that her nice discrimination tnight 
Bt the Eame period have been taken for adolescent caprice, 
and tbat tbe positive expreasion of her quick intellect might 
have been thought youtbful impertience before her years 
bad won reapect for her judgment. 

She was foaled at Indian Creek, and one montb later, 
■when she was brought over to Sawyer'a Bar, was considered 
the smalleat donkey ever seen in tbe foothills. The legend 
that ehe was btought over in one of " Dan tbe Quartz 
Cruaber's " boots lequired corroboration from that gentle- 
man ; but hia dental being evtdently baaed upon a masculine 
Tanity regarding the size of bis foot rathei than a deeire to 
be hiatorically accurate, it went for nothing. It is certain 
that for tbe next two montha abe occupied tbe cabin of 
Dan, until, perhapa incenaed at thia and other scondala, ehe 
one night made her way out. " I bad n't tbe leaat idee wot 
waz coniin'," said Dan; "but about midnight I seemed to 
lil onto the root, and B abower of rocka aiid stones 



Hke to a blast Etoited in the cafion, When I got up and 
Hlruck a tight, thar waa Buthiu' tike ooto a cord o' kinilliii' 
wood and Epltiitere whar ehe 'd etood asleep, and a hole ü 
the aide o' the stanty, and — no Jinnj ! Lookin' at thea 
hoofa o' hern — and niighty porty they is to look at, too -■ 
ytiu would allow she could do it ! " I fear that this ( 
formance laid tfae foundation of bei later infelicitous repuH 
tion, and perbaps awakened in her youtbful breast a naa 
placed ambltiou, and an emulation which might at that time-l 
have been diverted into a nobler Channel. For the fame of 
thia juvenile Performance — and ita poasible promise in the 
future — brought at once opon her the dangerous flatlery 
and attention of the wbole camp. Under intelligently di- 
rected provocation abe wuuld repeat her misguided exercise, 
until moat of the scauty furniture of tfae cabia was reduced 
to a hopelesa wreck, and sprains and callosities were devei- 
oped npon the limbs of her admirers. Yet even at thia 
early etage of her history, tbät peaetratiDg intellect which 
was in after years her dominant quality was evident to all. 
She could not be made to kick at quartz tailings, at a barrel 
of Boston Crackers, or at tbehead or shin of "Nigger Pete." 
An artiatic discrimination economized her surplns energy, 
" Ef you 'II notisa," said Dan, with a large parental aoftnes«, 
"sbe never lets heraelf out to onat like them miiles or any 
jackass ez I 've heerd of, but kinder holda herseif in, and, 
80 to «peak, takea her bearings — sorter feela round gently 
nith that off foot, takes her diatance and her rest, and tben 
with that ar foot hoverin' round in the air softly, like an 
angel's wing, and a gentle, dreamy kind o' look in them 
eyea, abe litea out ! Don't ye, Jinny ? Thar I jiat ez I 
told ye," continued Dan, with an artist's noble foi'getful- 
ness of seif, aa he slowly crawled from the splintered ruin 
of the barrel on which he had been aitting. " Thar ! did 
ye ever see the like ? Did je dream that all the while I 
was talkin' ahe waa a-meili tatin' that ? " 
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The eame artistic perception and noble reticence distin- 
guisbed her faray. It was oae of which a less Bagaciout 
animal would have been foolishly vain or ostentatioualj 
prodigal. It was a coDtralto of great compass and pro- 
fundity — reachmg from a low G to high C — perbapa a 
trifle Btronger in the Iower registet, and not altogether free 
Irom a nasal falsetto in the Upper. jDaring and brilliant as 
it waa in the middle notee, it was perbapa more musically 
remarkable for itä gieat austaining power. The elemeat of 
surpriae alwaye entered into the hearer'a enjoyment; long 
after any ordinary strain of human oiigin would bave 
ceased, faint echoes of Jinny's last noto were perpetually 
recurring. But it was aa an iotellectual and moral expres- 
sion that her hray was perfoct. As far beyond her aize as 
were her aspirationa, it was a free and running commeutary 
of scorn at all created things extant, witb Ironical and sar- 
donic additions tliat were terrible. It reviled all human 
endeavor, it <]uencbed all Eentiments^ it suapended frivolity, 
it scattered reverie, it paralyzed action. It was omnipotent. 
Moie wonderful and characteristic than all, the very exist- 
ence of this tremendous organ was unknown to the camp 
for eix months after the arrivol of its modest owner, and 
only revealed to them under circumstancos that seeraed to 
point more coaciusively than ever to her rare diacretion. 
It was the beginniug of a wann night and the middle of 

' a heated political diacussion. Sawyer's Bar bad gatbered 
in force at the Croaaing, and by the light of flaring pine 
tOTches, cbeered and applauded the rivol apeakera who from 
a rüde platform addressed the excited multitude. Partisan 
apirit at that tima ran high in the foothiUs ; crimination 
and recrimination, challenge, reply, accusation, and retort had 
ftlready inflamed the meeting, and Colonel Bungstarter, after 
ft witbering review of hia opponent's policy, culminated 
witb a personal attack tipon the career and private char- 

Liu:t«r of the eloquent anJ cbivalrous Colouel Culpepper 
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Starbottle of Siskiyou. That eloquent and chivalrous gen- 
tleman was known to he present ; it was rumored that the 
attack waa expected to provoke a ehallenge from Colonel 
Starbottle which would give Bungstarter the choice of 
weapons, and deprive Starbottle of liis advantage as a dead- 
Bhot. It was whiepered alaa that the sagacious Starbottle, 
aware of this fact, would retaliate in kind so outrageously 
ae to leavQ Bungstarter no lecourse bnt to demand satisfac- 
tion on the spot, As Colonel Starbottle rose, the eager 
crowd drew together, elbowing each otlier in rapt aud 
ecstatic expeotancy. " He can't get even on Bungstarter, 
onless he allows bis sieter ran off with a nigger, or that he 
put up his grandmother at draw-poker and lost her," whis- 
pered the Quartz Crusher ; " kin he ? " All ears were 
alert, particularly the very long and hairy ones just riaing 
above the railing of the epeaker's platform ; for Jinny, hav- 
iag a feminine distrust of Bolitude and a fondnees fot ehow, 
had followed her master to the meeting, and had insinuated 
herseif upon the platform, where way was made fot hw« 
with that frontier courtesj always extended to her age ai^H 

Colonel Starbottle, atertorous and purple, advanced to'" 
the railing. There he unhuttoned his coUar and laid hia 
neckcloth aaide ; then with his eye fixed on his antagonist 
he drew off bis hlue frock-coat, and thnisting one band into 
his Tuffled ehirtr-fiont, and raising the other to the dark con- 
opy above him, he opened his vindictive lips. The action, 
the attitude, were Starbottle'a. But the voice wi 
For at that aupreme moment, a bray — so profound, 
palling, so utterly soul-suhduing, so paralyzing that 
thing eise sank to roere inaignificance beaide it- 
wooda and sky and air. For a moment only the multitude 
gasped in speeohlesa aatoniahment, — it was a moment only, 
— and then the welkin roared with their shouta. In vaitt 
eilence waa commanded, in vain Colonel Starbottle, with 
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ghaatl^ amile, remarked that he recognized in the interrup- 
tion the voice and intellect of the Opposition ; the laugh 
continued, the more as it was discovered that Jinny had 
not yet finished, and was still recurring to her original 
theme. " Gentlemen," gasped Starhottle, " any attempt by 
[Hee-haw! from Jinny] brutal buffoonery to reatrict the 
right of free speech to oll [a prolonged assent fiom Jinny] 
13 worthy only the dastardly " — but here a diminuendo so 
long drawn aa to appear a strilcing imitatioa of the Colonel'a 
own apoplectic aentences drowned hia voioe with shrieks of 
laughter. 

It muat not be supposed that during this Performance a 
vigorous attempt was not made to oust Jinny from the 
platform. But all invain. Equally demoraiizing in either 
extremity, Jinny speedily cleared a oircle with her flying 
hoofa, araashed the speaker's table and water pitcher, sent 
the railing flying in fragmenta over the cheering crowd, and 
only succumbed to two blankets, in which, with her head 
concealed, she waa finally dragged, half captive, half victor, 
^rom the field, Even then a muffled and supplemental 
bray that come from the woods at intervals drew half the 
crowd away and reduced the other half to mere perfunc- 
toiy hearers. The demoralized meeting was adjoumed ; 
Colonel Starbottle'a withering reply remained unuttered, 
and the Bungatartet party were triumphant. 

For the reat of the evening Jinny was the heroine of the 
hour, but no cajolery nor flattery could induce her to again 
Bzhibit her powers. In vain did Dean of Ängel'a extem- 
porize a ahort harangue in tbe hope that Jinny would be 
tempted to reply ; in vain was every provocation offered 
that might ating her senaitive nature to eloquent revolt. 
She replied only with her heels. Whether or not this was 
simple caprice, or wliether she waa eatiafied with her maiden 
effort, or indignant at her subsequent treatment, she re- 
LBuined silent. " She made her liltle game," said Dan, 
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who was a polttical adherent of Starbottle's, and ■vrho yel 

froni that day enjoyed the great speaker's undying hutred ; 
" and Bven if me and her don't agree on politics — i/oit let 
her alone," AIus, it would have heeu well for Dan if he 
could have been true to hie instincta, but the offer o£ ona 
hiindred dollars from the Bungstarter patby proved too 
tempting, She passed irrevocably from his hands intn 
those of the enemy. But any reader of these tines will, I 
tiust, lejoice to hear that this attempt to restrain free 
political expreasion in the foothills failed aignally. For, 
althougb abe was again covertly introduced on the platforni 
by the Bungatartera, and placed face to face with Colonel 
Starbottle at Murphy's Carap, ahe was dumb. Even n 
braas band failed to excite her emulation. Either she bad 
become disgusted with politics, or the higher pricea paid by 
the party to other and less affective apeakera arouaed ber 
jealousy and shocked her self-eateem, but ahe remained a 
passive spectator. Wlieu the Kon. Sylvester JßouL'back, 
who received, for the use of his political faculties for a 
Single night, double the sum for wbich ehe was purchaHed 
outright, appeared on the aame platform with heraelf, she 
foreook it hurriedly and took to tbe woods. Here ahe 
might have ataived but for the interventioa of one M'Carty, 
a poor markel-gardener, wbo found ber, and gave her food 
and abelter under the implied contract that ahe should 
forsake politics and go to work. The latter she for a loug 
time reaiated, but aa she was considered lai^e enough by 
thia time to draw a cart, M'Carty broke her to aingle 
hameaa, with a severe fracture of bis leg and the lose of 
four teeth and a small spring wagon, At length, when sbe 
could be trusted to carry his warea to Murphy's Camp, and 
could be checked from entering a shop with the cart at- 
tached to ber — a fact of wliich she alwaya affected perfect 
disbelief — her eduoation was considered as completo aa 
that of the average Califomian donkey. It waa atill luisafe 
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to leave her alone, as Bhe disliked aolitude, and always 
mado it a point to joio aiiy group of loungera with her un- 
necessary cart, and even to follow aome good-looking miner 
to bis cabin. Tbe lirst time tbis peculiarity was diacovered 
by her owner was on bis return to tbe street aftet driving 
a bargain within tbe walle of tbe Teniperance Hotel. Jinny 
was nowbere to be eeen. Her devioua conrse, however, 
was pleasingly indicated by veg«tables tbat strewed tbe 
load ustil abe waa at last tracked to tbe veranda of tbe 
Arcade salooD, where sbe was found looking tbrough tbe 
Window at a gante of euchre, and only deterred by tba 
impeding cart from entering tbe buUding. A visit one 
Sunday to tbe little Catholic cbapel at Ftench Camp, wbero 
ebe attempt«d to introduce an antipbooal service and tbe 
catt, brougbt ahame and disgrace upon her unlucky maater. 
For the cart contained fresbly gathered vegetables, and the 
^t tbat M'Carty bad been Sabbatb-breaking waa painfully 
'Avident. Fatber Sulüvan was quick to tum an incident 
that provoked only tbe riaibilities of bis audiunce into a. 
moral lesson. " It 'a tbe poor dumb beaat tbat has a 
more Cbristian sowl tban Michael," he commented ; but 
here Jinny assented so poaitively tbat they were fain to 
dtag her away by main force. 

To her eccentric and thougbtleas youth aucceeded a calm 
matuiity, in which her conaervative aagacity waa ateadüy 
developed. Sbe now worked for her living, subject, how- 
ever, to a nice diacrimination by which sbe limited lierself 
to a certain amount of work, beyond which neitber threata, 
beatings, nor cajoleries would force her. At certain hours 
ehe would atart for the stable witb or witbout tbe in- 
cumbrances of the cart or Michael, turning two long and deaf 
eoTB on all expostulation or entreaty. " JJow, God be good lo 
me," Said Michael, one day, picking bimself out from a ditch 
as he gozed sorrowfuUy after the flying heela of Jinny, " but 
tft'a only tbe second load of cabbagea I 'm bringin' theday, 
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and if ahe 's shtruck now, it 'a niined I am entoirely." Bnt 
he was mistakeii ; aftet two houra of ruminatioa Jinny 
returned of herown free will, having evidently mistaken the 
time, and it is said even consented to draw an extra load to 
make up the deficiency. It may be imagined from this and 
other circumstances that Michael stood a little in awe of 
Jinny's superior intellect, and that Jinny occasionally, with 
the instinct of her aex, presumed upon it, After the 
Sunday episode, already referred to, ehe was given her 
liberty on that day, a privilege ehe gracefully recognized hy 
Bomewhat luihending her usual austerity in the indulgence 
of a Baturnine hunior. She would visit the mining camps, 
and, grazing lazily and thoughtfuUy before the cabina, 
would, hy varioua artitioea and coquetries knowa to the 
feraale hcait, induce some credulous strenger to approach 
hei with the iotention of taking a ride. She wonld submit 
hesitatingly to a halter, allow him to motint hei hack, and, 
with every expiession of timid and feaiful leluctance, at 
last permit bim to guide her in a laborioua trot out of aight 
of human habitation. What happened tbea was nevei 
cleaily known. In a few moments the camp would be 
aroused hy shouta and execrations, and the spectacle of 
Jinny tearing by at a frightful pace, with the atianger 
clinging with his arms aröund her neck, afraid to alip off, 
from terror of her ciicumyolving heeU, and vaialy implor- 
iiig aasistance. Ägain and agaia she would dash by tba 
applauding gioupa, adding the aggravation of her TOicB to 
the danger of her heela, nntil, snddenly wheeling, she would 
gallop to Carter's Pond and depoait her lucklesa f reight in the 
muddy ditch, Ihis practica! joke waa repeated until one 
Siinday ehe was approached by Juan Eamirez, a Mexican 
vaquero, booted and spuried, and canying & riata. A 
crowd waa asaemhled to see hei diacomfituie. But, to the 
intense disappointment of the camp, Jinny, aftei quietly 
auiveying the atianger, uttered a sardonic hray, and ambW 
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ny to the Uttle cemetery on the hill, whoae tangled 
l-chaparral effectually prevented all p\irsuit by her aldlled 
k'&ntagonist. Erom t!mt day Ehe forsook the camp, and 
1 Bpent her Sabbaths in mortiiary reflection among the pine 
I iead-boarda and cold " kic jacets " of the dead, 

Happy would it have heen if thia tircurastance, Trhich 

I teeulted in the one poetic episode of her life, had occurred 

I etkrlier; for the cemetery was the favorite resort of Miss 

' Jessie Lawton, a gentle invalid from San Francisco, who 

had sought the foothills for the baisam of pine and fir, and 

in the faint hope that the freshness of the wind roses might 

call back her own, The extended views from the cemetery 

IBatisfied Miss Lawton's artistic taste, and here frequently, 
with her sketcb-book in band, she indulged thst taste and 
B certain shy reaerve wliich kept her from contact with 
Btrangers. On one of the leaves of that sketch-book appears 
s study of a donkey's head, heing none otber tban the grave 
■features of Jinny, as once projected timidly over theartist's 
Shoulder. The preliminaries of this intimacy have never 
transpired, nor ia it a settled fact if Jinny made tbe first 
advances. Xhe result was only known to the men of 
Sawyer'e Bar by a viaion which remained froah in their 
memories long after the gentle lady and her four-footcd 
friend had paaaed beyond their voices. As two of the 
tunnel-men were returning from work one evening, they 
■. «hanced to look up tbe little trail, kept sacred from secular 
j intrusion, tbat led from the cemetery to the settlement. In 
Lr the dim twiligbt, against a sunaet sky, they beheld a pale- 
^bced girl tiding slowly toward them. "With u delicata 
I instinct, new to these rough men, they drew closer in the 
I Bhadow of the busbes until she passed. There was no mis- 
taking the familiär grotesqueness of Jinny ; there was no 
mistaking the langnid grace of Mise Lawton. But a wreath 
of wild roaes was around Jinny'a neck, from her long eare 
' floated Mise Jessie's hat Tibbons, and a miachievons, girlish 
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amile was upon Mias Jesaie'e face, aa freah aa the azaleas in 

her hair. By the next day the story of this gentle apparition 
was küown to a dozen minera in camp, and all were swom to 
eecrecy. But tbe next evening, and the next, from the safe 
ehadowa of the woods they watched and drank in the beauty 
of that fanciful and all uuconscious procession. They kept 
their aecret, andnever a whiaper orfootfall from these rough 
men broke its charm or betrayed theit preaence. The man 
who could have shocked the sensitive reserve of the yoimg 
girl would have paid for it with hia lif e. 

And then one day the character of the proceasion changed, 
and this little incident having been told, it was pemiitt«d 
that Jinny ahould foUow her fviend, caparisoned even as be- 
f ore, but this time by the rougher but no less loving hands of 
men. When the cortfege reached the fetry where the dead 
girl was to begin her BÜent joumey to the sea, Jinny broke 
from those who held her, and after a frantic effort t« mount 
the bärge feil into the swiftly rushing Stanislaua. A dozen 
stout arms were stretched to aave her, and a rope, akillfully 
thrown, was caught around her feet. For an instant she was 
passive, and, as it seemed, saved. But the next momeat 
her dominant inatinct retumad, and with one stroke of her 
powerful beel she snapped the rope ia twain and so drifted 
with her miftress to the sea. 



TWO SÄINTS OF THE FOOT-HILLS 

It never was olearly ascertained how long they had been 
there. The first settler of Eough-and-Ready — äne.-L«*, 
jJnyfully -known to his faiail»» »»-"The PoQi Indian " — 
d^cUred that the Sainta were afore his time, and occupied 
A cabin in the brush when he " blazed " his way to the 
Korth Fork. It is certain that the two were present when 
the water was flrat tumed on the Union Ditcb, and tben 
and there received the designation of Daddy Dawney and 
Mammy Downey, which they kept to the last, ""fts-they- 
toHored toward the refreshment tent, they were welcomed 
witii the greatest enthusiasm by the boya ; or, to borrow 
-the-more refined langusge of the "Union ßecorder," 
" Their gray haira and beot figures, recalHng as they did 
the happy paternal eastern bomes of the spectatora, and the 
bleasingB that feil from venerable lips when they left those 
bomes to journey in queat of the Golden Fleece on Occi- 
dental Slopes, caused many to burst into tears." The 
nearei facta, that many of these spectators were OTphans, 
tbat a few were unable to establish any legal parentage 
whatever, that othera bad enjoyed a State'a guardianship 
and discipline, and that a majority had left their parental 
roofa without any enibarrassiog preliminary formula, were 
mere passing clonds that did not dim the golden imagety 
ol the writer. From that day the Sainta were adopted ob 

_ historical lay figuree, and entered at once into possesaion of 

b^nninterruptcd gratuities and endowment. 

H It was not BtRinge that, in a country largely made up of 
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ambitious ttnd reckl«ss youth, these two— %pe4.of coneer- 
vative and settled forma — should be thus celebrated. Apart 
from any sentiment of veneration, they were admirable foÜB 
to the community's youthfui progress and energy, They 
were put torward at every Bocial gathering, occnpied promi- 
nent seats OD the platfomi at every public meeting, walked 
first in every procesaion, were conspicuous at the frequent 
funeral and rarer wedding, and were godfather and god- 
mother to the first baby born in Koiigh-and-Ready. At the 
ftrst poil opened in that precinct, Daddy Downey cast the 
firet vote, tmi^-as Wää bis custom ob all-fiaementolis oer.a- 
Ejons, - b ec am ft-volubly_ reminiacent. " Tlie firat vote I evar 
cast," said Daddy, " was for Andrew Jackson — the father 
o' aome oa you peart young chaps was n't bom then ; he ! 
ha ! — that was 'way long in '33, was n't it ? I dieremem- 
ber now, but if Mammy was here, ehe bein' a school-gal at 
the time, she could say. But my memory 'a faUin' me, 
I 'm an old man, boys ; yet I likea to see the young ones 
go ahead. I recklect that thar vote from a auckumstance. 
Squire Adama was preseut, and seein' it waa my first vote, 
he put a goold piece into my hand, and, sez he, eez Squire 
Adama, ' Let that alwaya be a reminder of the eserciae of 
a glorioue freeman's privilege ! ' He did ; he 1 he ! Lord) 
boys ! I feel so proud of ye, that I vrish I had a hundred 
votes to caat for ye all." 

It ia hardly necessary to say that the memorial tribut« of 
Squire Adams was increased tenfold by the judges, inepec- 
tors, and clerks, and that the old man tottered back to 
Mammy considerably heavier than he came.' " ^s' ^>W!f "öf , 
the rival caadidatea were equally sure of bis vote, and each, 
had called upon him and ofFered a conveyance, it is biit fair 
to presume they were equally beaelioent. But Daddy 
insisted upon Walking to the poUs, — a distance of two 
miles, — as a moral example, and a t«xt for the Califomian 



■ TWO 3AISTS OF THE FOOT-HILLS 3ü3 

^Hqgrapfaers, wlio haatened to record that such was tfae 
iafluence of the foot-hül climate, that " a Citizen of Kough- 
and-Ready, aged eiglity-four, roae at six o'clock, and, after 
milkirg two cows, walked a distance of twelvo niiles to the 
poUa, and retnmed in time to chop a cord of wood befote 
dinner." SHghtiy exaggerated as this statement may have 
— 'feert," Uie (act that Daddy was alwajs found by the visitör 
to be engaged at hia wood-pile, which aeemed neither to 
increoBe nor diminish under his axe, a fact, daubtieaa, 
owing to the activity of Mammy, who was always nt tbe 
aalne time making piea, aeemed to give some credecce to 
the etory. Indeed, the wood-pile of Daddy Downey was 
a Standing reproof to the indolent and eluggish miner. 

" Ole Daddy muat usc up a pow'ful sight of wood ; every 
time I 've passed by his ahanty he 'b been makin' the chips 
fly. But what gets me ia, that the pile doo't aeem to eomo 
down," aaid "Whiskey Dick to hie neighbor. 

" Well, you demed fool ! " growled hia neighbor, " sposa 
Bonte chap happens to pasa by thar, and sees the ole mao 
doin' a raan'a work at eighty, and alouches like you and me 
lying round drunk, and that chap, feelin' kinder humped, 
goes up some dark night and heaves a load of cut pine over 
hia fent», who 'b got anything to say about it ? — say ? " 

Cettainly not the Speaker, who had done the act auggested, 
nor the penitent and remorsefui hearer, who repeated it 
uext day. 

The piea and cakea niadö by the old woman were, I think, 
remarkable rattier for their inducing the same' loyal and 
'geheroua spüit than for their intrinsic excellence, and, it may 
be aaid, appealed more atrongly to the nobler aspiiations of 
humanity than ita vulgär appetite. Howheit, everybody 
ate Mammy Downey'a pies, and thought of hia childhood, 
"Take 'em, dear hoys," the old lady would aay ; " it does 
me good to see you est 'em ; reminds me kinder of my poor 
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Sammy, that et be 'd lived, would hev been ez stroDg and big 
ez you be, but was takeo down witb luog fever at Sweel- 
water. I kin see himyet; that'a forty years ago, dearl 
coinin' out o' the lot to tfae bakehouse, and amilin' euch a 
beautiful emile, like youra, dear boy, aa I haßded him a 
mince or a Jemining turnover. Dear, dear, how I do rua on 1 
and tbose daye is past ! but I seems to live in you again ! " 
The wife of the botel-keeper, actuated by a low jealouay, 
had suggested that eLb '' seemed to live tiff them ; " but aa 
that person tried to demonstrate the truth of her statement 
by reference to the coat of the raw material used by the old 
Isdy, it was considered by the camp as too practical and 
Bconomical tor conaideration, " Besidea," added Cy Perkins, 
" ef old Mammy wanta to turn an honest penny in her old 
age, let her do it. How would you like yout old mother 
to make piea oo grub wagee, eh?" — a Suggestion that so 
affected hia hoarer (who had no mother) that he bought 
tbree on the spot. The ^ualit^ of these pies had never been 
discussed but once. It ia related tbat a young lawyer from 
San Francisco, dining at the Palmetto leataurant, pushed 
away one of Mammy Downey'a piea with every expresaion 
of disgust and diasatiafaction. At this juncture, Whiskey 
Dick, oonsiderably affected by hia favorite atimulant, ap- 
proached the stranger'a teble, and, drawing up a chair, sat 
uninvited before him. 

" Mebbee, young man," he began gravely, "ye don't like 
Mammy Downey'a piea ? " 

The straoger replied curtly, and in some astonieliment, 
that he did not, aa a rule, " eat pie." 

" Young man," continued Dick with dninkea gravity, 
" mebbee you 're accustomed to Charlotte rusks and blue 
mange ; mebbee ye can't eat nnless your grub is got up by 
one o' thera French oooks ? Yet we — us boye yar in thip 
eamp — calls tbat pie, — a good — com-pe-tent pie ! ' 
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Tbe stranger again disciaimed anything but a general 
dislike of that form of pastry, 

" Young man," continued Dick, utterly unheeding the 
Bxplanation, — " young man, metbee you onc't had an ole, 
B very ole mother, who, tottering down the vale o' years, 
mado piea. Mebbee — and it 's like your blank epicurean 
soul — ye turned up your nose on the ole wonian, and went 
back oa the pies, and on her t She that dandled ye when 
ye woz a baby, — a little baby I Mebbee ye went back on. 
her, and ahook her, and played off oo her, and gave her 
away — dead away ! And now, mebbee, young man, — I 
would n't hurt ye for the world, — but mebbee, afore ye 
leave thia yar table, ye 'll eat that pie ! " 

The atranger rose to his feet, but the muzile of a dragoon 
revolverin the unsteady banda of Whiskey Dick cauaed him 
to alt down again. He at« the pie, and lost his case like- 
wiae before a Eough-and-Ready Jury. 

Indeed, far from eshibiting the cynical doubts and dis- 
trnate of age, Daddy Downey received alwaya with child- 
likB delight the progress of modern improvement and 
energy. " In my day, long back in the twenties, it took us 
nigh a week — a week, boya — to get up a bam, and all 
the young onea — I was one then — for mites round at the 
raisin' ; and jer 'e you boya — rascala ye are, too — runs 
up thiH yer abanty for Mammy and me 'twixt aun-up and 
dark! Eh, eh, you're teacbin' tbe old folks new tricka, 
are ye ? Ah, get along, you 1 " and in playful Simulation 
of anger he would ahake his white hair and his hickory 
Btaff at the " tascals." The only iudication of the conserva- 
tive tendencies of age was visible in his continual protest 
against the estravagance of the boys. " Why," he would 
say, " a family, a hüll family, — leavin' alone me and the 
old woman, — might be supported on what you young raa- 
oala throw away in a aingle spree. Ah, you young doga, 

in't I hear about your acattering half-dollars on Ihe 
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etagB the otlier night wben tKät^EyetaÜan Papist 
GÜigiii'. And tbat moaey goee ^out of Äoeriky 
Cent!," ~"" ' 

Ihere ixaa .little doubt that tbe old coupli 
ing, if not. aVaricioiis. But when it was kiiown, throagh 
tlie indiscteet volubility of Maramy Downey, that Daddy 
Dowpey sent the bulk of their savings, gratuities, and gifte, 
to a I disaipated knd prodigal son in the Hast, — whose 
photögraph the old man always carriad, iwith bim^ — it 
ratbar elevated him in their regard.'" ' " Wheii ye- write 1» 
that gay and fealdve son o" yonr'n, Daddy ,'| said Joa-Si^in- 
son, j" send hira 'this yer specimen. Giv8|him my compli- 
menis, and teil him, ef he kin epend moitey faster tlian 
can,:l call him! Teil him, ef he wants a first-cIaBS ji 
boree, to kern out bere, and me and tbe boys will show hl 
whaf; a Square ijtruik is ! " Ip vain wouid tbe old matt' 
cootinue to profest against tbe spirit of the gitt ; the miner 
generally retnrBod with bis pockets that mach the lighter, 
and it ia not improbable a little less intoxicated than he 
otherwise might have been. It may be premised that 
Daddy Downey was strictly temperate. The only ^yay he 
managed to avoid hurtiog the feelings of the camp was by 
accepting tbe frequent donationa of whiskey t« be used for 
the purpoaes of lininient. 

"Nest to enake-oil, ray son," he would aay, " and 
dilberry-juice, — and ye don't seora to pro-duce 'em here. 
abonta, — whiskey ia good for rubbin' onto old bonea tt, 
make 'em limber. But pure cold water, ' sparklin' and 
bright in its liquid ligbt,' and, so to epeak, reÜectiu' of 
God'a owu linymente on its surfisa, is the best, onlese, like 
l>oor ol' Mammy and me, ye gets the dunib-agur from over- 

The fame of tbe Downey couple was not confined to the 
,,)ot-hi!la. The ßev. Henry Gushington, D: B., of Boston, 
making a bronchial tour of California, wrot« to the ' 
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tian Fathfinder " an affecting account of bis visit to them, 
placed Daddy Downey's age at 102, and attributed the 
receut converatoiiB in Kough-and-Ready to their influence. 
That gifted literary Heasian, Eil! Smith, traveling in the 
intereats of various capitalista, and the truatworthy corre- 
spondent ol four " oniy independent American Journals," 
quoted him aa an evidence of the longevity superinduced 
by the climate, ofiered him aa an example of the security 
of helpless life and pToperty in the maunbLina, uaed him os 
an advertisement of the Union Ditch, and it ia said, in 
some vague way, cited him aa proving the collateral facta of 
a timber and ore producing region existing in the foot-bills 
wortby the attention of Eastern capitaliats. 

Praiaed thuB by the lips of diatjnguished repott, fostered 
by the care and auatained by the pecuniary offeringa of 
their fellow-citizena, the Sainta led for two yeara a peaceful 
life of gentle abaorption. To reUeve them from the embar- 
raaaing appearance of eleeraosynary receipts, — an embarmss- 
ment feit more by the givers than the recipienta, — the 
postmaaterehip of Rough-and-Ready waa procured for Daddy, 
and the duty of receiving and delivering the United States 
inails performed by him, with the advice and aasiatance of 
the boys. If a few lettera went astray at this time, it waa 
essily attributed to this undiscipitned aid, and the boys 
themaelves vere alwaya readj to make up the value of a 
miasing money-letter and " keep the old man'a accounts 
aquate." To theae ftinctiona presently were added the trea- 
Burerahipe of the Maaons' and Odd Fellowa' charitable 
funds, — the old man being tar advanced in their respec- 
tive degrees, — and even tbe poaition of almoner of their 
bouniies was superadded. Here, unfortunately, Daddy's 
habita of eoonomy and avarioioua propenaity came near mak- 
ing him unpopulär, and very often needy brothera were 
forced to object to the quantity and quality of the help 
Bxtended. They alwaya met with more generoua relief 
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from the private hands of the brothers themsel/veB, and 
remark that " the ol' man was trying to set an' esampli 
that he meant well," — and that they would y'et be thanl 
Inl for hia zealous care and economy. A iew, I thii 

L^suffgred in noble silence, mther than bring the old mt 

'^""twfe^ tö the public notice. 

And 80 with thia honor of Daddy and Mammy, the days 
of the miners were long and profitable in the land of the 
foot-hills. The minea yielded their abuadanoe, the wintere 
were singularly open, and yet there was no drouth nor lack 
of water, and peace and plenty amiled on the Sierran foot- 
hilk, from tbeir higheet sunny npland to the trailing falda 
of wild oate and poppiea. If a certaiD superstition got 
abroad among the other camps, connecting the foitimes of 
Rough-and-Ready with Daddy and Mammy, it was a gentle, 
harmleES fancy, and was not, I think, altogether rejected 
by the old poople. A certain large, patriarchal, bountiful 
mannet, of late vieible in Daddy, and the increase of mucfa 
white hsir and beard, kept np the poetic alluaion, while 
Mammy, day by day, grew more and moro like somebody's 
tairy godmother. "An attempt was made by a lival camp 
to eraulato these paying virtues of reverence, and an aged 
mariner was procured from the SnÜor'B Snug Harbor in 
San Francisco on trial. But tho «nfortunate Seaman was 
more or less diseased, was not always presentable, through 
a weaknesa for ardent spirits, and finslly, to use the power- 
ful idiom of one of bis disappointed foater-children, " up 
and died in a week, witbout sUnging ary Hessin'." 

But vicissitode reaches young and old alike. Toutbful 
RiOUgh-and-Eeady and the Saints had climbed to their 
meridian together, and it seemed fit that they ahould to- 
getber decline. The fixst shadow feil with the immigration 
to Kough-and-Beady of a second aged pair. The land- 
lady of the Independence Hotel had not abated her mala- 
volenoe towards the Saint*, and had imported at consic 
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able espense hei giand-aunt and grand-uncle, who bad 
been enjoying for some yeara a sequestered retirement in 
the poorhouse at East Maühias. Tliey were indeed very 

»oU. By what miracie, even as anatoniioaJ epecimens, they 
'had been preserved during their long journey, was a mys- 
t«ry to the camp. In eoma reapecta they had superior 
-memories and reminiHcencea. The old man — Abner Trix 
— had ahouldered a muaket in the war of 1812 ; bis wife, 
Abigail, had seen Lady Washington. She could eing 
hymna; he knew every text between "the leds" of a 
Bible, There is little doubt but that in tnany reapecta, to 
the superficial and giddy crowd of youthful spectatore, they 
were the more intereating apeotacle. 

Whether it was jealousy, diatrust, or timidity that over- 
came the Saint«, was never known, but they atudiously 
declined to meet the etrangera, Wbeo directly approached 
upou the Hubject, Daddy Downey pleaded illaess, kept him- 
eelf in dose secluaion, and the Sundaj thitt the Ttiites 
attended church in the achoolhouse on the hill,-the triumph 
^«f the Trix party was mitigated by the fact that the 
Downeya were not in their accustomed pew. " You bat 
that Daddy and Mammy ia lying low je«t to ket«h them 
old munimiea yet,'.'.. explained a Downeyite. For by this 
ttrne Bchiam aadidlvtaion had crept into the camp; the 
younger and latei membera of the aettlemeot adhering to 
the Xfetns, while the older pioneera stood nofr-ooly loyal 
to their own favoritea, but even, ia the true apirit of par- 
tlsanahip, began to seek foi a principle underlying theii 
personal feelinga. " I teil ye what, boys," obaerved Sweet- 
water Joe, " if this yer camp ia goin' to be run by green- 
horna, and old pioneera, like Daddy atid the rest of us, 
muBttake back aeata, it's time we emigrated and shoved 
out, and tuk Daddy with ua. Why, they 're talkin' of rota- 
tion in offlsa, and of putting that skeleton that Ma'am 
Decker eate up at the table to take her boardera' appetitee 
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away, Into the post-office in place o' Daddy." And, indeed, 
there weie some leara of euch a conclueion ; the newer men 
of Rough-and-Ready were in the majority, and-mielded a 
mors than equal influeuce of woalth and outside enterprise. 
" Frisco," as a Downeyite bitterly remarked, " already 
owned half the town." The oM frienda that rallied around 
Daddy and Mamray were, like most loyal-irieadß in advet_ 
fiity, in bad case themeelves, and were beginning to look 
aiid aot, it was obaerved, not unlike their old favorites. 

At thiB juncture Mammy died. 

The audden blow for a few days eeeraed to reunite dis- 
Bevered Rough-and-Ready. Both factions haBtened to the 
bereaved Daddy with condolements, and otfers of aid and 
aaaistance. But the old man received them stemly. A 
change had corae over the weak and yielding octogenarian. 
Those who expected to find him maudlin, helpless, disconso- 
late, shrauk from the cold, hard eyes and tiuculent voice 
that bade them " begone," and " leave hira with bis dead." 
Even bis own friends failed to make him reepond to their 
Gympathy, and were fain to content themselves with his cold 
intimation that both the wiehes of bis dead wife and bis 
own instincte were against any display, or the reception 
of any favor from the camp that might tend to keep up 
the divisions they had innoceatly created. Tbe refusal of 
Daddy to accept any Service offered was so unlike him as 
to have but one dreadful meaning ! The sudden slioek 
had turned bis brain ! Yet so impressed were they with bis 
resolution that they permitted bim to perfocm tbe last sad 
Offices bimaeli, and only a select few of hiB nearer neighbora 
aasisted him in carrying the piain deal eoffin from bis lonely 
cabin ia the wooda to tbe still loaelier cemetery on tbe bill- 
top. When tbe shallow grave was filled, he dismissed even 
tliese curtly, abut bimaelf up in bis cabin, and for days re- 
maiaed uoseen. It was evident that he waa no longer ü 
his right mind. 
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IHis harmlesa aberration was aceepted and treated with. 
•■degree of intelligent delicacy hardly to be believed of bo 
"WTigh a oommunity. During hia wife'a audden and severe 
illnesG, the safe containing the funda intruEted to hie care 
by the varioua benevolent asaociations was broken into and 
robbed, and altbough the act was clearly attributable to bis 
careleasnesa and preoccupation, all alluaion to the fact was 
withhfild from him in hia severe afBiction. When he 
appeared again before the camp, and the circamataDcea 
were coneiderately explained to him, with the remark that 
" the boys had made it all right," the vacant, bopelesa, 
unintelligent eye that be turned upoa the apeakei ahowed 
too plainly that he had forgotten all about it. " Doti't 
-trouble tbe old man," Said Whiskey Dick, with a hurst of 
honest poetry, " Don't ye see bis memory-'s dead, and 
lying there in the eoffin with Mammy ? " Ferhaps the 
Speaker was nearer right than he imagiaed. 

Failing in religious copsolstion, they took various meaDs 
of diveiting bis mind with worldly amuaements, and one 
was a viait to a traveling variety troupe, tben performing 
in the town, The reault of the viait was briefly told by 
"Whiskey Dick. " Well, sir, we went in, and I sot the old 
man down in a front seat, and kinder propped him np with 
Bome other of the fellers round him, and there he sot as 
eilent and awful ez tbe grave. And then that fancy dancer, 
Miss Giace Somerset, comea in, and dem my skin, ef the 
old man didn't get to trembling and fidgeting all over, as 
ahe cut them pidgia wings. I teil ye what, boya, men is 
men, way down to their hoots, — whether they 're crazy ot 
not ! Well, he took on so, that I 'm blamed if at last that 
gal herseU dtd n't notice him ! and she ups, aaddenly, and 
blowa him a kiss — so ! with her fingera I " 
"Whether this narration wete exaggerated or not, it is 
^ ^acr talri that the old man Downey every succeeding night of 
^^^ue peiformance was a spectator. That he may have aspired 
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tu more than thnt was su^eetod a day or two later in Ute 
foHowing incident : A number of the boye were srtting 
around the stove in the Magnolia saloon, listening to the 
onset of a. winter storm againat the Windows, when Whiskey 
Dick, tremuämis, excitod, nnd briatliog with rain-diopa and 
informalion, broke in upon them. 

" Well, hoya, I 've got just the biggeat thing out. Ef I 
hadn't aeed itinyself, I would n't hev believed it ! 

"It ain't thet ghoat ag'in ? " growied Eobinaon, fi 
the depths of his aim-chair ; " thet ghost 's aboat played. 

" Wot ghost ? " aaked a new-comer. 

" Why, ole Mammy'a ghoat, that every feller about yer 
sees when he 'a half füll and out late o' nighta." 

" Where ? " 

" Where ? Why, where should a ghoat he ? Mea» 
derin' round her grave on the hill, yander, in courae." 

" It 's suthin bigger nor thet, pard," said Dick confi- 
dently j " no ghoat kin rake down the pot ag'in the keeida 
I'vegothere. Thia ain't no bluff ! " m 

" Well, go on ! " said a dozen excited voiees. ■ 

Dick paused a moment difl&dently, with the hf sitation iM 
an artiatic raconteur. ■ 

"Well," he said, with affected deliheration, " let 'a see ! 
It 'a nigh onto an hour ago ez I was down thar at the vari- 
ety show. When the curtain was down betwist tb» «x, I 
looks round fer Daddy. No Daddy tbat ! I goes out and 
aeica some o' the boya. ' Daddy was there a minnit ago,' 
they say ; ' muat hev gone home.' Bein' kinder responsible 
for the old man, I hange around, and goes out in the hall 
and se«a a passage leadin' bebind the scenes. Now the 
queer thing about this, boys, ei that snthin in my bones 
teils me the old man ia thar. I puahes in, and, sare aa a 
giin, T hear his roice. Kinder pathetic, kinder pleadin', 
kinder " — 

" Love-makin' I " Itroke in the iiniintifiii- Rff>rii>MTi 
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l\ " You've hit it,pBrd,— you've rtmgthe bell every time 1 
^\"^tit ah« tays, ' I want thet money down, or I 'U ' — and here 
mld a't get to hear tLe rest. And then he kinder coasea, 
and she saya, sorter sassy, but listenia' all the time, — woiuon 
like, ye know, Eve and the sarpiat ! — and she says, 'I'U 
aee to-morrow.' And he aays, ' You won't blow on me ? ' 
md I^ gets excited and peepg in, and may I be teetotally 
durned ef I djdn't aee " — 

" What ? " yelled the crowd. 

" Why, Daddy on hi» knees to that tkerefancy daneer, 
Grace Somerset ! Now, if Mamray'e Ghoat ia meanderio' 
round, why, et 's about time she left the cemetery and put 
in an appearauce in Jackaon's Hall. Thet 's all I " 

" Look yar, boya," aaid Kobinaon, riaing, " I don't know 
ez it 'b the aqua« thing to apilo Daddy's fun. I don't object 
to it, provided she ain't takin' in the old man, and givin' 
him dead away. But ez we 'le bis guardeens, I propose that 
we go down thar and aee the lady, and find out ef her inten- 
tions is honorable. If ehe meana marry, and the old man 
peraists, why, I reckon we kiu give the yoiiug couple a aend- 
off thet won't disgrace this yer camp ! Hey, boys ? " 

It ia unneceasary to aay tbat the propoaition was received 
with acclamation, and that the crowd at once departed on 
their difcreet mission. But the result'Was never knöwn, for 
the nest morning brought a abock to Bough-and-Beady 
betöre whicb all other interesta paled to nothingneaa. 

The grave of Maramy Powney waa found vioUted and 
deapoiled ; the cofiin opeaed, and half illied with the papers 
and accounta of the robbed benevolent associationa ; but 
the body of Mammy waa gone ! Nor, on exaraination, did 
it appear that the sacred and ancient form of that female 
had ever repoaed in ita receaaea ! 

Daddy Downey was not to be found, nor is it necessary 
to eay that the ingenuoua Grace Somerset was also misaing. 

For three daya the reaaon ol Eougb-and-Eeady trembled 
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in the balance. No work was dose in the ditcLee, in the 
flume, nor in the müls. Groupa of men stood by the grave 
of the lamented relict of Daddy Downey, as open-mouthed 
and vacant as that sepulchre. Never since the great earth' 
quake of '52 had Rough-and-ßeady beea so etirred to its 
deepest f oundations. 

Ott the third day the eheriff of Calavetaa — a quiet, 
gentle, thoughtful man — arrived in town, and passed f^m 
one to the other o( excited groups, dropping here and tbere 
detached but concise and practical information. 

" Yes, gentlemen, you are right ; Mre. Downey ia not 
dead, because there was n't any Mra. Downey ! Her pait 
was played by George F, Fenwick, of Sydney, — A-iticLefc- 
of-leare-inan,' who was, they say, a good actor. Downey 7 
Oh yes ! Downey was Jem Flanigan, who, in '52, ueed to 
Tun the rariety troupe in Äustralia, where Miss Somerset 
made her debut. Stand back a little, boya. Steady ! The 
money? Oh yea, they've got away with that, sure! How 
are ye, Joe ? Why, you 'ra looking well and hearty I I 
rather expectedye court week. How 's thinga your way ?" 

" Then they were only play-actors, Joe Bali-? " hroke in 
a dozea voiceB. 
V " I recken ! " retumed the sheriEF coolly. 

" And für a matter o' üve blank years," i 
Bick eodly, " they played thia camp I " 
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"WHO WAS MY QÜIET FBIEND?" 

!" 

T]ie Toice was not loud, but cleai and penetrating. I 
looked vainly up and down the narrow, darkening trail. 
Xo one in the fringe of alder ahead ; no one on the guUied 
dope behind. 

" Oh, stranger ! " 

This time a little impatiently. The Califomian claasical 
Tocative, " Oh," alwaya meant buHineas. 

I looted up, and perceived for the firat time on the ledge, 
thirty feet above me, another trail parallel with my own, 
Bnd looking down upon me through the buckeye bushea a 
small man on a black horee. 

Five thingB to be here noted by the circumspect moun- 
taineer. First, the locality, — lonely and inaccesaible, and 
away from the regulär faring of teamstere and miners. 
Secondly, the atranger'H auperior knowledge of the road, 
from the fact that the other trail was nnknown to the or- 
dinaiy traveler. Thirdly, that he was well armed and 
cquipped. Fourthly, that he was better mounted. Fitthly, 
that any diatrust or timidity arising from the conteinplation 
of tbeae facta had better be kept to one's aelf. 

All thiB passed rapidly through my mind aa I retuined 
bis aalutation. 

" Got any tobacco 1 " he asked. 

I had, and signified the fact, holding up the poueh in- 
quiringly. 

" All right, I '11 come down. Bide on, and I '11 jine ye 
on the slide." 
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". The alide ! " Here was a new geographica! diseoveiy 
OB odd as tbe eecond trail. I had ridden over the tratl a 
dozen times, and seen no communication between. the ledge 
and trail. Nevertheltas, I weiit on. a htindred yards orso, 
when there was a sharp crackling in the underhrush, a 
shower of atonea on the trail, and my friend plunged through 
the bushea to iny aide, down a grade that I ahould acarcel 
have dared to lead my horse, There was no doubt he 
an accomplished rider, — another fact to be noted. A 
ranged beside me, I found I was not mistaken aa to 
sizQ ; he was quite imder the medium height, and but 
8 pair of cold, gray eyes, was rather commonplace in feati 

" You've got a good horee there," I suggest« 

He was lilling bis pipe from my poucb, but looked up a 
little surprised, and said, "Of course." He thi 
away with the nervous eagemess of a man long deprived 
that sedative. Finally, between the puffa, he aaked 
whence I came. 

I replied, "From Lagrange." 

Ho looked at me a few moments curiously, hut on my 
adding that I had only halted there for a few hours, he 
eaid ; " I thought I knew every man between Lagrange and 
Indiaa Spring, but somehow I aorter disremember your face 
and your narae." 

Not particularly caring that he ehould rememher either, 
I replied half laughingly that, as I lived the other aide of 
Indian Spring, it was quite natural. He took the rebuff, if 
such it was, so quietly that as an act of mere peifunctoij 
politeness I aaked him where he came from. J 

" Lagrange." | 

" And are you going to " — 

"Welll that dependfl pretty much on how things pan 
out, and whether I can make the riffle." He let his band 
rest quite unconsciously on the leathera holster of hie dro- 
goon levolver, yet with a strong Suggestion to me of 
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ability " to make the riffle " if he wanted to, and added : 
" But just now I was reck'nin' on taking a little paeear 
■with you." 

There was nothing offensive in his speech eave its fami- 
liarity, and the reflection, perhaps, that whether I objected 
or not, he was quite able to do as he said. I only replied 
that if our paaear was prolonged beyond Heavytree Hill, I 
ehould have to borrow his beast. To my surprise he replied 
quietly, " That 's bo," adding that the horae was at niy dis- 
posal when he was n't uaing it, and half of it when he was. 
" Dick has carried double many a time before this," he con- 
tinued, " and kin do it again ; when yonr muatang gives 
out I '11 give you a lift and room to spare." 

I could not help smiling at the idea of appearing before 
the boys at Eed Gulch en Croupe with the stranger ; but 
neither eonld I help being oddly affected by the Suggestion 
that his horse had done double duty before, "On what 
occasion, and why ? " was a question I kept to myself. 
We were aacending the long, rocky flank of the divide ; the 
narrownesa of the trail obliged us to proceed slowly, and in 
file, so that theie was little chance for conversation, had he 
been disposed to satisfy my cuiiosity. 

We toiled on in silence, the buckeye giving way tn chemi- 
sal, the westering sun, reflected again from the blank walls 
beside UB, blinding our eyes with its glaie. The pines in 
the caflon below were olive gulfs of heat, over which a hawk 
here and there drifted tazily, or, rising to our level, cast a 
weird and gigantic ahadow of slowly moving winga on the 
mountain side. The superiority of the stranget's horse led 
bim often far in advance, and made me hope that he might 
foTget me entirely, or push on, growing weary of waiting. 
But regularly he would halt by a houlder, or reappear from 
■ome chemisal, where he had patiently halted. I was begin- 
ning to hate him mildly, when at one of those reappearancea 
,he drew np to ray side, and aeked me how I Uked Dickens I 
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Had he asked my opinion of Husley or Darwin, I could 
not have been more astonished. Thinking it were poasiblo 
that he referred to some local celebrity of Lagrange, I said, 
heaitatingly : " You mean " — 

" Charles Dickens. Of courae you 've read him 7 Whi^ 
of bis booka do yoa like best ? " 

I replied with considerable embairaBsment that I liked 
them all, — as I certainly did. 

He graeped my hand for a moment with a fervor quite 
unlike hia usual phlegm and Baid, " That 's me, old man. 
Dickens ain't no slouch. You can count on him pretty 
much all the time." 

With this rough preface, he launched into a criticiBin of 
the novelist, which for intelligent sympathy and hearty 
appreciation I had rarely heard equaled. Not only did he 
dwell upon the esuberance of his bumour, but upon the 
power of bis patbos and tbe all-pervading element of bis 
poetry. I looked at the man in aatonishment. I had con- 
sidered myself a rather diligent student of the great master 
of fiction, but tbe stranger'E felicity of quotation and illua- 
tration staggered me. It is tme, that hia thougbt was not 
always clothed in tbe best language, and often appeared in 
the aloucbing, slangy undiess of the place and period, yet 
it never was ruatic noi homespun, and sometimes etruck 
me with ita precision and fitness. Considerahly eoftened 
toward him, I tried him with other literature. But vainly. 
Beyond a few of the lyrical and emotional poets, he knew 
nothing. XJnder tbe influence and enthusiasm of his own 
Speech, he bimself had softened conBiderably ; ofFered to 
change horses with me, readjust«d my saddle with profea- 
aional skill, transferred my pack to bis own hörne, inaisted 
upon my sharing the contents of his wbiakey flask, and 
noticing that I was unanued, pressed upon me a silver- 
mounted Derringer, which he aasured me he could " Warrant." 
These varioua offices of good will and the diversion of 1 
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talk beguiled me from noticing tha fact that the trail was 
beginning to becorae obacure and unrecognizable. We wäre 
evideiitly purauiag a rout« unknown before to me. I 
polnted out the fact to my compaiiioD, a Httle impatiently. 
He inatantly reaumed bis old mauner and dialect. 

" Well, I reokon one trail 'b aa good ae another, and 
what hev ye got to say about it 1 " 

I pointed out, with some dignity, that I preferred the old 
trail. 

Mebbe you did, Ent you 're jiaa now takin' a pasear 
irith me. Thia yer trail will bring you right into Indian 
Spring, and onnoticed, and no questiona aaked. Don't you 
mind now, I '11 see you through." 

It was necesaary here to make aome atand againat my 
Strange companion. I aaid firmly, yet aa politely as I 
could, that I had proposed stopping ovemight with a 

iend. 

Whar ? " 

I hesitated. The friend waa an eccentric Eaatem man, 
well known in the bcality for hia fastidiousneas and hia 
habits as a recluBe. A miaantbropc, of ample family and 
ample meana, he had chosea a secluded but picturesque 
Valley in the Sterraä where he could rail againat tbe world 
without oppoaitioa, " Lone Valley," ot "Boston Eanch," 
OB it was familiarly called, was the one apot that the average 
mlnei both reepected and feared. Mr. Sylvester, ite pro- 
prietor, had never affiliated with " the boys," nor had he 
ever loat their respect by any active Opposition to their ideaa. 
It aecluslon had been hia obj'ect, he certainly waa gratilied. 
Keverthelesa, in the darkening shadows of tbe night, and 
on a loneiy and unknown trail, I hesitated a little at re- 

iting bis name to a atrangei of whom I knew ao little. 
my mystenouB companion took the matter out of my 

" Look yar," he aaid suddenly, " thar ain't but one place 
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'twixt yer and ladian Spring whar ye can etop, and that ib 
8y 1 Tester' s." 

I aasen ted, a little aullenly. 

" Well," Said the stranger qnietly, and with a elight 
BuggeetioQ of conferring a favor on nie, " ef yer pointed 
for Sylveater's — why — / don't -tnind stopping thar leüA 
ye. It 'a a little off the read, — I '11 lose some time, — b 
taking it by and large, I don't much mind." 

I stated, as mpitlly and as etrongly as I could. that n 
acquaintance with Mr. Sylvester did not justify the intro- 
duction of a stranger to his hospitality ; that he was unlite 
most of the people here ; in ehort, that he was a queer 
man, etc., etc. 

To my Burprise my companion answered quietly : " Oh, 
that 'a all right. I 've heerd of him. Ef you don't feel like 
checking me through, or if you 'd tather put ' C, 0. D. ' on 
my back, why, it 's all the aame to nie. I '11 play it alone. 
Only you just oount me in, Say ' Sylvester ' all the time, 
That 'a me ! " 

What could I öppose to thia man's quiet assurance ? I 
feit myself growing red with anger and nervous with erabar- 
rasament, What would the correct Sylveater say to me ? 
What would the girla, — I was a young man then, and had 
won an entree to their doniestio circle by my reaerve, 
known by a leas complimentary adjective among " the 
boys," — what would they say to my new acquaintance ? 
Yet I cettainly could not objeet to his assuming all riaks on 
his own personal lecognizances, nor could I resist a certain 
feeling of ahame at my embarraasraent. _ 

We were beginning to descend. In tta diatance beloWil 
US already twinkled the lights in the solitaty rancbo of 
Laue Valley. I tumed to my companion. " But you 
have forgotten that I don't even know your name. ■ What 
am I to call you ? " 

" That 's so," he said, muaingly. " Now, let 'b Bea> 
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'EeBTiiej' wDold be a good Bsme. It 's ahort and easj 
iike. Thar'a a streat in 'Frisco the aame titla; Kearnej 
it is." 

But " — I began irapatiently. 

Now you leave all that to me," lio intemipted, with a 
■uperb seli-confidence that I cauld not but admire. " The 
t no accouut. It 's the man that 's lespoDsible. 
Ef I was to lay for a man that I reckoned was named 
Jones, and after I fetched bim I found out oa the inquest 
that bis real name wae Smith, that would n't make no 
matter, as long as I got tbe man." 

The iliustration, forcible as it was, did not etrike me aa 
offering a preposaessing introduction, but we were already 
at the lancho. The barking of dogs brought Sylvester to 
the door of the pietty little cottage which bis taste had 
adomed. 

I briefly introdueed Mr, Keamey, " Keamoy will do — 
Kearney 's good enougb for me," commented the soi-disant 
Eearney half-aloud, to my own horror and Sylveater'a evi- 
dent mystificatioa, and then Le blandly excused himself 
for a moment that be migbt personally auperviee the care 
of bis own beaat. When he was out of eat-abot I drew the 
puzzled Sylvester aaide. 

"I have picked up — I mean I have been picked up on 
the road by a gentle maniac, whose name ia not Keamey, 
He ia well armed and quotea Dickena, With care, acquies- 
cence in bis viewa on all aubjects, and general submisaion 
to bis commanda, he may be placated. Doubtlesa tbe epec- 
tacle of your helpleas family, the contemplation of your 
daughter's beauty and innocence, may toucb hia fine Bense 
of humoT and patbos. Meanwbile, Heaven help you, and 
forgive me." 

I ran up etairs to the little den that my hoapitable host 
had kept alwaya reaerved for me in my wanderings. I 

igered some time over my ablutiona, hearing the languid, 
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geDtlemanly drawl of Sylvester below, mingled vrith tbe 
equally cooS, easy slang of my mysterioua acquaiutaiice. 
Wben I came dowa to tlie aittiug-room I was Buiprised, 
however, to fiad the self-styled Kearney quietly seated on 
the Bofa, the gentle May Sylvester, the " Lily of Lone 
Valley," aitting with maidenly awa and unaffected interest 
on one aide of him, while on the other that arrant flirt, hei 
Cousin Kate, waa practicing the pitiless archery of her ejes, 
with an excitement tbat aeemed almost real. 

" Who is youT deliciously cool frieud ? " ehe managed 
to whisper to me at aupper, as I Bat utterly dazed and be- 
wildered betweea the enrapt May Sylvester, who seemed 
to hang upon his words, and this giddy girl of the period, 
who waa eniptying the battery of her charms in active 
rivalry upon him. " Of course we know hia name ie n't 
Kearney. But how romantic ! And iß n't he perfectly 
lovely ? And who is he ? " 

I replied with severe iioay that I was not aware what 
foreign potentate waa theu traveling incognito in the Sierras 
of California, but that, wben his royal highnees was pleaseil 
to inform me, I shouid be glad to introduce him properly. 
" TJntil then," I added, " I fear the acquaintance muat be 
MoTganatic." 

" Yon 're only jealous of him,'' ahe Said pertly. " Look 
at May, — ahe ia eompletely faacinated. And her father, 

And actually the languid, world-sick, cynical Sylvester 
■was regarding him with a boyish intereat and enthmsiasm 
almost incompatible with his nature. Yet I auhmit hon- 
estly to the clear-headed reaaon of my own sex, that I 
Could aee nothing more in the man than I have already 
■A to the reader. 

niddle of aa exciting story of adventure, of which 
lieady prejudiced mind of hia fair auditois, wat 
,e hero, he stopped suddenly. 
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*' It 'e oniy Bome pack traiu pasBing the bridge on the 
I lower trail," explained Sylvester ; " go on." 

" It may he my hörse is a trifle oneaBy in the stable," 
p-Baid the alleged Kearney ; " he ain't used to boarda and 
l-covering." Heaven only knowa what wild and delicious 
[' revelation lay in the stateraent of this fact, but the girla 
Klooked at each other with cheeks pink nith excitement as 
I Keamey arose, and with quiet abseuce of ceremoay quitt«d 
[ the table. 

" Ain't he just lovely ? " said Kate, gasping for bieath, 
nd 30 witty !" 
" Witty I " Said the gentle May, with just the slight- 
est trace of defiance in her sweet voice ; " witty, my dear ? 
why, don't you see that hia heart is juat breaking with 
pathoa ? Witty, indeQd ; why, when he was speaking of 
that poor Mexicau womaa that was huEg, I saw the teara 
gatbet in hia eyes. Witty, indeed ! " 

" TeaTB," laughed the cynieat Sylvester, " teare, idle tcars. 
Why, you ailly children, the man ia a man of the worid, a 
phiiosopher, quiet, obaervant, unasauming." 

" Unasauming ! " Waa Sylvester intoxicated, or had the 
myeteriotts atranger mixed the " inaane verb " with the 
family pottage ? He returned before I could anawer thia 
self-asked iuquiry, and resumed coolly his broken narrative. 
Finding myself forgotten in the mau I had ao long heaitated 
to introduce to my frienda, I retired to test early, only to 
hear, through the thin partitions, two hours later, enthusi- 
astic praises of the new guest from the voluble lips of the 
girls, as they chatted in the next room before retiring. 

At raidnight I waa startled by the sound of horaes' hoofa 

and the jingling of spure below. A conveiaation between 

my host and aome myaterious pereonage in the darkneas 

was carried on in auch a low tone that I could not leara its 

I Import. As the cavalcade rode away I raised the window. 

" What 's the matter ? " 
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"Nothing," Said Sylvester coolly ; "only another one ol 
tbose playful bomicidal freaks peculiar to the country. A 
man was shot by Gberokee Jack over at Lagrange this 
moming, and tbat was tbe sberiff of Galaveias and bis 
posse bunting bim. I told bim I 'd seen nobody but you 
and your friend. By tbe way, I bope tbe cnrsed noise 
basn't distorbed bim. Tbe poor fellow looked as if be 
wanted rest." 

I tbougbt so too. Nevertbeless, I went softly to bis 
room. It was empty. My impression was tbat be bad 
distaoMd tbe sberiff of Calaveras about two bours. 
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"Wb first sflw him from the deck of tbe unser Fritz, as 
that gallant steamer was preparing to leave the port of 
New York for Plymouth, Havre, and Hamburg. Perhaps 
it was that all objecta at that moment became indelibly 
impressed on the memory of the departing voyager ; per- 
haps it was thot luere interrupting trivialities always as- 
Bume undue magnitude to us when we are waiting for 
Boraething rcally important ; hiit I retain a vjvid imprea- 
Bion of him as he appeared on the gangway in apparently 
hopeless, yet, as it afterwards appeared, really triumphant, 
altercation with the German-speaking deck-handa and Stew- 
ards. He was not an heroic figure. Clad in a worn linen 
duster, bis anns filled with bags and parcels, he might have 
been taken for a hackman carrying the luggage of bis fare. 
But it was noticeable that, altbougb he calmly peraisted 
in epeaking Engliab and ignoring the voluble German of 
bis antagonists, he in some rüde fashion accompliahed bis 
object, without losing bis temper or increasing bis temperar 
tnre, while hie foreign eneniy was crimson with rage and 
perspiring with heat ; and tbat presently, having violated a 
dozen of the sbip's regulations, he took bis place by the 
aide of a very pretty girl, apparently hie superior in Station, 
"who addreased him as " father." As tbe great ship swung 
out into tbe Btream ho was still a central figure on our 
deck, getting into everybody's way, addreaaing oll with 
equal familiarity, imperturbable to affront or snub, but 
Always doggedly and consiatently adhering to one purpose, 
jboweTer trivial or inadequate to the means eraployed. 
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" You 're sittin' on authin' o' mine, mias," lia began for the 
third or fourth time to the elegant Miss Montmoras, who 
naa reviaiting Europe under high social conditions. " Jiat 
riBe up while I get it, — 't won't take a minit." Not only 
was Ihat lady forced to rise, but to make necessary the tia- 
ing and disüotnpoaiDg of the whole Muiitmorris party whü 
were congregated around her. The miasing " euthin' " 
discovered to be a very old and battered newspaper, " 
the Cincinnatty ' Times,' " he esplained, as he quietly 
it up, obliviouB to the indignant glancea of the paity, '' 
a little squoahed by youc sittin' on it, but it 'U do to re-fM,i 
to. It 's got 0, letter from Payris, Bhowin' the prices 
thera thar hotela and rist'rants, and I allowed to my darter 
we might want it on the other aide. Thar 'a one or two 
French names thar that rather gets me, — niebbee youi 
eyea ia utronger ; " but here the entire Montmorria party 
ruBtled away, leaving him vrith the paper in one band — 
the other pointing at the paragraph. Not at all discomfited, 
he glanced at the vacaat bench, took poaseaBion of it with 
his hat, " duster," and umbiella, disappeared, and presently 
appeared agaia with hia daughter, a htnk-looking y( 
man, aod an angular elderly female, and — so replaced the 
Montmorrises. 

When we were fairly at sea he was missed. A pleasi 
belief that he had fallen overboard, or had been left behind, 
was diasipated hy his appearance oue moining, with hia 
daughter on ooe arm, and the elderly female before alluded 
to on the other. The Unser Fritz was rolling beavily at 
the time, but with hia ueual awkward pertinacity he insisted 
upon attempting to walk toward the best part of the deck, 
as he alwaya did, aa if it were a right and a duty. A lurch 
brought him and hia unccrtain freight in contoct with the 
Montmorrises, there was a moment of wild confuaion, two 
or thtee seats were eraptied, and he finally was led away by 
the ateward, an obviously and ohtrusively sick 
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trhen he had diaappeared below it was noticed that he had 
lecured two excellent seats for his fenmle companions. 
Nohody dared to diaturb the eider, nobody cared to disturb 
tbe youiiger, — who it may be here recorded had a certain 
ehy reserve whicb checked aught but tho aimpleat civilities 
rom the male passengers. 
A tew daya later it was diacovered that he was not an 
mate of the first, but of the second cabin ; that the 
elderly female was not bis wife, as popularly suppoaed, but 
ai-mate of hia daughter in the first cabin. These 
£acta made his varione intrusions on the saloon deck the 
exasperating to the Montniorrises, yet the more 
difficult to deal with. EventuaUy, however, he had, as 
QBual, hia own way; no place was sacred, or debarred 
slouched bat and duster. They were turoed out of 
.the eagine-room to reappear upon the bridge, they were 
forbiddcn the forecastle to rise a ghostly ptesence beeide 
flje officer in his solemn supervjsjon of tbe conipass, They 
would have been lashed to the rigging oo their way to the 
naintop, but for the ailent protest of bis daugbter's presence 
m the deck. Most of hia interrupting familiär conversation 
ras addresaed to the interdicted "man at the wheel." 
Hitherto I had contented myself with tbe fascination of 
hia preseoce from afar, — wisely, perhapa, deeming it dan- 
gerous to a true picturesque perspective to alter my dis- 
tance, and perhaps, like the best of us, I fear, preferring 
'to keep my own idea of him than to run the risk of alter- 
ing it by a closer acquaintance. Eut one day when I was 
lounging by the stern rail, idly watching the dogged ostenta- 
" Q of the screw, that had been steadily intimating, after 
the faahioD of screws, that it was the only thing in the 
ahip with a persistent purpoae, the ominons shadow of the 
alouched hat and the trailing duster feil upon me. There 
was nothing to do but accept jt raeekly. Indeed, my 
theory of the nian made rae helplesa. 
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" I did n't know tili yesterday who you be," he began 
deliberately, " or I ahould ii't hev' been so onsocial. But 
I 've allers told my darter that in permiskiaa trav'lin' a man. 
oughter be keerful of who he meeta. I 've read Bome of 
your writin's, — read 'em in a paper in Injianny, but I 
»ever reckoued I 'd meet ye. Things is queer, and trav'lin' 
brings all Eorter people together. My darter Looeze büs- 
pected ye from the firet, and ehe worried over it, and kinder 
put me up to thia." 

The most delicate flattery could not hsve done more. 
To have been in the thought of tfais reserred, gentle girl, 
who scarcely eeemed to notice even those who had paid her 
attention, was — 

"She put nie up to it," he continued calmly, "though 
ahfl, herself, hez a kind o' pre-judise again you and your 
writin's, — thinkin' them sort o' low down, and the folks 
talked about not in her style ; and ye know that 'a woman'a 
nater, and ahe and Miss Montmorris agree on that point. 
But thar'a a few frienda with me round yer ez would likoj 
to aee ye." He stepped aaide and a dozen men appear 
in Indian file from behind the round-house, and, with i 
solemnity known only to the Änglo-Saxon nature, shoc 
my band deliberately, and then disperBcd themselves i 
variouB aeriouB attitudes against the railings. They weB 
honeat, well-meaning countrymen of ndiie, but I could u 
recall a Single face. 

There was a dead ailence ; the acrew, however, oste 
tatiously went on, "You see what I told you," it saidd 
" This ie all vapidity and trifling. I 'm the only fellow 
here with a purpoae. Whiz, whii, whia ; ohug, chug, 
chug 1 " 

I was about to make some retnark of a general nature, 
when I was greatly relieved to obaerve my companion's 
frienda Jetach themaelvea from the railinga, and, with e 
slight bow and another shake of the band, severally retin 
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apparently as mucli relieved as myaelf, My companion, who 
hftd in the mean time acted as if he had diRcharged himseU 
of a duty, Said, "Thar ollera must be sonie one to tend to 
this kind o' thing, or thar 's na sociableness. I took a 
deppytation ioto the cap'n'a room yesterday to make eome 
proppy Bition a, and thar 'b a minister of the Gospel aboard ez 
orter be spoke to afore next Sunday, and I reckon it 's niy 
' dooty, onleBS," he added with deliberate and formal polite- 
' ness, "you 'd prefer to do it, — bein' so to speak a public 

But the public man hastily deprecated any interference 
■with the Speaker'» functions, and to change the oonvereation 
remarked that he had beard tbat there were a party of 
Cook'e tourists on board, and — were not the preceding 
gentlemen of the number ? But the question cauaed the 
Speaker to lay aside hia hat, take a comfortable position on 
the deck, against the rail, and, drawing his knees up nndei 
hia chin, to begin as followa : — 

" Speaking o' Cook and Cook's tourists, I 'm my own 
Cook I I reckon I calkilate and know evcry cent that I '11 
Bpend 'twixt Evansville, Injianny, and Borne and !NapleB, 
and Bverything I '11 aee." He pauaed a moment, and, !ay- 
ing his band familiarly oo my knee, said, " Did I ever teil 
ye how I kem to go abroad ? " 

Ab we had never spoken together before, it was safe to 
reply that he had not. He rubbed bis bead softly with 
bis band, knitted his iron-gray brows, and then said medi- 
tatively, " No ! it must hey been that bead waiter. He 
sortei favora you in the musstache and gen'ral get up. I 
gueas it war him I spoke to." 

I thought it nrnst hare been. 

" "Well, then, thia ia the way it kemabout. I wasstttin' 
one night, about three montha ago, with my darter Looeze, 
— my wife bein' dead some four year, — and I was reading 
her out of th° paper about the Exposition. She sez to 
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me, quiet-like, — she 's a quiet sort o' gal if you 
her, — ' I ahould Jike to go thar ; ' I looks at her, — it was 
the first time sense her niother died that that gal had ever 
asked foT anything, or had, so to speak, a wifih. It vas n't 
her way. She took everything ez it kern, and dum my 
skin ef I ever could teil whether she ever wanted it to kern 
in any other way, I never told ye this afore, did I ? " 

" No," I Said hastUy. " Go on." 

He feit his knees for a ntoment, and then diev a long 
breath. " Perhaps," he h^an deliherately, " ye don't know 
that I 'm a poor man. Seein' me here among these rieh 
folks, goin' abroad to Paree with the best o' thero, and 
Looeze thar — in the first cnbin — a lady, ez she ia — ye 
wonld n't b'leeve it, but I 'ra poor ! I am. Well, air, 
when that gal looks up at me and eez that, — I had n't but 
twelvo dollara in my pocket, and I ain't the dumed fool tbat 
I Jook, — but suthin' in me — suthin', you know, away 
back in me — sez, You shalt ! Loo^y, you ehall ! and 
then I ses, — repeatin' it, and lookicg up right in her eyea, 
— ' You shall go, Loo-ey ' — did you ever look in my gal's 

I parried that somewhat direct question by anothei, " But 
the twelve dollare, — how did you increase that? " 

" I vaised it to two hundred and fifty dollare. I got odd 
joba o' work here and there, overtime — I 'm a machinist. 
I used to keep this yer over-work from Loo — Mying I bad 
to See raen in the eveuin' to get p'inta about Europe — and 
that — and getting a little money raised oa my life insur- 
ance I shoved her through. Änd bere we is, chippei and 
firat class — all through — that is, Loo is! " 

" But two huudred and fifty dollare I And Borne and 
Naples and retum ? You can't do it," 

He looked at me cunuingly a momeut. " Can't jlo ii\ 
I 've done it ! " 

" Done it ? " 
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"Wsl, sbout tbe same, I reckon: I've flggered it out 
Figgera don't lie. I ain't no Cook's tourist : I kin see 
Cook and give him p'ints. I teil jou I 've figgered it out 
to a Cent, and I 've money to spare. Of courae I don't 
reckon to travel with Loo. She '11 go firat claas. But I '11 
be near hec if it 's ia tlie steerage of a sbip, or m the 
baggage car of a raÜroad. I don't need much io tbe way 
of grub or clotbea, and now and then I kin pick up a Job. 
Perhaps you disremember tbat row I had down in the 
engine-room, when tbey chucked nie out of it ? " 

I could not belp looking at bim witb astonishmeot ; 
tbere was evidently only a pleasant memory in hia mind. 
Yet I recalled tbat I bad feit indiguant for bim and bis 
daugbter. 

" Well, that demed fool of a Dutcbman, tbat cbief 
engineer, gives me a Job tbe otber day. And ef I bad n't 
juat foiced my way down tbere, and talked sassy at bim, 
and criticiaed bia niacbeen, be 'd bev never knowed I 
knowed a eccentric from a wagon wbeel. Do you eee tbe 
p'int ? " 

I thought I began to aee. But I could not belp aaking 
wbat bis daugbter thougbt of bie traveUng in tbia inferior 
wsy. 

He langhed. " Wben I waa gettin' up some p'intä from 
tbem books of travel I read ber a proverb or saying outer 
one o' tbem, that ' only princea and fools and Americans 
traveled firat-clasa.' You see I told her it did n't say 
' women,' for they naterally would ride firet-claaa — and 
Amerikan gals being princeseea, did'nt count. Don' you 

If I did not quite follow bis logic, nor see my way 
clearly into hia daughter's acquiescence througb tbis speech, 
Bome light may be tbrown upon it by bis next utterance. 
I had risen witb some vague worda of congratulation on his 
Biiccesa, and was about to leave hira, when he caüed me back. 
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" Did I teil yej" he said, cautioualy looking around, yet 
with 3 smile of etifled enjoyment in hia face, — "did I teil 
ye what that gal — my dartet — eaid to me ? No, I did 'nt 
teil ye — nor no one eise afore. Come here I " 

Ke made me draw dornt cIobbIj into th« ebadow a^i )W 
aeorecy of the roußd-houae. ^* 

" That night that I told my gal ehe should go abroad, 
I Bez to her quite chipper-like and free, ' I say, Looey,' 
B8Z I, ' ye 'U be goin' for to marry some o' them eoiinls 
or dukes, or poten-tates, I reckou, aad ye '11 Icave the old 
man.' And she sez, sez she, lookin' me squar ia the eye 
— did ye ever notiss that gal's eye ? " 

" She haa fine eyee," I replied cautiously. h 

"They is ez clean aa a freah milk-pan and ez brigofl 
Nothin' sticka ta 'em. Eh ? " H 

"Youareright." ■ 

" Well, she looks up at me thia way," — here he achieved 
a vile Imitation of bis daugbter's inodeat glanee, not at all 
like her, — " and, looking at me, she sez quietly, ' That 's 
what I 'm goin' for, and to improve my mind.' He I he I 
he ! It 's a fack ! To marry a nobleraan, and im-prove 
her mind I Ha t ha ! ha ! " 

The evident enjoyment that he took in this, and the 
quiet ignoring of anjthing of a moral quality in hia 
daughter'e sentiments, or in bis tbus confiding them to a 
stranger'a ear, again upset all my theories. I jnay soy here 
that it is one of the evidencea of original character that it 
ia apt to baffle all prognosis from a mere obaerver's stand- 
point. But I recalled it some months after. 

We parted in England. It ia not necessary, in this brief 
cbtonicle, to repeat the varioua atories of " Uncle Joshua," 
as the yonnger and rnore frivolous of our passengers called 
him, nor that two thirds of the atories repeated were utterly 
at variance with my estimate of the character of tbe man,_ 
ftltbougb I mayadd that I was «Isodoubtful of tbe; 
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ol myown estimate. Butone quality waa^ilways dominant, 

— hia reaistlesa, dogged pertioacity and calm imperturba- 
bility ! " He aaked Miss Montmorria if ehe ' minded ' 
singin' a little in the second cabin to liven it up, and added, 
aa an inducement, that they did n't know good mueic from 
bad," Said Jack Walker to me. " And when he mended 
the broken lock of my trunk, he abtholutely propothed to 
me to athk couthin Grath if thee did n't want a ' koorier ' 
to travel with her to ' do mechanics,' provided theo would 
take Charge of that dreadfully deaf-and-dumb daughter of 
hiß. Wath n't it funny ? Keally he 'th oue of your cbar- 
acter3,"'aaid the youngeat Miss Montmorria to me as we 
made oor adieu on the steamer. 

I am afraid he was not, although he was good enough 
afterwards to establish one or two of my theories legarding 
him. I was enabled to assist him once in an altercatian he 
had with a cabman regarding the fare of his daughter, the 
cabman retaining a diatinct impresaion that the father had 
also ridden in some obscure way in or upon the same cab, 

— aa he undoubtedly bad, — and, I grieve to say, fooliahly, 
I heard that be had forced bis way into a certain gieat 
houae in England, and that he was ignominiously ejected, 
hut I also heard that ample apologies had been made to 
a ceitaiu quiet, modest daughter of hia who waa without 
on the lawn, and that also a certain Feisonage, whom I 
approach, even in this vague way, with a capital letter, bad 
graciously taken a fancy to the poor child, and had iavited 
her to a reception. 

But thb 18 otJy hearsay evidence. So alao ia the atory 
which met me in Faris, that be had beea up with his 
daughter in the captive balloon, and that at an elevation of 
seTeral thousond feet from the earth he had made some 
nmarks upon the attaching cable and the drum on which 
the cable revolved, which not only excited the intereat of 

e paaaengera, but attracted the attention of the authoritiea, 
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60 that he was not only given a gratuitouE ascent afterward», 
but was, I am told, offered some gratuity, Biit I ahall 
restrict thia narrative to the f ew facta of which I was pereon- 
ally cognizant ia the career of this remarkable man. 

I was at a. certain entertainmeDt given in Paris hy the 
heirs, eiBcutora, and assigneea of an admirable man, long 
Bince gatbered to his fathere in Pere 1a Chaise, but whoBe 
Shakespeare-like biist still looks calmly and benevolently 
down on the riotoue revelry of abenrd wickedness of whioh 
he waa, when living, the patron saint. The entertainment 
was of such a character that, while the performers were 
chiefly women, a majority of the spectators were men. The 
few exceptions were foreignera, and among them I quickly 
recc^nized my fair fei low-couotry women, the Montmorrises. 
" Don't thay that you 've theen ua here," said the yoiing- 
est Miss Montmorris, " for ith only a lark, Ith awfulJy 
funny ! And tbat friend of yourth from Injianny ith here 
with bith daugliter." It did not take me long to find m; 
friend " XJncIe Joshua's " serious, practica!, unsympatbetic 
face in the front tow of tables and benches. But beside 
him, to my utter constemation, was his shy and modest 
daughter. In another moment I was at his side. " I 
really tbink — 1 am afraid," I began in a whisper, "that 
you. have made a mistake. I don't thick you can be aware 
of the character of thia place. Your daughter " — im 

" Kern here with Miss Montmorris. She 's yei. It.^H 
all right." ^M 

I waa at my wits' end. Happily, at this moment Mdlle.'* 
Kocbefort from the Orangerie akipped out in the quadrille 
iromediately before ua, caught her light akirts in either 
band, and executeil a paa tbat lifted the hat from the eyea 
of some of the front spectators and puUed it down over the 
eyea of others. The Montmorriaea iluttered nway with a 
half-hyaterical giggle and a half-confounded escort. The 
wodest-looking Miss Loo, who had been staring at e 
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thing quite indifferently, auddenly atepped forward, took 
her father's arm, and said sharply, " Coine," 

At thia moment, a voice in English, but nnmistakably 
belonging to the politest nation in tbe world, rose from 
behind the girl, mimickingly. " My God 1 it is schocking. 
I bloosh ! datnmit ! " 

In an instant he was in the hands of " Uncle Joshua," 
and forced back clamoring againat the railing, bis hat 
smashed over bis foolish, furtous face, and half bis shirt 
and cravat in the old man's etrong grip. Several studenta 
rushed to the rescue of their compatriot, but one or two 
Ilngliahmen and half a dozen Americans had managed in 
ßome mysterious way to hound into the arena. I looked 
hurtiedly for Miss Louise, but she was gone. When we 
had extricated the old man ftom the mgl^, I asked bim 
■where ahe was. 

" Oh, I reckon ahe 's gone off with Sir Arthur. I saw 
liim hera just &s I pitched into that derned fool." 

" Sir Arthur ? " I aaked. 

"Tea, an acquaintance o' Loo's." 

"She's in my carriage, just outside," intoirupted a hand- 

ne young fellow, with the Shoulders of a giant and the 

blushea of a girl. " It 's all over now, you know. It was 

ratber a foolish lark, you eoming here witb her without 

, knowiug — you know — anything about it, you know. But 

kthis way — thank you. She 's waiting for you," and in 

\ uiother instant he and the old man had vanished. 

Nor did I See bim again nntil he stepped into the rail- 
■way carriage with me on bis way to Liverpool, " You aee 
I'm trav'lin' first-class now," he said, " but goin' home I 
don't mind a trifte extry expense." 

a yon've made youi tour," I asked, " and are suc- 
d?" 
all, yes, we eaw Switzerland and Italy, and if I 
been short o' time we 'd hev gone to I^ypt. 



I. 

b 

1^ 



396 *A TOURIST FBOM mjIiLNNY" 

Mebbee next winter I '11 run over again to see Loo^ and 
do it." 

" Then your daughter does not retum with yon ? " I 
continued in some astonishment. 

" Wall, no ; she 's visiting some of Sir Arthur's relatives 
in Kent. Sir Arthur is there — perhaps you recollect 
him ? " He pansed a moment^ looked cautiously around, 
and^ with the same enjoyment he had shown on shipboard, 
said^ ^' Do you remember the jbke I told you on Loo, when 
she was at sea ? '' 

« Yes." 

^^ Well^ don't ye say anything about it no^. Bat dem 
my skin^ if it does n't look like coming^tme.'' 

And it did. 
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He ÜTed alone. I do not think this peculiarity arose 
from any wish to withdraw hia foolishneaB from the reat of 
the camp, nor was it probable that the combined wisdom 
of Five Vorka ever drove him into eiile, My impreaBion is, 
that he lived alone from choice, — a choice he made long 
before the camp indulged in any criticiBm of hia mental 
capacity. He was much given to moody reticence, and, 
although to outward appearances a atrong man, was always 
coniplaining of ill-health. Intleed, one theory of his Iso- 
lation, was that it afforded him better opportunitiea for 
taking medicine, of wfaich he habitually conaumed large 
quantities. 

His folly firat dawned upon Five Forka through the Post 
Office windowB. He waa for a long time the only man who 
wTote home by every maU, his lettera being always directed 
to the aame porson, — a woman. Now it so happened that 
the hulk of the Five Forka' correapondence was uaually the 
other way ; there were many letters received — the majority 
being in the female band — but very few anawered. 

The men received them indifferently, or aa 8 matter of 
eourae ; a few opened and read them on the apot with 
a barely repressed smile of aelf-conceit, or quite aa fre- 
quently glanced over them with undisguiaed impattence. 
Some of the letters began with " My dear husband," and 
Bome were never oalled for. But the fact that the only 
regulär correspondent of Five Forks never received any 
reply became at last quite notorious. Consequcntly, when 
ca envelope waa received beaiing the stamp of the " Dead 
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Letter Office," addressed to the Foo! under the mora con- 
ventional title of " Cyrue Hawkins," there was quite a 
fever of eKcitement. I do not know how the secret leaked 
out, but it was eventually known to the camp that the 
envelope contained Hawkina' own lett«rs returned, Thia 
was the firat evidence of hia weekneas ; anj man who re- 
peatedly wrote to a woman who did not reply must he a 
fool. I think Hawkins euspected that hiefolly waa knowti 
to the camp, but he took refuge in symptoma of ehUla and 
fever, which he at once developed, and effected a diversion 
witli three bottles of Indian cholagogue and two boxes of 
pilla. Ät all eventa, at the end of a week he resumed & 
pen, atiffened by tonica, with all hia old epistolatory perti- 
nacity. Thia time the letters had a oew address. 

In those daya a populär belief ohtained in the tnines 

that Luck particularly favored the fooliah and unscientific. 

Conaequently, when Hawkina stnick a " pocket " in the 

nilUide near hi8 Bolitary cftbin, there was but little suTpriae. 

" He will sink it all in tbe next hole," waa the prevail- 

ing belief, predicted upon the usual manner in which the 

poaaeaaor of " aigger luck" disposed of hia fortune. To 

everybody'a aatonisbment, Hawkina, after taking out abont 

eight thouaand dollars and exha\iating tbe pocket, did not 

prospect for another, Tbe camp then waited patiently to 

aee what he would do with bis money. I think, howevet, 

that it waa with the greatest difficulty their Indignation waa 

fiept from taking the form of a personal assault when it 

becama known tbat be bad purchaaed a draft fot eight 

thousand dollara in favor of " that woman." More than 

lia, it was finally whiapercd tbat the dratt was returned to 

m as bis lettera had been, and tbat he waa ashamed to 

im the money at the expreae office. " It would n't be 

ßpeckilation to go East, get some amart gal for a 

*d dollars to dresa herseif up and lepreeent tbat bag, 

freeie on to that eight thousand," «»iftg««**^ ^ '"' 
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aeeing financier. I may atate here tliat we alwnys alluded 
to Hawkina' fair unknown as " The Hag," without having, 
I am confident, the least justification for that epithel. 

That the Fool shoiild gamhle eeeraed eniinently fit and , . 
proper. That he should occasionally win a large stake, 
aecording to that populär theory which I have recorded in 
the preceding paragraph, appeared alao a Dot iiuprobable 
or inconsiatent fact. That he should, however, break the 
faro bank which Mr. John Hamlin had aet up in Five 
Forka, and carry ofi' a sum variously estimated at from ten 
to twenty thousand dollais, and not return the next day 
and loae the money at the aame table, really appeared in- 
credible, Tet such was the fact, Ä day or two passed 
without any known investment of Mr. Hawkina' recently 
acquired capilal. " Ef he allows to send it to that Hag,'' 
Said one prominent Citizen, " authin' ought to he done ! It 's 
Jest ruinin' the teputation of this yer camp — this sloshin' 
around o' capital oq non-residents et don't claim it ! " " It 's 
Bettin' an example o' extra vagance," said another, " ez ie 
little better nor a swiudle. Thar 's more 'n five men in thia 
camp thet, hearin' tbet Hawkina had sent home eight 
thousand dollars, muat jeet rise up and send home their 
hard eamings, too ! Änd then to think thet that eight 
thousand waa only a bluff, aftet all, and thet it 's lyin' there 
on call in Adams & Co. 's bank ! Well ! I aay it 'a ona o' 
them thinga a vigilance committee oughter look into ! " 

Wheu there aeemed no posaihility of this repetition of 
Hawkina' folly, the ansiety to know what he had really 
done with bis money became intenae. At last a self- 
appointed committee of four citizena dropped artfully, but 
to outward appearances carelesely, upon him in hia aeclu- 
üoa. When aome polite fornialitiea had been exchanged, 
and Bome easy vituperation of a backward season ofFered by 
each o£ the partiea, Tom Wingate approached the subject : — 
" Sorter dropped heavy on Jack Hamlin the other night, 
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did n"t ye ? He allowa you did n't give him no sbow foi 
revenge. I eaid you was n't no such d — d fool — did n't I, 
IJick ? " contiaued tho artful Wingate, appealing to & con- 
federate. 

" Yes," Said Dick promptly. "Tou aaid twenty thou- 
Kand dollars was n't goin' to be thrown around recklessly. 
Yim Said Cyrus had authin' better to do with hia capital," 
Buperadded Dick, with gratuitoua mendacity. " I disre- 
member now what partickler Investment you said he waa 
goin' to make witb it," he continued, appealing with eaey 
indifference to hia frieDd. * 

Of courae Wingate did not reply, but looked at the 
Fool who with a troubled face was rubbing his legs aoftly. 
Aitei a pause he turned deprecatingly toward his visitors. 

" Ye did n't enny of ye ever hev a sort of tremblin' in 
your legs, — a kind o' ahakinesa from the knee down? 
Suthin','' be continued, slightly brightening with his topio, 
" Euthin' tbat bt^giIl9 like chill?, and yf t ain't chille. A 
kind o' Sensation of goneneas here, and a kind o' feelin' 
as if you niight die suddent ! When Wright's Pilla don't 
Bomehow reach the spot, and Quinine don't fetch you ? " 

"Ho!" Said Wingate, with a curt directness, and the 
air of authoritatiyely responding for his friends. " No, 
never had. You was speakin' of thia yer investment." 

"And your bowels all the time irregulär!" continued 
Hftwkina, blushing under Wingate'a eye, and yet dinging 
despairingly to his theme like a shipwrecked mariner to hia 
plank. 

Wingate did not reply, but glanced aigaificantly at tho 
reat. Hawkina evidently saw thia recognition of hia mental 
dofioieocy, and said apologetioally, " You was aaying suthin' 
about my investment ? " 

" Yea," aaid Wingate, so rapidly aa to almost take Haw- 
kina' breath away, — " the investment you made in " — 

"Eafferty's Ditch," said tho Fool, timidly. 
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For a. moment the visitora could only stara blankly at 
each other. " Eafferty's Ditch," tte one notorioua failure 
of Five Fürks ! Kafferty's Ditch, the impracticable scheine 
of an utterly impractical man j Kafferty's Ditch, a ridiculous 
plan foi taking water tbat could not he got to a place where 
it was n't want«d 1 Kafferty's Ditch, that had huried the 
foitunes of Kafferty and twenty wretched etockholders in 
its maddy depths ! 

" And thet 's it — is it ? " said Wingate, after a gloomy 
pause. " Thet 's it ! I see it all now, boys. Thet 's how 
ragged Fat Kafferty went down to San Francisco yesterday 
in störe clothes, and his wife and four children went off in 
a kerridge to Sacramento. Thet 's why them ten wotkmen 
of his, ez hed 't a cent to hless themselves with, was playin' 
billiards last night and eatin' isters. Thet 's whar tbat 
money kum frum — one hundred dollara — to pay for tbet 
long advertisement of the new issue of Ditch stock in the 
' Times ' yesterday. Thet 'a why them aix strangers were 
booked at the Magnolia Hotel yesterday. Don't you aee — 
it 's thet money and thet Fool ! " 

Tbe Fool sat ^ilent. The visitors rose without a wonl, 

I" You never took any of them Indjan Vegetable Pille ? " 
Uked Hawkins timidly, of Wingate. 
" No," roared Wingate, as be opened the door. 
" They teil roe tbat took with the Fanacea — they was 
(Rit o' tbe Fanacea when I went to the drug störe last week 
•— they aay tbat, took with the Panacea, they always effect 
a certing eure." — But by this time Wingate and his die- 
gusted friends had retreated, slamming tbe door on tbe Fool 
and bis ailments. 

Nevertbelesa in six months tbe whole affair was forgotten, 

tbe money had been spent — the " Ditch " had been pur- 

chased by a Company of Boston capitalists, fired by the 

glowing descriptiün of an Eaaterji tourist, who had apent 

Lone drunken night at Five Forks — and I tbink even the 



THE FOOL OF FIVE F0RK8 



mental coudition oF Hawkins might have Temamed 
turbed by criticism, but for a aingular incident. 

It waa during au exciting political campaigD, when part;^ 
feeling ran high, that the irascible Captain McFadden, ol 
Sacramento, visited Five Forks. Döring a heated discussion 
in tht) Prairie Kose Saloon, woids paased between the Cap- 
tain and the Honorable Calhoun Eungstarter, eodlng in a 
challenge. The Captaia bore the infelix reputation of being 
a uotoriouB duellist and a dead shot: the Captain was un- 
populär -f the Captaiu was believed to havu been aeut b; 
the Opposition for a deadly purpo^e ; and the Captain was, 
moreover, a strenger. I am sorry to eay that with Five 
Forks thia latter condition did not carry the quality of sanc- 
tity or reverence that uaually obtaina among other nomads. 
There waa cousequeutly some little heaitation when the 
Captain turned upon the crowd and asked for Bome one to 
act aa hia friend, To everybody's astonishment, and to the 
indignation of many, the Fool stepped forward and offered 
himself in that capacity. I do not know whether Captain 
McFadden would have cbosen him voluntarüy, but he was 
constrained, in the absence of a better man, to aceept bis 
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The duel nevei took place ! The preliminariea 
arranged, the apot indicated, the men were present wil 
their aeconda, there was no Interruption from without, there 
was no explanation or apology paaaed — but the due! did 
not take place, It may be readily iroagined that these facta, 
which were all known to Five Forks, threw the whole Com- 
munity into a fever of curioaitj. The principala, the aur- 
geon, and one second left town the next day. Only the 
Fool remained. Me resiated all queetioning — declaring 
himaeH held in honor not to divulge — in short, conducted 
himself with consistent but exaaperating folly. It was not 
uutil fiix montha had pasaed that Colonel Starbottle, the 
«econd of Calhoun Bungstarter, in a monient of weaknesa 
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Bnperinduced by the social glafls, condescended to explain. 
I should uot do justice to the partiea if I did not give that 
explanation in the Colonel's öwn words. I raay remark, in 
passing, that the characteriatic dignity of Colonel Starhottle 
alwaya became intensified by stimulants, and that by tho j 
same procesa all sense of humor wae utterly eliminated. 

"With tbe understanding that I am eddressing myself 
confidentially to men of honor," said the Colonel, elevating 
bis ehest above the har-room counter of the Prairie Kose 
Saloon, " I trust that it will not be necesaary for me to pro- 
tect myaelf from levity, as I was foreed to do in Sacramento 
on the only other occasion when I eDtered into an explana- 
tion of thia delicute affair by — er — er — calling the indi- 
vidual to a personal account — er! I do not believe," 
added tbe Colonel, slightly waving hie glasa of liqnor in 
tha air witb a graceful gesture of coiirteoua deprecation — 
"knowiog what I do of the present Company — that auch 
a courae of action is required bere. Certainly not — Sic — 
in tbe bome of Mr. Hawkins — er — the gentleman who 
repreaented Captain McFadden, wboee conduct, ged, Sir, is 
worthy of praise, blank me I 

Apparently satislied with the gravity and reapectful atten- 
tion of bis listeners, Colonel Starhottle smiled relentingly 
and sweetly, closed his eyea half dreamily, as if to recall 
wandering thonghta, and began : — 
Aa the apot selected waa nearest the tenement of Mr. 
[owkins, it was agreed that the partiea abould meet there. 
They did ao promptly at half past six. The morning being 
cbilly, Mr. Hawkins extended the hospitalities of his house 
with a hottle of Eourbon wbiakey — of which all partook 
but myaelf. The reaaon for tbat esception is, I believe, 
well known. It is my invariable cuatom to take brandy — 
a wine-glassfui in a cup of strong coffee — immediately on 

^^rning. It stimulatea the functiona, sir, witbout ptoducing 

^Kpay blank derangement of the nervea." 



bis ' 

^Rav 
VTbe 



404 THE POOL OF FIVE FOBKS ^H 

The borkeeper, to wbom, as an expert, the CoIoDel had 
graciously impatted. this information, nodded npprovingly, 
and the Colone], amid a breathlesa silence, wenl on : — 

" We wäre about twenty minutea in leaching the apot, 
The ground was measured, the weapons were loaded, wben 
Mr. BungBtartet confided to me the information ttiat he 
wae nnwell and in great pain ! On coneiiltation witb Mr. 
Hawking, it appeared that his principal in a distant pact of 
the field was also suffering and in great pain. The aymp- 
toniB were such aa a medical man would prouounce ' chol- 
eraic' I say would have ptonounced, for on examination 
the surgeon was also found to be — er — in pain, and, I 
regret to say, expressing himself in language nnbeconing 
the occasioa. His impreseion was that eome powerful 
drug had been administered. On refemng the queation to 
Mr. Hawkins, he remembered that the bottle of whiekey 
parteken by them contained a medicine whicb he had been 
in the habit of taking, but which, having failed to act upon 
bim, he had concluded to be generally ineffective, and had 
forgotten. His perfect willingneas to hold himself person- 
ally respoDsihle to each of the partiea, his genuine concem 
at the disastrous effect of the mistake, mingled with his 
own alarm at the atat« of his eystem, which — er — failed 
to — er — respond to the peculiar qualities of the medicine, 
was moBt becoming to bim as a man of bonoT and a gentle- 
man ! After an hour's delay, both principala being com- 
pletely exhausted, and abandoned by the aurgeon, wbo was 
nnreasonably alarmed at hia own condition, Mr. Hawkins 
and I ^eed to reraove our men to Markleville. Tbere, 
after a further consultation with Mt. Hawkins, an amicable 
adjuatment of all difftcultiea, honorable to both parties, 
and govemed by profound aecrecy, was arranged. I be- 
lieve," added the Colonel, looking around and setting 
down his glass, " no gentleman has yet expressed bifi^H 
other than gatisfied with the reault." 
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Perhaps it was the Colonel'a manner, but whatever was 
the opinion of Five Forks regarding the intellectual diaplay 
of Mr. Hawkins in this affair, there was very little outspoken 
criticiam at the raoment. In a few weeks the whole thing 
■was forgßtten, except as part of the necessary record of 
Hawkina' blunders, whjch was already a pretty füll one. 
Again some later foUies conspired ta obliterate the past, 
UDtil, a yeai later, a valuable lead was dlscovered in the 
" Blazing Star " Tunnel, in the hill where he lived, and a 
lai^e sum was offered him for a portion of hia land on the 
hill-top, Accuatonied as Five Forks had become to the 
eshibition of bis foUy, it was with aatonishraent that they 
leamed that he reäolutely and decidedly refused the ofTer. 
The reason that he gave was still more astounding. He 
■was about to build ! 

To build a houso npon property available for mining pur^ 
poses waa preposterous ; to build at all, with a roof already 
corering bim, was an act of extravagance ; to build a house 
of the style he proposed waa aimply madnesa ! 

Yet here were facta. The plana were made and the 
lumhei for the new building was already on the ground, 
■while the shaft of the " Blazing Star " waa being sunk 
below. The aite waa, in reality, a very picturesque one, — 
the building itselt of a atyle and quality hitherto unknown 
in Five Forks. The citizena, at firat akeptical, during their 
moments of recreation and idleness gathered doubtingly 
about the locality. Day bj day, in that climate of rapid 
growtha, the building, pleasanlly known in the slang of Five 
~ 3 " the Idiot Aaylura," roae beaide the green oaka 

i cluatering firs of Hawkina Hill, aa if it were part of 

e natural phenomena. Ät last it was completed. Then 
fr. Hawkins proceeded to furniah it with an espensiveneaa 
|nd extravagance of outlay quite in keeping with bis forraer 
Carpeta, aotas, mirrora, and finally a piano — the 
Uly one known in the county, and brought at great expense 
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from Sacramento — kept curiosity at b fever heat. Mo» 
than that, there were articles and Ornaments whicfa a few 
married experta declared only fit tor women. "Whea the 
futniabing of the bauae was ccmpkte — it had occupied 
iwo moüths of the specuUtive and curioua attention of the 
camp — Mr. Hawkina locked the front door, put the key in 
hie poeket, and quietly letired to his more humble roof, 
lower on the hillside ! 

I have not deemed it neceasary to iudicate to tba intelli- 
gent Teader all of the theoriea ivhioh obtained in Five Forks 
during the erectioE of the huilding. Sorae of them may be 
readily imagined. That " the Hag " had by artful coyneaa 
and syatematic reticence at last conipletely subjtigated the 
Fool, and that the new houae nas iuteuded for the nuptial 
bower of the (predestined) unhappy pair, was of course the 
prevailing opinion. But when, after a reasonable time had 
eiapsed, and the bouae atill remained nntenanted, the more 
exasperating conviction forced itself upon the general mind 
that the Fool bad been for the third time iinposed upon. 
When two niontha had elapaed and there seemed no proa- 
pect of A mistress for the new house, I think public indig- 
nation became ao atrong that, bad " the H^ " arrived, the 
marriage would have been publicly prevented. But no one 
appeared that seemed to ouswer to thia idea of an available 
tenaat, and all inquicy of Mr. Hawkina, aa to hia Intention 
in building a houae and not renting it or occupying it, failed 
to elicit any further ioformatiau. The reasona that he gave 
were feit to be vague, evasivOj and unsatiafactory. He was 
in no burry to move, be aaid ; when he was Ksdy, it aurely 
was not stränge that he sbould like to have his houae all 
ready to receive bim. He was often seen upon the veranda 
of a Summer evening amoking a cigat, It is reported that 
one night the hoase was observed to be brilliantly ligbted 
from garret to basement ; that a neighbor, obaerving this, 
crept toward the open parlor window, and, looking : 
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espieil the Fool, accurately dressed in evening coatume, 
lounging upon a aofa in the drowing-room, with the easy 
air of sooially entettaiiiing a targe party. Notwitbstanding 
this, the houae was tmmistakably vacant that eveoing, save 
for the preaeiice of the owDer, as the witneaaea afterward 
testified. When thia atory was firat related, a few practical 
men auggested the theory that Mr. Hawkins waa simply 
(Irilling himaelf in the elaborate duties of hospitaütj against 
n probable event in hia history. A few ventured the belief 
that the houae was haunted. The imaginative editor of the 
Five Forkfl " Record " «volved from the depths of bis pro- 
fessional coDsciouaneas a story that Hawkius' sweetheart 
had died, and that he tegularly entertained her spirit in thia 
beautifuUy fiirniahed mausoleuni. The occasional spectacle 
of Hawkins'' tall figure pacing the veranda on moonlight 
night» lent eome credence to this theory, until an unlooked- 
for incident diverted all specnlation into another Channel. 

It waa about this time that a certain wild, rüde Valley, 
in the neighborhood of Five Forks, had become tamoua 
HS ft picturesque resort. Travel eta had visited it, and 
declared that there were more cubic yards of roiagh stone 
cliff, and a waterfall of greater height, than any they bad 
visited. Correspondenta had written it up with extrava- 
gant rhetoric and inordinate poetical quotation. Men and 
women who had never enjojed a sunset, a tree, or a flower 

— who had ncver appreciated the graciousnesa or meaning 
of the yellow sunlight that flecked their honiely doorways, 
or the tendemesa of a midauramer'B night, to whoae moon- 
light they bared their shirt-aleevea or their tulle dresses 

— came from thoiasands of milea away to calculate the 
height of this rock, to observe the depth of this cbasm, to 
remark apon the enormous size of thia unsightly tree, and 
to believe with ineffahle self-complacency that they really 
admired nature. Aad so it came to paaa that, in accord- 

! with the tasten or weakneases of the individual, the 
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tnore prominent and aalient points of the ralley wen 

chrißtened, and there was a " Lace Handkerchief Fall," 
and tbe " Teara of 8ympathy Cataract," and one distin- 
guished orator"B " Peak," and aeveral " Moiinta " of various 
noted people, living or dead ; and an " Exclamation Point/' 
and a " Valley of Silent Adoration." And, in coutse of 
N time, empty Boda-watei bottlee were foimd at the base of 
,1 ~*^ the cataract, and greasy newBpapera and fragments of harn 
'Bsndwiiihea lay at tbe dusty roots of giant trees. With this, 
thera were frequent irruptions of closely ahaven and tightlj 
cravated men and delicate-faced women in the one long 
street of Five Forks, and a scampering of mules, and an 
occaaional procession of duety brown-linea cavalry. 

A year after " Hawkina' Idiot Asylum " was completed, 
one day there drifted into the Valley a riotous cavalcade 
of " school-marma," teachera of the San Francisco public 
achools, out for a holiday, Not seyerely-spectacled Miner- 
vas and chaetely armed and mailed Pallases, but, I fear 
for the security of Five Fork, very human, charming, and 
mischievous young womea. At least, so the men tbought, 
working in the ditches and tunneling on the hillside ; and 
irhen, in the intereats of Science and the mental advance- 
ment of Juvenile Poateritj, it was finally aettled thot they 
ehould stay in Five Forks two or three days foi the sake 
of visiting the varioue mines, and particularly the " Blazing 
Star " Tunnel, there was some flutter of masculine anxiety. 
There was a conaiderahle inquiry for " atore clothes," a 
hopelesa overhauling of o!d and disused raiment, and a 
general demand for " boiled shirts " and the barber. 

Meanwhile, with tbat supreme audacity and impudent 
hardihood of tbe sex when gregarions, the achool-marma 
rode through the town, admiring openly the handsome 
faces and manly figures that looked up froni the ditches or 
ro?e bebind the cara of ore at the moutha of tunnels. 
Indeed, it is alleged that Jenny Forester^ backed and 
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eupported by seven other equally shamelesa yoiing women, 
had opiiily and publiuly waved her handlcerehief to the 
florid Hercules of Five Forks, — one Tom Flynn, fonucrly 
of Virginia, — leaving that good-natured tut not over-bright 
giant pulling hia blonde mDUstBches in baälifui amazement. 
It was a pleasant June afternoon that Miss Kelly Ariiot, 
Principal of the primary department of one of the public 
Bchools of San Francisco, having evaded her companions, 
reaolved to put into Operation a plan which had lately 
Sprung up in her courageous and misch ief-loving fancy. 
With that wonderful and mysterioua instinct of her sex, 
from whom no secrets of the affections are hid and to 
whom all hearta are laid open, she had heard the story of 
Hawkiös' foUy and the exiatence of the " Idiot Asylum." 
Alone, on Hawkina Hill, she had determined to penetrate 
its secluaion. Skirting the underbruah at the foot of the 
hill, ahe rianaged to keep the heaviest timber between 
herseif and the " Blazing Star " Tunnel at its baae, aa well 
as the cabin of Hawkins, halfway up the aacent, until, by 
a circuitous route, at laat she reached, unobaerved, the 
Bummit. Before her rose, silent, darkened, and motion- 
lees, the object of her search, Here her courage failed 
her, with all the characteristic inconaequence of her sex. 
A sudden fear of all the dangers she had eafely pasaed 
— bears, tarantulaa, drunken men, and lizards — canie upon 
her. For a niomeut, as ahe afterwards expressed it, " she 
tbought she should die." With thia belief, prohably, she 
gathered three large stones, which ahe could hardly lift, for 
Ihe purpose of throwing a great distaace ; put two hair- 
pina in her mouth, and carefully readjusted with both 
hands two atray braida of her Jovely blue-black mane 
whicb had fallen in gathering the stones. Then ahe feit 
in the pockets of her linen duster for her card-caae, hand- 
kerchief, pocket-book, and smelling-bottle, and, finding 
intact, suddenly aasumed an air of easy, ladylike 
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uaconcern, wetit up the steps o£ the veranda, and demurely 
pulted tbe front doOT-hell, which abe knew wonld not be 
answered. After a decent pause, ehe walked around the 
encompassing veranda, examining the cloeed shuttere of the 
French windowa until ehe found one that yjelded to her 
touch. Here she paused again to adjust her coquettiEh 
hat by the mirror-like surface of the long eash window that 
reflected the füll length of her pretty figure. And Ihen 
she opened the wiiidow and entered the room. 

Although long closed, the house had a smeU of newneas 
and of fresh paint that was quite unlike the mouldlness of 
the coQTentional haunted house. The bright carpets, the 
cheerfui walls, the gliatening oilclotha were quite incoa- 
Biatent with the idea of a ghost. With childish curioaity 
she began to explore the silent house, 8t first timidly, — 
opening the doors with a violent puah, and theo stepping 
back from the threahold to make good a posaible tetreat, 
if — and thea tnoce boldly, as she hecame convinced of her 

Becurity and absolute loneljness. Id. one of the Chambers, 
the lallst, there were fresh flowera in a vase, — evidently 
gathered that inorning ; and, what seemed still roore re- 
markable, the pitchers and ewera were freshly fiUed with 
water. This obliged Miss Nelly to notice another singulor 
fact, namely, that the house waa free from dust, — the one 
most obtrusive and penetrating visitor of Five Forks, The 
floors and carpets had been recently swept, the chaira and 
furniture carefully wiped and dusted. If the house was 
haunted, it was posseased by a spirit who had none of the 
usual indifference to decay and mould. And yet the beds 
had evidently never been alept in, the very springe of the 
chair in which ahe sat creaked stiffly at the novelty, the 
ctoaet dooTs opened with the reluctance of fresh point and 
varnish, and, in spite of the warmth, cleanlineas, and cheer- 
fulneas of (uraiture and decoration, there waa none of tha 
ease of tenancy and occupation. As Miss Kelly afl 
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confeaaed, she longed to " tumble thinge around," and, 
when she reached the parlov or draiving-room again, ehe 
coiild hardly reaist the deaire. Partioularly was aho tempted 
by a cloeed piano that stood mutely againat the wall. She 
thought she would open it just to see who was the maker. 
That done, it would be no härm to try ita tone. She did 
eo, with one little foot on the soft pedal. But Miss Nelly 
yras too good a player, and too enthusiastic a musician, to 
Btop at half measuree. She tiied it again, — this time so 
eiucerely that the whole house seemed to spring into voice. 
Then she stopped and liatened. There was no response, — 
the empty rooma seemed to bave relapsed into their cid 
stUInesa. She stepped out on the veranda ; a woodpeclcer 
recommenced his tappiiig on an adjacent tree, the rattle of 
a cart in the roclcy giilch below the hill came faintly up. 
No one was to be aeen far or near. Misa Nelly, reassured, 
returned. She again ran her fingera over the keys, — 
etopped, caught at a melody running in her mind, half 
played it, and then threw away all eaution. Before five 
minutes had elapaed she had entirely forgotten herself, and 
with her linen düster thrown aaide, her straw hat flung 
on the piano, her white handa bared, and a black loop ol 
her braided hair hanging upon her Shoulder, was fairlj 
embarked upon a flowing sea of musical recoUection. 

She had played perhaps half an hour, when, having jusi 
finished an elaborate aymphony and resting her handa on 
the keys, she heard very diatinctly and unmiatakably the 
aound of applauae from witbout. In an instant the fires of 
ehame aad Indignation leaped into her cheeks, and she rose 
from the inatrument and ran to the window, only in time to 
catch aight of a dozen figures in blue and red flannel shirta 
Taniahing hurriedly through the treea below. 

Miss Nelly's mind was iostantly made up. I think I 
have already intimated that under the Stimulus of excite- 
tnent ahe waa not wanting in courage, and, aa she quietly 
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reeumed her gloTes, hat, and düster, nhe was not perhapa 
exactly the young person that it woiild. be entirely eafe for 
tliB timid, embarrassed, or inesperienced of my eex to lueet 
alone. She ebut down the piano, and, having carefully 
reclosed all the Windows and doora, and reatored the houae 
to ita former desolate condition, ahe stepped from the 
Veranda, and proceeded directly to the cabin of the unii 
tellectual Hawkins, that reared its adobe chimney a1 
the umbrage a quatter of a mile below, 

The doOf opeoed inatanlly to her impulsive knock, and 
tbe Tool of Five Forks etood before her, Miss Nelly had 
never before eeen the man designated by thia infelicitoua 
title, and as he stepped backward in half courtesy and half 
astonishment she was for the raoment disconcerted. He 
was tall, finely formed, and dark-bearded. Above cheeka a 
little hoitowed by care and ill-health shone a pair of haiel 
eyes, very large, very gentle, biit inexpressibly ead and 
jnournful. Thia was certainly not the kind of man Miss 
Nelly had expected to eee, yet, aftet her firat embarrassment 
had paaaed, the very circumstance, oddly enough, added 
to her Indignation, and stung her wounded pride still more 
deeply. Nevertheless tbe arch hypocrite instantly changed 
her tactics with the swift Intuition of her sex. 

" I have oome," she aaid with a dazzling smile, infinitely 
more dangeroua than her former dignified severity, — "I 
have come to ask yonr pardon for a great liberty I have 
just taken. I believe the new house above us on the hill 
is yoiira. I was bo much pleased with ita exterior that I 
left my triends for a moment below here," ahe continued 
artfully, with a alight wave of the band, as if indicating a 
band of feariess Amazons witbout, and waiting to avenge 
any possjble insult offered to one of tbeir number, " and 
ventured to enter it. Finding it unoccupied, as I had been 
told, I am atraid I had the audacity to sit down and am 
myself for a few moments at the piano — while waiting 
my frienda," 
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Hawkins raised hia beaiitiful eyes to hers. He saw a 
very pretty girl, with frank gray eyes güstening with excite- 
ment, with two red, slightly freckled dieeks, glowing a 
little under bis eyea, with a short scarlet upper lip tumed 
back, Üke a rose-leaf, over a little Line of white teeth, as she 
bteathed somewbat hurriedly in her nervous excitemeat. 
He saw all tbis calmly, quietly, and, save for the natural 
tineasiiiess of a shy, reticent man, I fear without a qnicken- 
. ing oi bis pulae. 

" I knowed it," he said simply. " I heerd ye aa I kam 

'MiM Nelly was furione at bis grammar, bis diatect, bis 
eoolnesB, and still more at tbe auapicioa that he was an 
active member of her inviaible claque. 

"Ah," aha said, still smiling, " then I think I beard 
.jwm" — 

"I reckon not," be interrupted gravely. "I didn'tstay 
long. I found the boya hanging round the bouse, and I 
allowed at iärat I 'd go in and kinder warn you, but tbey 
promiaed to keep still, and you looked so comfortable and 
wrapped up in your music that I hadn't the beart to dia- 
turb you, and kern away. I hope," he added eameatly, 
" tbey did n't let on ez they heerd you. They ain't a bad 
lot — them Blazin' Star boys — though they 're a little hard 
at times, Bnt they 'd no more hurt ye tben tbey wowld 
a — a — a cat ! " eontinued Mr, Hawkins, blushing with 
a faint apprebension of the inelegance of his simile. 

" No ! no ! " said Miss Nolly, feeling auddenly very 
angry with herseif, the Fool, and the entire male population 
of Five Forks, " No ! I bave behaved fooliably, I auppose, 
— and if tbey had it would have served me right. But I 
only wanted to apologize to you. You '11 find everything as 
you left it. Good day ! " 

Sbe tumed to go, Mr. Hawkins began to feel embar- 
iBBBed. " I 'd bave asked je to ait down," he said, finally, 
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" if it hed been a place fit for a lady. I onghter done bo, 
enny way. I don't know what kept me from it. But I 
ain't well, Miss. Times I get a aort o' dumb ager — it's 
the ditches, I think, Miss — and I don't aeem to her mj 
wita about rae," 

Inetantly Miaa Arnot was all sympathy, — hei qnick 
■woman's heart was touched. 

" Can I — can anything be done ? " she asked, more 
timidly than sbe had before Bpoken. 

"No! — not onleaa ye remember sutbin' about theee 
pills," He eshibitcd a box containing about half a dozen. 
" I forget the direction — I don't seem to remembet much, 
any way, these tiniea — they 're ' Jones' Vegetable Com- 
pound.' Ifye'veever took 'em ye'll reraeniber whether 
the reg'lar dose is eight. They ain't but eix here. But 
perhapB ye nevertuk any," he added deprecatingly. 

" No," Said Miss Kelly, curtly. She had usuallj a keen 
sensB of the ludicrous, but somehow Mr. Hawkins' eccen- 
tricity only pained her. 

" Wi\ "ou let me see you to the foot of the hill ? " he 
eaid again, after another embarrassing pause. 

Miss Ämot feit instantly that such an act would con- 
done her trespass in the eyes of the World. She might 
meet some of her invisible admirers, — or even her compan- 
ioHB, — and, with all her erratie impulses, she was never. 
thelesa a woman, and did not entirely despise the verdict of 
conventionality. She smiled sweetly and assented, and in 
another moment the two were lost in the ehadows of the 

Like many other apparently trivial acts in an imeventful 

life, it was decisive. Äs ehe expected, she met two or 
tliree of her late applauders, whom, she fancied, looked 
sheepiah and embarrassed ; she met also her companions 
looking for her in some alarm, who really appeared aston- 
ished at her escort, and, she fancied, a trifle « 
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evident auceesB. I fear that Miaa Amot, in response to 
their anxioua inquiriea, did not State entirely the truth, but, 
without actual ossertion, led them to believe that she had 
at a very early etage of the proceeding completely eubju- 
gated this weak-minded giant, and had brought him trium- 
phantly to her feet, From telling this atory two or tliree 
times, ehe got finally to believing that ehe had some founda- 
tion for it ; then to s vague eort of desire that it would 
eventually prove to be true, and then to an equally vague 
yeaming to hasten that consummation. Tbat it would 
redound to any satiafaction of the Fool sbe did not stop to 
doubt. That it would eure him of bis folly ahe was quite 
confident. Indeed, tbere are very few of us — men or 
women — who do not believe that even a hopeless love for 
ouiBelvea ie mora conduoive to the salvation of the lover 
than a lequited aßection for another. 

The criticiam of Five Forks was, as the readei may 
imagine, awift and concluajve. Wben it was found out that 
MisB Amot was not " the Hag " maaquerading as a young 
and pretty girl, to the ultimate deoeption of Five Forks in 
general and the Fool in particular, it was decided at onoe 
tbat Qothing but the speedy union of the Fool and the 
"pretty scbool-marm " was coneistent with ordinary com- 
mon sense. The singuIar good fortune of Hawkina was 
quite in accordanee with the theory of hia luck as pro- 
pounded by the camp. That after " the Hag " failed to 
make her appearaace he shoutd " strike a lead " in bis own 
houae, without the trouble of " prospectin'," seemed to 
theee casuista as a wonderful but inevitable law. To add 
to theae fateful probabilities, Miss Amot feil and sprained 
her ankle in the aacent of Mount Lincoln, and was confined 
lor aome weeks to the botel after her companions had de- 
parted. During this period Hawkina was eivilly but gro- 
teaquely attentive. When, after a teaaonable time had 
L dapaed, there atill appeared to be no immediate proapect of 
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the occnpancy of the new houae, public opinion esperienced 
a aingulftr change in regard to its theories of Mr. Ilnwkiua' 
couduct. " The Hag" was looked upon aa a aaiiit-like and 
loug-sufleriug martyr to the weaköBaaea and inconsiatency 
of the Fool. That, after erecting this new house at her 
request, he liad suddenly " gone back " on her ; that his 
celibacy was the result of a, long habit of weak proposai and 
subsequent shameless rejection, and that he was now trying 
hie hand on the helpleas school-marra, — was perfectly piain 
to Five Fotks. That he should be fnistrated in his 
attempts at anj cost was equally piain. Misa Xelly aud- 
denly found heraclf invested with a rüde chivalry that 
wouid have been amusing bad it not been at times embarrass- 
ing ; that would have been impertinent but for the almost 
superstitious respect with which it was proffered. Ei'eiT 
day somebody from Five Forka rode out to inquire the 
health of the fair patient. " Hez Hawkins bin over jm 
to-day ? " queried Tom Flynii, with artful ease and in- 
difierence as he leaned over Misa Nelly'a easy-chair on. 
the Veranda. Miss Kelly, with a faiiit pink fluah on her 
cheek, was constrained to answer " So." " Well, he sorter 
eprained hia foot agin a rock yesterday," continued Flynn, 
with ahamelesa untruthfulness, " You mas' n't think any- 
thing o' that, Miss Amot. He '11 be over yer to-morrer, 
and meantime he told nie to band this yer bookay with 
regards, and this yer specimen ! '" And Mr. Flynn laid 
down the flowers he had picked en route against auch 
an emei^ency, and presented respectfully a piece of quartz 
and gold which he bad taken that morning from his own 
sluice-box. " You mua' n't mind Hawkins' ways, Misa 
Kelly," Said another aympatbizing miner. " There ain't a 
better man in carap than that tbeet Cy Hawkins ! - 
he don't underatand the ways o' the worid with y 
He has n't mixed as much with society as the reet of u 
he added, with an elaborate Cheaterfieldian ease of 
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"but he meana well." Meanwliile o few other eympa- 
thetic tunnel-raea were impressing upon Mr. Hawkina the 
necessity of the greateet attentiou to the hivalid. " It 
won't do, Hawkias," they explained, "to let that there 
gal go back to San Francisco and say that when she was 
flick and alone, the only man in Five Forks under whose 
roof she had reat^d, and at whoae table she had sat " — 
this was considered a natural but pardonable exaggeration 
of rhetoric — " evet threw off on her ; and it shaa't he done. 
It ain't the square thing to Five Fotka," And then the 
Fool would rush away to the valley, and be received hy 
Miss Nelly with a certain reserve of manner that finally 
dieappeared in a flueh of color, some increased vivacity, aud 
a pardonable coquetry. And eo tbe days pasaed ; Miaa 
Nelly grew heiter in healtb and more troubled in mlnd, 
and Mr. Hawkina became more and more embarrassed, and 
Five Forka smiled and rubbed its liands, and waited for the 
approaching deiioucment. And thea it came. But not 
perhaps in the manner that Five Forks had imagined. 

It was a lovely afternoon in July that a party of Eastem 
touriata rode into Five Forks. They bad juat " done " the 
Valley of Big Things, and, tbere being one or two Eaetern 
capitaliatB among the l)arty, it was deemed advisahle that 
a proper knowledge of the practical mining resources of 
California should be added to their experience of the 

»erely pictureaque in Natnre. Thua far everything had 

Ben satisfactory ; tbe amount of water whicb passed over 
Fall was large, owing to a backward season ; some 
V atill remained in the caüons near the bigbest peaks ; 
9iey had tidden round one of the biggest trees, and through 
Sie prostrata trunk of another. To say that they were 

eligbted in to express feebly the enthusiaein of these 
i and gentlenien, drunk with the champagny hospi- 

ility of their entertainera, the utter novelty of scene, and 
I dry, exbilarating air of the Valley. One or two had 
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already expressed themaelves leady to live snd die tbere; 

another had writt«n a glowing account to the Kastem piess. 
depreciating all other scoaery in Europe and America ; and 
linder these circumstancea it was reasonably expected that 
Five Forka would do its duty, and equallj impresa the 
stränge r after its own fashion. 

Leiters to tMa effect were sent from San Francisco by 
prominent capitaiiats there, and, under the able superin- 
t«ndence of one of their ageuts, the visitors wete takea 
in haud, shown " what was to be eeen," carefully reetraiDed 
from observing what ought not to be visible, and so kept 
in a bllasful and enthusiaatic condition. And ao the grave- 
yard of Five Fotks, in which but two of the ocoupants had 
died natural deaths, the dreary, ragged cabina on the hill- 
sides, with their sad-eyed, cynical, brolen-epirited oecu- 
panta, toiling on, day by day, for a miserable pittauce and 
a fare that a seU-iespecting Eastem mecbauic would have 
scornfuUy rejected, were not a part of the Flaatcni viaitors' 
recoUection. But the hoisting works and machinery of the 
" Blazing Star Tunnel Company " was, — the Blazing Star 
Tunnel Company, whose " gentlemanly Superintendent" 
had received private Information from San Francisco to do 
the " proper thing " for the party. Wherefore the valua- 
hle heaps of ore in the company's works were ehown, the 
oblong bare of gold — ready for'shipment — were playfully 
ofiered to the ladies wbo could lift and carry tbem away 
unaided, and even the tunnel itself, gloomy, fateful, and 
peculiai, was sbown as part of the experience ; and, in the 
noble language of one correspondent, " the wealth of Five 
Forka and the peciiliar induceraents thot it offeted to 
Eastern capitnlists " were eatablished beyond a doubt. 
And then occurred a little incident which, as an unbiaaed 
spectator, I am free to say ofl'ered no inducements to any- 
body whataver, but which, for its bearing upon the central 
figuie of ÜÜB veracioua chronide, I cannot pasa over. 
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It had become apparent to one or two more pmctical 
und sobeMniiided in the party tbat certain portiona of the 
" Blazing Star " Tunnel — (owing, perhapa, to the exigen- 
clea of a flattering annual divideud) — were economically 
and iraperfectly "shored" and aupported, and were conse- 
quently unsafe, insecure, and to be avoided. Kevertheless, 
at B. time when Champagne corka were popping in dark 
comers, and enthuaiaatic voices and bnppy laughter rang 
througli the half-lighted levels and galloriea, there came 
a Budden and niysterioua silence. Ä few lights dashed 
swiftly by in the direction of a distant part of the gallery, 
and theu there waa a andden abarp iaauing of ordera and 
a dull, omiDous rumble. Some of the viaitors tumed pale 
— one woman fainted ! 

Something had happened. What ? " Nothing " — the 
Speaker ia fluent bul uneaay — " one of the gentlemen in 
trying to dialodge a ' apecimen ' from the wall had knocked 
away a Bupport. There had been a ' cave ' — the gentle- 
man waa cavigbt and buried below hia ahouldera. It was 
all right — they 'd get him out in a moment — only it 
required great care to keep front extecding the ' cave.' 
Didn't know hie name — it was that little man — the hus- 
band of that lively lady with the black eyea. Eh ! Hullo 
there I Stop her, For God's aake ! — not that way I 
She '11 fall from that shaft. Sbe '11 be killed ! " 

But the lively lady was already gone. With staiing 
black eyea, imploringly trying to pierce the gloom, with 
bands and feet that aought to batter and break down the 
thick darkneaa, with incoherent criea and aupplioationa, 
following the moving of i(/nis fatuua lighta ahead, she lan 
and ran swiftly I Ban over treacherous foundations, lan 
by yawning gulfa, ran past branching galleries and arches, 
ran wildly, ran deapairingly, ran blindly, and at last ran 
into the arms of the Tool of Five Forka. 

In an inatant ahe caught at hia band. " Oh, save him I " 
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»he cried ; " you belong here — you know this dreadful 
place ; bring me to bim. Teil me where to go and what 
to do, I implore you ! Quick, be ia dying. Come ! " 

He raiaed bis eyea to bers, and tben, witb a sudden cry, 
dropped the tope and crowbar he was carrying, and reeled 
ogainst tbe wall. " Annie ! " he gasped, elowly, " ia it 

She caugbt at botb bis bauds, brougbt bei face to \m 
witb staring eyes, murmured " Good God, Cyrua I " and 
Bank upon ber knees faefore bim. 

He tried to disengage tbe band tbat abe wrimg witb 
pasaionate entreaty. 

" No, no ! Cynis, you will forgive me — you will f orget 
the past I God has sent you bere to-day. You will come 
witb me. You will — you muat — save bim ! 

" Sav6 who ? " cried Cyrua hoataelj. 

" My buaband ! " 

The blow was so direct~80 strong and overwhelmingi 
tbat even througb ber own stronger and raore selfiab al 
tinn sbe eaw it io tbe face of tbe man, and piticd bim. 

" I thought — you — knew — it ! " sbe faltered. He did 
not speak, hut looked at ber with äxeä, dumb eyes. And 
tben tbe aound of diatant voicea and burrying feet started 
her again into passionate life. Sbe once more caugbt bis 
band. 

" O CyruB ! hear me ! If you have loved me tbrough 
all tbeee years, you will not fail me now. You must aave 
bim I You can ! You are hrave and strong — you always 
were, Cyrua! You will save him, Cjrua, for my aake — for 
the aake of your love for mel You will — I know itl 
God bless you ! " 

Sbe Toae aa if to follow him, but at a gesture ol com- 
maad she atood atill. He picked up the rope and crowbai 
alowly, and in a dazed, blinded way tbat, in her agony of 
mpatience and alarra, seemed protracted to cmel infinit 



i»g^H 
bsoiTp^B 



THE FOOL OF FIVE F0HK8 



rThen he tumed, aad, raismg her hand to bis lips, he kiBsed K 
it alonly, looked at her again — and the next moment waa '' 
gooe. ''\ 

He did Dot retum. For at the end of the nest half 
hour, when they laid before her the half-coDscioua breath- 
ing body of her husband, safe and unbarmed but for I 
GxhauBtioii and some aligbt bruiaes, abe learued tbat the . 
worst feare of the workmen had been realized. In releas- 
ing bim a second " cave " had taken place. They had barely 
time to snatch atvay the helpless body of her hnsband 
before tbe strong frame of bis rescuer, Cyrus Hawkiiis, was 
Struck and smitten down in his place. 

For two bours he lay tbere, cnished aod broken-Umbed, 
with a heavy beam lying across his breast, in aight of all, 
conaciouH and patient. For two houra they had labored 
around bim, wildly, despairingly, hopefuUy, with the wIUh 
of goda and the strength of giants, and at the end of tbat 
time they canie to an npright tiniber, which rested ita hase 
upon the beam. There was a cry for axes, and oae waa 
already swinging in the air, when the dying man called to 
them feebly ; — 

" Don't cut tbat upright ! " 

"Wby?" J 

" It will bring down tbe whole gallery with it." M 

"How?" 1 

" It 'a one of the foundations of my honae," ' 

I feil from the workman'a hand, and with a 
1 turned to bis fellowa. It was too true. 
1 uppermoat gallery, and tbe " cave " had i 
I directly below tbe new house. After a pause 
the Fool apoke ^ain more feebly. 

" The lady ! — quick." | 

They brought her — a wretched, fainting creature, with 
pallid face and Streaming eyes — and feil back as Bhe beut 
her face above him. 
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" It WBs built for you, Annie, darling," he said in a hu^ 
ried whiaper, "and has been waiting up there for you and 
ine all tliese long daya. It 's deeded to you, Annie, and 
you must — live there — with. him,! He will not niind 
that I shall bealways near you — for it atanda above — my 
grave I " 

And he was rigbt. In a few minutes later, when he had 
passed away, they did not move him, but sat by bis body 
all night with a torch at his feet and head. And the next 
day they walled up the gallery as a vault, but they put no 
mark or any sign thereon, trusting rather to the monutuent 
that, bright and cbeerful, lose above him in the sunlight of 
the hill. For they said : " This ia not an evidence of death 
and gloom and sorrow, as are other monumenta, but is a 
sign of Life and Light and Hope, wherefoTe shall all mes 
know that he who lies undei it — ia a Fool 1 " 
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THE MiN FKOM SOLANG 

TTff. came toward me out of an opera lobby, between tbe 
acte, — a figure aa retnarkable aa anytbing in the Perform- 
ance, Hia ciothBS, no two articlea of which were of the 
Barne color, bad the appearance of baving beeil purchaaed 
aud put on only an hour or two before, — a fact more 
directly eatablished by the clotbes-dealer's ticket which still 
adhered to bis coat-collar, giving the number, aize, and gen- 
eral dimenaions of that gariuent Bomewhat obtrusively to 
an uninterested public. Hia trousers bad a straight line 
down each leg, as if he had beeil botn flat but bad since 
developed ; and there was another crease down hia back, 
like thoae figures children cut out of folded paper. I niay 
add tbat tbere was no coasciouaneas of tbis iu bis face, 
■which was good-natured, and, but for a certain squarenesa 
in tfae angle of bis lower jaw, utterly uninteresting and 
commonplace. 

" You diaremember rae," he aaid briefly, aa he extended 
his band, " but I 'm from Solano, in Californy. I raet you 
there in the spring of '£7. I was teadin' ebeep, and you 
waa burnin' cbarcoaL" 

There was not the alightest trace of any intentional rude- 
nesB in the remindei. It was eimply a etatement of fact, 
id as such to be accepted. 

" What I haileii ye for was only tbis," be said, after I 
shaken hands with bim. " [ saw you a minnit ago 
etandin' over in yon box, cbirpin' witb a lady, — a young 
lady, peart and pretty. Might you be telling me bei 
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I gave him the name of a certain noted belle of a neigb- 
boring city, who had lately Btirretl the hearts of the metrop- 
olis, and who was especially admired by tbe brlllluiit and 
faäciuatiiig young Daehboard, wbo stood beside m« 

The Man from Solauo mused for a moment, and tld 
aaid, " Thet 'a so ! thet 's the name ! It 's the same gal Ü 

" You have met her, then ? " I asked in surprise. 

" Ye-ea," he responded slowly ; " I met her about fain 
montha ugo. She 'd bin makin' a tour of Califomy i 
some friends, and I first saw her aboatd the cara this sIot 
of Keno. She loat her baggage cbecks, and I found them 
on the floor and gave 'em back to her, and she tbanked nie, 
I reckon now it would be about tbe Square thing to go ovei 
thar and eorter reec^uize her." He etopped a moment, and 
looked at ua inqniringly, 

" My dear air," Struck in tbe brilliant and fascinating 
young Daahboard, " if your besitation proceeda from any 
douht aa to the propriety of your attire, I beg you to dis- 
mias it from your miad at once. The tyranny of custom, 
it is ttue, compela your friend aiid myself to dreaa pecu- 
liarly, but I assure you nothing could be finer than the way 
tbat tbe olive green of your coat melts in the deiicate yeliow 
of your cravat, or the pearl gray of your trouaera blends 
with the bright blue of your waiatcoat, and leoda additioaal 
brUliancy to that massive oroid watch-chain whicb y ou 

To my aurpriae, tbe Man from Solano did not stiike h 
' Hb looked at the ironicol Daahboard with grave < 
neaa, and then Said qiiietly : — 

"Tben I reckon you wouldn't mind showin' mi 
thar ? " 

Dashboard waa, I admit, a little staggered at thts. 
be recovered himaelf, and, bowing ironically, led the Vfayj 
tbe box. 1 followed liim and the Man from Solano. 

Now the belle in question happeoed to be a gentlew 
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• — descended from gentlewomen, ^ and after Dashboard'a 
ironical introduction, in which the Man from Solana was 
not apared, she comprehended the Situation iristantly. To 
Dashboard's eurprise she drew a chair to her side, made the 
Maa from Solano sit down, quietly turned her hack on 
Dashboard, and, in füll view of the brilliant audience and 
the focuB of a huadred loi^ettee, entered into converaation 
with bim. 

Here, for the sake of romance, I should Iike to eay fae 
became animated, and exhibited Bome trait of excellence, — 
Bome rare wit or solid sense, But the fact ia be was diiU 
and stupid to the last degree. He peraisted in keeping the 
converaation iipon the subject of the lost baggage-checks, 
aod Bvery bright attempt of the lady to divert hini failed 
Bignally. At last, to everybody's relief, he rose, and, leaning 
■«ver her chair, said : — 

V " I calklate to stop over here Bome tirae, misa, and you 
HBd me bein' sorter straugera here, niaybe when there 's any 
«how Iike tbis goin' on you '11 let me " — 

Miss X. Said somewhat hastily that the multiplicity ol 
her engagements and the trief liaiit of her stay in New 
York she feared would, et^., etc. The two other ladies had 
their bandkerchiefs over their mouths, and were staring 
intently on the stage, when the Man from Solano Con- 
en, tnaybe, mias, whenever there ia a show goin' on 
lat you '11 atteud, you 'U juat drop me Word to Earle's 
[otel, to tbis yer address," and he pulled from bis pocket 
oien ivell-wom letters, and, taking the buff envelope 
Q one, banded it to her with something Iike a. bow. 
"Certainly," broke in the facetions Dashboard ; " Miss 
'.. goes to the Chantj B 11 t m rrow night. The ticketa 
but a trifle to an pul nt C lifomian, and a man of 
r evident raeans and th hj t a worthy one. You 
Uli, HO doubt, easily u e an in tation," 
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Mise X, raieed her handsome eyea for a moment to 
Dashboard. " By all roeans," ahe saidj tuming to the Man 
from Solano ; " aad as Mr. Dashboard ia one of the man- 
agers, and you are a atranger, he will, of course, send yon 
a complimentary ticket. I have known Mr. Dashboard 
long enough to know that he is invariahly courteous to 
etrangera and a gentlenian." She aettted hereelf in her 
chair again and üxed her eyes lipon the »tage. 

The Man from Soiano thanked the Man of New York, 
and theo, aftet abaking handa with everybody in the box, 
tumed to go. When he had reached the door he ]ooked 
back to Miss X. and eaid : — 

" It jptu one of the queereet thinga in the World, misB, 
that my findin' tliem checks " — 

But the curtniti bad just thcn riaen on the garden scene 
in " Fauat," and Miss X. was abaorbed. The Man from 
Solano oarefully ahnt the box door and retired. I foliowed 
him. He was ailent until he reached the lobby, and then 
he aaid, aa il renewing a previoiis oonvetsation, " She is a 
mighty peart gal, — that 'a ao. She 'a just my kind, and 
will make a atavin' good wife." 

I thought I saw danger ahead for the Man from Solano, 
so I hastened to teil him that she was heset by attentiona, 
that ahe could have her pick and choice of the beat of 
Society, and finally, that she was, most ppobably, engaged 
to Dashboard. 

" That 'a so," he said quietly, without the slightest traca 
of feeling. " It would be mighty queer if ahe was n't 
But I reckon I '11 steer down to the ho-l«l. I don't care 
much for thia yellin'." (He waa alluding to a cadenza of 
that faraouB cantatrice, Signora Batti Batti.) "What'a 
the time ? " 

He pulled out bis watcb. It was such a giaring chain, 
BO ohviously bogua, that my eyea were fascinated by iL 
" Yon 're looking at that watch," he aaid ; " it'e por^ i 
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look at, bnt ahe don't go worth a cent. And yet her price 
was $125 gold. I gobbled her op in Chatham Street day 
before yesterday, where they were selling 'em very cheap 
at auction." 

" You hava been outrageoußly swindled," I said indig- 
n&ntly. " Watch and chain are not worth twenty dollara," 

" Are tbfiy worth fifteen ? " he asked gravely. 

" PosBibly." 

" Then I reckon it 'b a fair trade. Ye see, I told 'em I 
was a Califomian from Solano, and had n't anything about 
me of greenbacks, I had three sluga wtth me, Ye remem- 
ber theni slugH ? " (I did ; the " alug " was a " token " 
issued in tlie early days, — a hexagonal piece of gold a 
little over twice the atze of a tweaty-dollar gold piece, — 
worth and accepted for fifty dollars.) 

" Well, I handed them that, and they handed me the 
watch. You See tbem slug^ I had made myaelf outer brass 
filings and iroo pyrites, and used to slap 'em down on the 
hoya for a bluff in a game of draw poker. You aee, not 
being reg'Iar gov'ment money, it waa n't counterfeiting. I 
reckon they cost me, caunting time and anxiety, about 
£ft«eo dollara. So, if thia yer watch is worth that, it's 
tbout a Square game, ain't it ? " 

I began to understand the Man fram Solano, and said it 

IB. He returned hia watch to bis pocket, toyed playfully 
with the chain, and remarked, " Kinder makea a man look 
faah'nable and wealthy, don't it ? " 

with him. " But what do you intend to do 
ihere ? " I aaked. 

Well, I 've got a caah capital of nigh on seven hundred 
dollars. I guesB until I get into reg'Iar business I '11 
skirmish round Wall Street, and aorter lay low." I was 
abont to give him a few words of warning, but I remem- 
bered bis watch and dedsted. We shook hands &nd 
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A few daya after I met him on Broadway 
attired in another new suit, but 1 think I saw a slight ii 
provement in his general apjiearance. Only five distiiK 
colors were visible in his attire. But this, I had n 
believe aftetwarda, was aceidental. 

I asked bim if be had been to tbe ball. He said he had._ 
" That gftl, and a mighty peart gal ehe was too, was then 
bat she sorter foiight sby of nie. I got this new suit to j 
in, but thosB waiters aorter run me into a private box, a 
I did n't get mucb cbance to continner our talk about them 
cbecks. But tbat young feller, Dashboard, was mighty 
perlite. He brought lots of fellera and young women 
round to tbe bos to aee me, and he made up a partj' t 
night to take me round "Wall Street and in them Slo 
Boards. And tbe nnxt day he called for me, and took n 
and I invested about five hundred dollara in them stocka, — 
maybe more. You see, we sorter swopped Stocks. You 
know I had ten Bhares in the Feacock Gopper Mine, that 
you was once secretary of." 

" But tboae shares are not worth a cent. The whd! 
thing exploded ten yeara ago." 

" That 'a ao, maybe ; yaii eay eo. But then I did n*t 
know anything more about Communipaw Central, or the 
Naphtha Gaslight Company, and bo I thougbt it was a square 
game. Only I realized on the stocka I bought, and I krai 
up outer Wall Street about four hundred dollara betb 
You aee it waa a aorter risk, after all, for them Peacc 
Stocks mit/ht come np ! ", 

I looked into bis face : it was immeasurably serene and 
commonplace. I began to be a little afraid of the man, or, 
ratber, of my want of judgment of tbe man ; and after n 
few worda we ahook hands and parted. 

It was Bome months before I again aaw the Man i 
Solano. \Vhen I did, I found that he had actually \ 
a member of the Stock Board, and had a little ofBce c 
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Brosd Stn«t, wLere he traneacted a fair business. My 
lemembrance going back to the firsi night I met him, I 
inquired if he had renewed his acquaintance with Miss X. 

" I beerd that ehe was io Newport this summer, and I 
r&n down there für a week." 

" And you talked with her about tha baggage^ecks ? " 

" No," he Said aeriously ; " ehe gave me a commiasion 
to buy some Stocks for her. You gee, I gueas them fash'- 
nftble fellers sorter got to runnin' her about me, and so she 
put onr acquaintanoe on a Square businese footing. I teil 
jou, she 's a right peart gal. Did ye hear of the aocident 
that happened to her ? " 

I had not. 

" Well, yoti see, she was out yachting, and I managed 
through one of tbose fellers to get an invite, too, The 
vhole thing was got up by a man that they say is going to 
maTTy her. Well, one afternoon the boom Swings round in 
K little aquall and knocke her overboard. There was an 
»"prful excitement, — you 've heard about it, maybe ? " 

" 5To ! " But I aaw it all with a romancer'a instinct in 
A flaah of poetry ! Thia poor fellow, debarred through nn- 
oouthnees from expreesing bis affection for her, had at last 
found bis fitting opportunity. He had — 

" Thar was an awful row," he went on. " I ran out on 
the taffrail, and there a dozen yards away was that purty 
creature, that peart gal, and — I " — 

" Tou jumped for her," I said haetily. 

" No ! " he said gravoly. " I Ist the other man do the 
Jiiinping. I sorter looked on." 

I stared at him in aetonishment. 

" No," he went on seriously. " He was the man who 

jumped ; that was just then bis ' put,' — bis line of busi- 

ness. You see Lf I had waltzed over the side of that sbip, 

and cavooTt«d in, and fluinmuxed round, and finally flopped 

1 to the bottom, that othei man would have jumped nateral- 
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like and saved her ; and ez he was going to marry her any 

way, I don't exactly see where /'d hev been represected in 
the transaction. But don't you see, ef, after he 'd jumpeii 
and had n't got her, he 'd gone down himeelf, I 'd hev had 
the next best chance, and the advantage of beving him 
outer the way. You see, you don't understand me, — I 
don't thini you did in Califomy." 

" Then he did save her ? " 

" Of couree. Don't you see, ehe was all right. If be'd 
missed her, I 'd have chipped in. Thar war n't no Sense in 
my doing bis duty onle»» he faüed." 

Somehow the story got out. The Man from Solano as a 
butt becanie niote populär than ever, and of course received 
invitations to burlesque reeeptious, and naturally met a 
great many people whom otherwiae he would not have aeen. 
It was obaerved also that his seven hundred dollara were 
ateadily growing, and that he seemetl to be getting on in 
his husineas. Certain Califomian stocka which I had seen 
quietly interred in the old days in the tombs of theii 
fathers were magically revived ; and I remember, as onc 
wbo has Seen a gbost, to have been shocked as I looked 
over tbe quotations, cne morning, to see the ghastly face 
of the " Dead Eeach Mining Co.," rouged and plastered, 
looking out from the colurnns of the morning paper. At 
last a few people begaa to respect, or suspect, the Man 
from Solano. At last suspicion culminated with thie iuci- 

He had long expressed a wish to belong to a certain 
" fash'nahle " club, and witb a view of burlesque he was 
invited to visit tbe cJub, where a series of ridiculoua enter- 
tAinments were given him, winding up with a card party, 
As I paseed tbe ateps of the club-houee early next morning, 
I overheard two or thiee members talking excitedly, 

" He cleaned everybody out." — " Why, he muat have 
raked in nigh on $40,000.''' 
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« Who ? " I asked. 

" The Man from Solano." 

As I tumed away, one of the gentlemen^ a victim, noted 
f or bis Spotting propensities, f ollowed me^ and^ laying bis 
hand on my Shoulder^ asked^ — 

''Teil me fairly now. What business did your friend 
f ollow in California ? " 

'' He was a sbepberd." 

"Awbat?" 

'' A sbepberd. Tended bis flocks on Übe boneynscented 
hüls of Solano." 

''Well| all I can say is, d — n your Califomian pasto- 
nlsP' 




It was a vast EÜeoce o( pines, redolent with balsamic 
breath, and muffled witli the dry dust ot dead Wk and 
matted Blosses, Ljing on our backs, we looked npwaid 
through a hundred feet of cleai, imbrokeu inUrral to 
first lateral branches tbat formed the flat canapy abovc 
Here and tbere tbe £erce sun, from vhoBe active persecutit 
we had just escaped, searched for us through the woods, bat 
ita keen bhide was dulled and turned aside by intercostal 
baugbs, and its btigbtneas dissipated in nsbulous miets 
throughout the roofing of the dim, brown aisles around us. 
We were in anothtir atmosphere, under another eky ; indeed, 
in anathßr World than the dazzling one we had juBt quitted. 
The grave silence aeemed so much a part of the grateful 
coolneas, tbat we hesitated to speak, and for some momenta 
lay quietly outstretcfaed on the pine taasels where we had firat 
thrown ourselves. Finally a voice broke the silence : — I 
" Äsk the old Major ; he knows all about it I " I 

The person here alluded to under that militaiy title nfl 
myself. I hardly need explain to any Calif ornjan that it by 
no means followed that I was a " Major," or tbat I was 
" old," or that I knew anything about " it," or indeed what 
" it" referred to. The whole remark was merely one of 
the usual conventional feelers to conversation, — a kind of 
social preamble, quite common to our slangy camp inter- 
course, Kevertheless, as I was always known as the Major, 
perbapB for no better reason than that tbe Bp>eaker, au old 
Journalist, was alwaya called Doctor, I recogniied tbe fact 
so far aa to kick aside an intervening saddle, eo that I 
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see the spe&ker'a face on a level with mj own, and eaid 
nothing. 

" Äbout ghosto ! " taid the Doctor, after a paaae, vhich 
nobody brolte or was expected to break. " Ghoste, air 1 
That 's what we want to know. What are we doing here in 
this blank old mausoleum of Calaveraa County, if it ü n't 
to find out something about 'em, eb ? " 

Nobody replied, 

" Thar 's tbat baimted house at Cave City. Can't be mora 
than a mile or two away, auybow. Ueed to be just off tbe 
trail." 

A dead BÜence. 

Tbe Doctor (addreaeing apace generally) : "Yes, air; it 
wo« a mighty queer atory." 

Still tbe aame repoieful indifferenca- We all knew tfae 
Doctor's akill asaraconleur ; we all knew that a atoty waa 
Coming, and we all knew that any intermption would be 
iataL Time and time again, in our pragpecting experience, 
had a Word of polite eocouragement, a raah ezpieaaion of 
intereat, even a too eager attitude.of ailent ezpectancy, 
bronght the Doctor to a sudden change of aubject. Time 
and time again have we aeen the onwary atranget atond 
amazed and bewildered between our own indiffereoce and 
the audden termination of a proiniaing anecdoto, throngb 
bis own nnlncky interference. So we aaid nothing. "The 
Jndga" — anotber inatance of arbitrary nomenclatnre — pte- 
teuded to aleep. Jack began to twiat a cigarrito. Tbom- 
ton Ut off the ends of pioe needlea refiectively. 

" Yea, sir," continoed the Doctor, coolly resting tbe bsck 
of bis head on tbe polma of hia bands, " it iroj ratb«r 
conoua. ÄU except the monier. UmI 'm what geta mc^ 
fot tb« muider had no new points, do faacy tandkea, aa 
a^ltimcnt, no myster;. Waa juat one d tbe otd ^jle, 
'.cnb-beod ' paragtapba. Old-faahioned miaer loiifai alang 
ft H'^^f**' and beana, and mtm ap a litUe wwnij la p 
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home and aee relationa, Old-faahioned asBaasin eharpens 
up knife, old style ; loads old flict-lock, bross-mounted 
pistob ; walks in ou old-fashioued mmei one dark night, 
sends hini home to bis relations away back to several 
generationa, and walks off with the awag. Ko myetery 
there ; nothing to c!eair up; aubsequeat revelationa only 
impertinence. Nothing fot any ghost to do — who meant 
business. More thaa tbat, over forty murders, same old 
kind, comiuitted every year in Calaveras, and no apiritual 
poat obits Coming due every anniversory ; no aaaeasments 
made on the peace and quiet of the snrviving community. 
I teil you what, boys, I 've always been inclined to throw 
off on the Cave City ghost for that alone. It 's a bad pro- 
cedent, sii. 11 that kind o' tbing is going to ohtain in the 
foot-hüls, we '11 have the trails füll of chaps formerly Unocked 
over by Mexicans and load agents ; every little camp and 
grocery will have stock enough on band to go into business, 
and where 's there any Becurity for surviving life and pröp- 
erty, eb ? Wbat 's your opinion, Judge, aa a faii-minded 
legislator ? " 

Of couree tbere was no teaponse. Yet it was part of 
tha Doctor's ayatem of aggravation to beoome discursive at 
theae momeats, in the bope of Interruption, and he con- 
tinued for some moments to dwell on the terrible possibility 
of a State of affaiis in wbicb a gentleman could no longer 
settle a dispute witb an enemy without being subjected lo 
succeeding apiritual embatrasament. But all this digression 
feil upon apparently inattentive ears. 

" Well, sii, after tbe murder, tbe cabin stood for a long 
time deserted and tenantless. Populär opinion waa against 
it. One day a ragged proapector, savage witb hard laboi 
ajid hardet luck, came to the camp, looking for a place to 
live and a chance to prospect. After the boys bad taken 
bis meaaure, tbey concluded that he 'd already tackled so 
much in the way of difficulties that a ghost moro or las 
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■wonld n't be of mnch account. So they sent him to tha 
haunted cabin. Ile bad a big yellow dog with him, about 
aa ugly and as aavage aa himself j and the boys sort o' con- 
gratulated tbemselves, from a practical view point, tbat, 
while they were giving the oM niffian a ahelter, they 
were helping in the cause of Christianity against ghosta 
and goblina. They bad little faith in tbe old man, but 
went their whole pile on that dog. Thafs where they 
wera mistaken. 

" The house stood almost three bundred feet from the 
nearest oave, and on dark nights, being in a hollow, was as 
lonely aa if it had been on the top of Sbasta. If you ever 
aaw the spot when there was just moon enough to bring 
out the little surrounding clumps of chaparral until they 
looked like crouching figiirea, and make tbe bits of broken 
quartz glisten like skulls, you 'd begin to underatand how 

a contract that man and tbat yellow dog undertook. 
■' They weot into poHsession that afternoon, and old Hard 
Times set out to cook bis aupper. When it was over he 
Bat down by tbe embera and lit bis pipe, tbe yellow dog 
lying at hia feet. Suddenly ' Kap ! rap ! ' comea from the 
door. ' Come in,' aays the man ' gruffly. ' Eap ! ' again. 
' Come in and be d — d to you,' aays the man, wbo bad no 
idea of getting up to open tbe door. But no one responded, 
and the next moment amasb goea the only sound pane in 
tbe only window. Seeing tbis, old Hard Timea geta up, 
■with the devil in his eye, and a revolver in his band, fol- 
lowed by tbe yellow dog, with every tootb abowing, and 
BWings open the door. No one there ! But as the man 
opened the door, that yellow dog, that had been so chipper 
before, auddenly begina to croiich and step backward, atep 
by atep, tierabling and shivering, and at last crouches down 
in the chiraney, without even ao much as looking at his 
The man alama tbe door shut again, but tbere 

lea another amash. This time it seems to come from 
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insida the cabin, Eind it ie n't until the man lootca sround 
and seee everything quiet that he geta up, witbout epenking, 
and makea a dash fot tha door, and tears round outaide the 
cabin üke mad, but iinds nothing but eileDce and darkn«ss. 
Then he comes back Bwearing and calls the dog. But that 
gieat yellow dog that the boys would haye ataked all their 
money on is croiiching under the buuk, and haa to be 
dragged out like a coon from a hoUow tree, and lies there, 
bis eyes starting from tbeir sockets ; every limb and mUBcle 
quivering with fear, and his veiy hair drawn up in briatling 
ridgea. The man calla him to the door. He drage him- 
self a few steps, atope, aniffB, and refuaes to go farther. 
The man calla him again, with an oath and a threat. Theo 
what doea that yellow dog do ? He crawls edgewiee to- 
wards the door, crouching himself agaiiist the bunk, tili he 's 
flatter than a knife blade ; then, halfway, he atopa. Then 
that d — d yellow dog begins to walk gingerly, — lifting each 
foot Up in the air, one after the other, still trembling in 
every limb. Then he stopa again. Then he crouchea. 
Then be givea one little ahuddering leop, — not straight 
forward, but up, — Clearing the floor about sis inches, 
asif" — 

" Over sometbing," intertupted the Judge hastüy, 
ing himself on hia elbow. 

The DocbDr atopped instantly. " Juan," be said cooll 
to one of the Mexican packera, " quit foolin' with that 
riafa. You '11 have that etake ont and that mule loose in 
another minute, Corae over this way 1 " 

The Mexican turned a scared, white face to the Doctor, 
muttering aomethitig, and let go the deerskin hide. We 
all upraiaed our Toices with one accord, ths Judge moit 
penitently and apologetically, and implored the Doctor to 
go on. " I '11 shoot the first man who interrupts you 
again," added Thorntnn persnasively, 

But the Doctor, with hia handa languidly uad«i hii 
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Iiad lost his intereat, "Well, the dog »n off to the 
hillg, and neither ilie threats nor c^olerieB of his maBter 
could ever maka htm eater the cabin agaia The next 
day tbe man left the catup. What time ia it 1 Getting 
OE to aundown, ain't it 7 Keep off my leg, will you, 
you d — d Greaeer, snd etop atumbling round there I Lie 
down [ " 

Bat we Icnsw that tbe Doctor bad not completely finished 
his story, and we waited patiently for the conclusion. 
Heanwhile the old, gray sileucc of the woods agaia aiserted 
iteell, but ehadowa were uow beginning to gather in the 
heavy beoms of the roof above, and the dim aislas seemed 
to he narrowing and closing in aroiuid ua, Presently the 
Doctor recommenced lazily, as if no iutertuption bad 
occurred. 

" As I aaid before, I never put much faith in that etory, 
and should n't bave to!d it, but fot a rather curioua experi- 
wce of mj own. It was in the spring of '62, and I was 
one of a party of four, comiug up from O'Neill's, where we 
bad been snowed up. It was awful weather ; the anow had 
changed to sleet and rain after we crossed the divide, and 
tbe water was out everywhere; every ditch was a creek, 
overy creek a river. We had lost two borsea on the North 
Fork, we wete desd beat, off the trail, and Bloshing round, 
with night coming on, and the levei hail like shot in our 
faces. Thinga were looking bleak and ecary when, riding 
a little ahead of the party, I aaw a Hght twinkling in a 
hollow heyond. My horae was stUl freah, and, calling out 
to the boys to foUow me and bear for the light, I Struck 
out foT it. In anothei moment I wae before a little cabin 
tbat half burrowed in the black chapairal ; I diamountcd 
and rapped at the door. There waa no response. I then 
tried to force the door, but it was faatened securely from 
within. I waa all the more surpriseit when one of the 
boys, wfao bad overtaken nie, told tue that he had jual seen 
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through a window a mau reading by the fire. Indignanf 
at this inhospitality, we both made a resolut« ooset agamst 
the door, at the same time raising our angry voices to a, 
yell. Suddenly tliere was a quick response, the hurri« 
withdrawing of a bolt, and the door opened. 

" The occupant was a short, thiok-set man, with a pali 
careworn face, whose prevailiug expresaion was one of gen- 
tle good-humor and patient suffering. When we entered, 
he asked ua haatily why we had not ' sung out ' before. 

" ' But we knocked .' ' I said irapatiently, ' and almost 
drove yonr door in.' 

" ' That 'fl nothing,' he said patiently, ' I 'm used to 

" I looked again at the man's patient, fatefui face, and 
then around tbe cabin. In an instant the vhole Situa- 
tion flashed before nie. ' Are we not near Cave City ? ' I 
asked. 

" ' Yes,' he replied, ' it 's just below. You must hsve 
passed it in the storm.' 

" ' I see.' I again looked around the cabin, 
this what they call the haunted houae ? ' 

" He looked at me curiously. ' It ia,' he aaid simply. 

" You can imagine my delight ! Here was an oppor- 
tunity to test the whole story, to work down to the hed- 
rock, and see how it would pan out ! We were too many 
and too well armed to fear tricks or dangers from outsidera 
If — aa one theory had been held — the disturbance was 
kept up hy a band of concealed maraudera or road agents, 
whoee purpose was to preserve their haunts from intrueion, 
we were quite able to pay them back in kind for any 
assault. I need not say tbat the boya were delighted with 
this prospect when the fact was revealed to them. The only 
one doubtful and apathetic apirit there waa our host, who 
quietly resumed hia seat and bis book, with bis old eipi 
Bion of patient martyrdom. It would bave been eaey 
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me to h&ve drawn him out, but I feit that I did not wani 
to corroborate anybody eise's experieiice ; only to record my 
own. And I thought it better to keep the boya from any 
predispoaing t«rrora. 

"We ate our supper, and then aat, patiently and expeo- 
tant, around the fire. An hour alipped away, but no dia- 
turbance ; another hour passed aa monotonoualy. Our bost 
read bis book ; only the daah of hail againat tbe roof broke 
tbe silence. But " — 

The Doctor stopped. Sinco the last Interruption, I 
noticed he bad changed the eaay alangy style of hia story- 
to a more perfect, artistic, and even studied manner. He 
diopped now auddenly into bis old coUoquial apeech, and 
quietly Said, " It you don't quit stumbling over thoae riataa, 
Juan, I '11 hobblo you. Come here ; tbere, lie down, will 
you ? " 

We all tumed fiercely on the cause of this second 
dangerous Interruption, but a. sight of the poor fellow's 
pale and frightened face withbeld our vindictive tonguea. 
And the Doctor, happily, of his own accord, went on : — 

" But I had forgotten that it was no easy matter to keep 
theae high-spiritcd boya, beut on a row, in decent subjec- 
tion ; and after the third hour paaaed without a supematural 
ejthibition, I obaerved, from certain winks and whispera, 
that they were determined to get up indications of their 
own. In a few momonta violent rappings were heard from 
all parta of the cabin ; large stonea {adroitly thrown up tha 
chimney) feil with a heavy thud ou the roof. Strange groans 
and ominouB yella seemed to come from tbe outside (where 
the interstices between tbe logs were wide enough). Yet, 
through all thia uproar, our hoat aat still and patient, with 
HO sign of Indignation or reproach upon hia good-buniored 
but haggard features, Before long it became evident that 
thia exbibition was exeluaively for Ais benefit, Under the 
■ ääa diaguise of aaking him tc aasist them in diacovering 
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the diflturbera mitside the cabin, those inaide took advantoge 
of bis absence to turn the cabin topsy-tutvy. 

" ' You See what the spirita have done, old man,' eaid 
the arch leader of this miaehief, ' They 've upaet that 
there flour barrel wbilo we was n't looking, and tben kicked 
over the woter-jug and apilled all tbe water ! ' 

" The patient man lifted hLs bead and looked at the 
fiour-strewn walla. Tben he glanced dowu at tbe &oor, but 
drew back with a slight tremor. 

" ' It aüi't watsr ! ' he said quietly. 

" ' What is it, tben ? ' 1 

" ' It 's Blood 1 Look 1 ' ' 

"Tbe nearest man gave a sudden stait and sank back 
white aa a abeet. 

" For there, gentlemen, on the floor, just before the door, 
wbere tbe old man had seen tbe dog hesitate and lift bis 
feet, there ! thete! — gentlemen — upon my honor, slowly 
widened and bioadened a dark red poot of human blood ! 
Stop him I Quick ! Stop bim, I aay ! " 

There was a blinding flash that lit up tbe dark wooda, 
and a abarp report ! When we reached tbe Doctor's aide 
he was holding the emoking pistol, just diacharged, in one 
band, wbile with tbe other he was pointing to the rapidly 
disappearing figure of Juan, our Mexican vaquero ! 

" Missed him 1 by G — d ! " said tbe Doctor. "But did 
you hear him ? Did you aee bis livid face aa be rose up 
at the name of blood ? Did you aee bis guilty conscience 
in bis face 1 Eh ? Why don't you apeak 7 What aie joii 
staring at ? " 

"Was it the murdered u 
panted in oae quick breath. 

" Gbost be d— d I No I 
— that curaed Juan Bamirez ! — I aaw and ahot at hia 
murdeier 1 " 



i ghoat, Doctoi ? " we all 
But in that Mexicau vaquero 
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'O American novelist of the past 
third of a centuty has made a more 
valuable and lasting contribution to 
our literature than that which we 
owe to Bret Harte. — Tke Dial. 
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HAT American of the last generation 
has equaled or come anywbere near 
equftling Bret Harte in vigor, original- 
ity, unforced huitior, acd pathos ? The 
nun was an artist" 

Aetti YorASuH. 




" So long as short stories ai 
of his will be honorably rc 
lish is read." 

"Brei Harte created for \ 
iome laughter " 



! priied. a goodly numbet 
smembered wberever En^ 

New Vtrk TriSunt,m 
s 3. World of honest, whol» ■ 



Boston Advertiser, 1 
" In his own field Bret Harte was not only ori^naf 1 
but inimitable. His place in American literary hi» f 
tory is as secure as it is conspicuous." 

Chicago Evening Post, fl 
" Mr. Harte's talent for the short story has n 
been equaled." 

Philadtiphia Press. 

" No writer of the present day has strack so powerful 1 
and original a note as he has sounded. In his best I 
tales he forgets all other Uterature, and Sees and ia 1 
possessed solely by the life he portrays." 

The Speclutor, London. 1 
" Bret Harte will live in the English language as 
ploneer of the short story." 

Fall Mall Gazelle, London, J 
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